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A SERIES OF POEMS, ORIGINAL AND TRANSLATED. 

[riRST PUBLISHED IK 1807.] 

'VlrglAibus p<icrbqu« cawco. — HOftACI. Ub. UL Ddc 1. 

* Mijr’ fit ^mA* ** wcccc.'— HOMfiR. /hia^. k. 14^. '' 

‘He whistled as he wcu, foe want of — DkVDAM. 

TO Tll£ RICHT llOKOUftABLB 

FREDERICK. EARL OF CARLISLE, 

KKICMT OP TH8 CAkTSt. 8TC BTC.. 

THE SECOND EDITION OP THESE POEMS 1$ INSCRIBED. 

BY HIS 

OBLIC8D WARD ANO AFPftCTIONATB KIN8UAN. 

THE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE TO THE FIRST EDITION. 

Ik sabmiulng to the public «ye the following collection. I have not only to combat the diffi- 
euUles that wrliere of veree generally cncounier. but may incur the charge of presumption for 
^lo^d ^ o*' ^he world, when, without doubt. I might be, at my age, more usefully cm- 

1 bese productions ate the fmiu of the lighter houn of a young man who has lately completed 
nls nineteenth year. As they bear the internal evidence of a boyish mind, this is perhaps un- 
information. Some few were written during the disadvantages of illness and depres- 
sion of toints: under the former influence, *CHtLDiSH RfiCOi.LKCTJONS,' in particular, were 
composed. This consideration, though it cannot excite the voice of praise, may at least arrest 
the arm of censure. A considerable portion of these poems has been privately printed at the 
perusal of my friends. I am sensible that the partial and freouenily iniu- 
Qicious admiration Of a soaai circle is not the criterion by which poetical genius is 10 be esii mated: 
If.kii Cl greatly ; ’ and I have hasarded my reputation and feelings in 

puojlsnlng this volume, • I have passed the Rubicon,' and must stand or fall by the ‘ cast of the 
k t !“* submit without a murmur; for, though not without solicitude 

KLv tf-:. a®LL"*** fusions, my expectations are by no means sanguine. It is piobablc that I 
whir ^1^ much and done little ; for, in the words of Cowper, *it is one thing to write 
fnwds, who. because they art such, are apt to be a little bias^ in our 
jVwin vliiri"" '^ 7 , eveiybody ; because they who have no connection, 

fi*** aw^bor. will be sure to find fault if they can.' To the truth of this, 
few .tiflli \ ’^bolly su^nbe ; on (he conlraiy. I feel convinced (hat these trifles will not 
w '“i**?**^. Their merit, if they possess any, will be Uberally allowed; their 
S *bat favour which has bees d^ed to othem 

p inMufar yearn, decided character, and far greater aWlity. ' . , 

•i originality, still less have I studied any partied model for 

•J R p> ® ^ ^bich many are paraphrastic In the origiDal pieces 

. • “““ appear a casual coinodence with authors, whose works 1 Ave beea accustomed to 
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read ; but I have not been guilty of intentional plagiarism To produce anything entirely new, 
in an age so fertile in rhyme, wouW be a Herculean ta^, as every subject has already been 
treated to its utmost extent. Poetry, however, is not my primary vocation ; to divert the dull 
moments of indisposition, or the monotony of a vacant hour, urged me Uo this sin little cm 
be expected from so unpromising a muse. My wreath, scanty as it must be. Is all I shall derive 
from these productions and I shall never attempt to replace its fading leaves, or pluck a single 
additional sprig from groves where 1 am, at an intruder. Though accustomed, in my 
younger days, to rove a careless mountaineer on the Ilighl^ids of Scotland, I have not of late 
years had the benefit of such pure air, or so elevated a residence, as might enable me to enter 
the lists with genuine bards who have enjoyed both these advanti^. But they derive consider- 
able fame, and a few not less profit, from th«r productions : while I shall expiate my rashness as 
an interloper, certainly without the latter, and In all probability with a very slight share of the 
former. I leave to others ‘vtrSm voUtdre ptr dra.' I look to the few who will hear with 
patience 'dniu tst desiftrt in lotc.' To the former worthies I resign, without repining, the 
hope of immortality, and content myself with the not very magnificent prospect of ranking 
amongst ' the mob of gentlemen who write' — my readers must determine whether I dare say 
' with ease ‘—or the honour of a posthumous page in TMt Catahgut of Royal and No^ft Anihort, 
a work to which the Peerage is under infinite obligations, inasmuch as many names of con- 
siderable length sound, and antiquity are thereby rescued from the obscurity which unluckily 
overshadows several voluminous productions of their illustrious bearers. 

Will) slight hopes, and 8on*e fears, I publish this first and last attempt. To the dictates of 
young anihiiion may be ascribed many aciions more criminal and equally absurd. To a few of 
my trtsn age, ihe conienis m.iv afford ainuscmeni : I trust they uili, at least, be found harmless. 
1i )S highly impnih.ible. fnm my siiuaiiof) and pursuits hereafter, that I should ever obi rude 
mv^eir a second rime on the pulilfc , nor. (‘sen in the very doubihil event of present indulgence, 
<h*all I lie templed to commit a futurr cM'H>a'a of the same nature 1 he opinion of Dr fohrison 
on the Poems of a nohle reUiiun of mine.* ' that when a man of rank appeared in ilie cnamcier 
of an ikuthor. he <ieserv«d lo hax’e h)» mem haialsomelv allowed, can have Utile weight with 
verbal, and still less with pera^lical censors, but were it otherwise. 1 should be loth to avail 
myself of the privikge. and would rather incur the biuercsi censure of anonymous criticism, 
than triumph in honours granted solely to a title. 


* Pftaen^k Howard. iHh E«(l Carthk. svibw pkcei md two wm bora i;A ood diod In M 


HOURS OF IDLENESS. 


WRITTEN FROM 1802 TO 1807. 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY.* 
COUSIN TO THE AUTHOR, AND VERY DEAR 
TO HIM.f 

Hush'd are the winds, and sUU the evening 
gloom. 

Not e'en a lephyr w^andcrs through the grove. 
Whilst I return, to view my Margaret's tomb, 
And scatter flowers on w dual 1 love. 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay 
That cUy where once such animation beam'd 1 
1 he King of Tenon seised her as his prey : 
Not worth, nor beauty, have her life redeem'd. 

OhI could that King of Terrors pity feel. 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fatel 
Not here the mourner would his grief revtt] 

Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

But wherefore weep ? Her matchless spirit soars 
Beyond where splendid shins the orb of day • 
And wping angels lead her to those bowers 
Where endless pleasiites virtue's deeds repay. 

And presumptuous monaU Heaven ar- 

r^gs. 

And, ii^ly. godlike Providence accuse ? 

Ah i no, tax fly from me atlenmis so vain •— 

1 II neer submission 10 my God refuse. 

Yet is remembrance of those virtues dear 
Yet fresh the memory of that beauieous face • 
warm affeciion's tear, * 
bttU In my heart retain their wonted place. 


I 


TO E-. 

smile, to view the names 

friendship twined j 
Vet Virtue wiU have greater claims 
, io love, than rank with vice com^ned. 
though unequal is thy fate. 

Since tide deck'd ray higher birth. 


* {Mnlrv) Pirktr't 

■hi - -2. f 


fee 
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Yet envy not this gaudy state ; 

Thine is the pride of modest worth. 

Our souls at least congenial meet. 

Nor can thy lot my rank di^race j 
Our intercourse is not less sweet. 

Since worth of rank supplies the place. 


TO D-. 

In thee I fondly hoped to clasp 
A friend, whom death alone could sever : 
Till envy, with malignant grasp, 

Detach'd thee from my breast for ever. 

True, she has forced ihce from my breast, 
^Yct in my heart thou keep'si thy seat ; 
There, there thine image still must rest. 

Until that heart shalfcease (0 b^t. 

And when the g«ve restores her dead, 

When life again to dust is given, 
yn thy dear breast 1*11 lay my head— 

Without thee, where would be ray heave, i? 


ttt > n i m MIC, 


EPITAPH ON A FRIEND. 

LABJlTtUa 

Oh Friend I for ever loved, for ever dear 1 
What fruitless tears have bathed tby honour'd 
bierl ' 

What sighs re-echo'd to thy parting breath. 
Whilst thou wast siiugglmg In the pangs of 
death I 

Could t^rs retard the tyrant in his courae : 
Could sighs avert bis dart's relentless force ; 
t^Id youth and virtue claim a short delay. 

Or beauty charm the spectre from bis prey ; 
Thou sbll bndst lived to bless my aching sigUe. 
Ihy comrade s honour and thy friend's delight 
^yet thy gentle spirit hover nigh 
i?* spot where now thy mouldering ashes Ue, 
i* thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor's art. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep. 

BW living statues there are seen to weep ; 

bends not o'er thy torab. 
Affljcdoo s self deplores thy youthful doom* 
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though thy sire lament his failing line. 

A father's sorrows cannot equal mine I [cheer. 
Though none, like Ihee. his dying hour will 
Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here : 

But who with me shall hold thy former place? 
Thine image. w*hat new friendship can efface? 
Ah 1 none I— a father's tears will cease lo flow. 
Time will assuage an infant brother's woe ; 

To all, save one, is consolation known. 

While solitary friendship sighs alone. 


A FRAGMENT. 

When, to their airy hall, my fatliers* voice 
Shall call my spirit, joyful In their chedee : 

When, poisM upon the gale, my form shall ride. 

Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain s ^e : 
Chi may my shade behold no sculptured urns 
To mark the si>ot where earth to earth returns ! 

No lengthen'd scroll, no praise'Cncumber'd 
My epitaph shall be my name alone : [stone : 

If /hat with honour fail to crown iny cUy. 

Oh I may no other fame my deeds repay I 
That, only shall single oitt the spot ; 

By that remember'd, or with that forgot. 

ON LEAVING NEWSTEAD ABBEY. 

W)iy »hoo b«M th« a»U. »• oT 4*n I | 

i^kMi rroiB tKy > y«t s r«w y«kr«. *ik 4 Um W«« 

titm. K bowU fa thy t-pry c«fi.*-OSS«AK. 

Thu ouO h thy battlement s, Ne wsiead , the hollow 
w inds whistle ; 

Thou , the h all of my fathers, art gone to decay : 
111 thy once smiling garden, Ibe hemlock and 

tl'iMle ^ 'i* 

Have choked up the rose which late bloom d 
Of the mail-cover'd Baions, who proudly to bat lie 
Led their vassals from Europe lo Palestine's 
plain, [blast rattle. 

The escutcheon and shield, which with every 
Are the only sad vestiges now that remain. 

No more doth old Robert, with heart-stringing 
number*. 

Raise a flame in the breast for the war*iaure» d 
N ear Askalon'stowers John of Horisian si umbers. 

Unnerved is the hand of his minstrel by death. 
Paul and Hubert, too, sleep in the valley ofi 
Cressy ; • 

For the safely of Edward and England they 
My fathers I the team of your country redress ye; 
How you fought, how you died, stm her ann^ 
can tell. 

Oq Marston, with Rupert, 'gainst traitors con<' 
tending,* 

Four brothers enrich'd with their blood the 
bleak field ; fine. 

For the rights of a monarch their country defend* 
Till death their attachment to royalty seal'd. 


Shades of heroes, farewell ; your descendant, 
departing 

From the seat of his ancestors, bids you adieu 1 
Abroad, or at home, your remembrance impart* 
ing 

New courage, he'll think upon glory and you. 
Though a tear dim his eye at this sad separation, 
'Tis nature, not fear, (hat excites his regret; 
Far distant he goes, with the same emulation, 
The fame of nis fathers he ne'er can forget. 
Vnat fame and that memory still will he cherish 
He vows (hat he ne'er will disgrace you: 
renown : 

Like you will he live, or like you will he perish : 
Wlwn decay'd, may he mingle liU dust with 
your own. 


LINES 

wnirraH ih 'letters of an Italian 

AND AN ENOUSU CENTLEStAN ; BY 
ROUSSEAU : FOUNDED ON FACTS.' 
AwAy, •way. youf SAU«rih( 

H mv iMiray mim lt€*rts i 

yoo «nH uiiU« M iheir eell«vlAg, 
a»d (key iloU vreep u you( deeeiviAS. 


NUN 


ANSWER TO 


THE FOXECOINO. 
TO MISS 


ADDRESSED 


Dear, simple girl, those flattering arts 
From which thou'dst guard frail female hearts. 
Exist but in imagination — 

Mere phantoms of thine own creation ; 

For he who views that witching grace. 

That perfect form, that lovely face. 

With eyes admiring, oh I believe me, 
lie never wishes to deceive thee : 

Once in thy polish’d mirror glance, 

Thou* it there descry that elegance 
Which from ouf sex demand such pndfea 
But envy in the other raises : 

Then he who lelb thee of thy beauty, 

Believe me, only does bis duty : 

Ah 1 fly not from the cantUd youth ; 

It is not flattery —’tls truth. 


ADRIAN'S ADDRESS TO KIS SOUL 
WHEN DYING.* 

Ah I gentle, fleeting, wev'ring sprite, 
Friend and associate of this clay I 
To what unknown region borne. 

Wilt thou now wing thy distant flight? 
No more with w'onted humour gay. 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn. 


• waMAft Moe^i wh«re Die 44h«T««u of Cbask« I. w«ve , 


H« KfterwarSt rnaniiilril tbe S«tf to 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 
AD LESBIAM. 

Equal to Jove that youth must be — 
Greater than Jove be seems to me^ 

• •Aoiaub 1 blftadal*. 

MBieseuB e«rpof(i, 

QttB tnae ibibb to 
F«UW«to. rMda. Badula, 

N«c. ul lotcv, drtto jocMt 
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Who, free from Jealousy's alarms. 

Securely views my matchless charms. 

That cheek, which ever dimpling glows, 

That mouth, from whence such music flows, 
To him alike are always known, 

Reserved for him. and him alone. 

Ah, Lesbial (hough tis death to me, 

1 cannot choose but look on thee ; 

But at (he sight my senses fly ; 

I needs mast gaze, but, gazing, die: 

Whilst trembling with a thousand fears, 
Parch'd to the throat my tongue adheres, 

My p'ilse beats quick, my breath heaves short. 
My Umbs deny their slight support. 

Cold dews my pallid face o'erspread. 

With deadly languor droops my head, 

My ears with tingling echoes ring. 

And life itself is on the wing ; 

My eyes refuse the cheering light. 

Their orbs are veiVd in starless night : 

Such oangs my nature sinks beneath, 

And feels a temporary death. 


TRANSLATION OP THE EPITAPH ON 
VIRGIL AND TIBULLUS. 

ftT DOMITIVS MAftSUS. 

H£ who sublime in epic numbers roll'd. 

And he who struck the softer lyre of love. 

By Death s uneoual hand alike cont roll'd. 

Fit comrades in Elysian regions move J 

IMITATION OF TIBULLUS. 

' Sulpicia ad Ce r Imhurn.*— I t. 
Cerinihus I does the fell disease 
^ich racks my breast your fickle bosom please? 

I I wUh'd but to o>r«ome ih, pain. 

That 1 might live for love and you again • 

IVdATn bewsif my ; 

By death alone I ean avoid your hate, 

TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS 

lUftf, Vmo. CuaUUneBe. ac.| 

Y* Copids, droop each little head, 

Nor let voux wings with joy be spread 
» lavouriee bird is d«^ 
mom dearer than her eyes she loved : 

Obedient loTier call he flew. 

■Unn he knew. 

But lightly 0 er her b^m moved : 

^d ion^ fluttering here and there. 

«««ht to cfeava the^ 

® ^ from W 

nil! k”* • ® ^ grateful strain. 

Now having pus^i the gloomy bowue 
whence never In reJuSl 


From whom no earthly power can save. 

For thou hast ta en the bird away : 
From ihee my Leshia's eyes o'erflow, 
Her swollen cheeks w'ith ueepjtig glow 
Thou art the cause of all her woe. 
Receptacle of life's decay. 


IMITATED FROM CATULIA'S. 

TO ELLEN. 

Oil f might I kiss those eyes of lire, 

A million scarce would quench desire : 

Still would I steep my lips in bliss. 

And dwell an age on every kiss : 

Nor then my soul should sated he : 

Still would I kiss and cling to thee : 

Nought should my kiss from thine dissever ; 
Still would we kiss, and kiss for ever ; 

E'en though the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest's countless seed. 

To part would be a vain endeavour : 

Could I desi6(?-»ah I never-never' 


TRANSI-ATION FROM HORACE. 

(JwitMB ten«c«m propMltl nrum. 

The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours can control ; 

No threat'ning tyrant's darkling brow 
Can swerve him from his Just intent : 

Gnles (he warring waves which plough, 

By Auster on the billows spent, 

To curb the Adriatic main. 

Would awe his fix'd, determined mind In vain. 

Ay, and the red right arm ofjove. 

Hurtling his lightnings from ubove. 

With all his terrors there unfurl'd. 

He would unmoved, imawed behold. 

The flames of an expiring world, 

Again in crashing chaos roll'd, 

In vast promiscuous ruin hurl'd, 

Might light his glorious funeral pile ; [smile, 
blill dauntless 'midst the wreck of earili he'd 


FROM ANACREON. 

IOiA« Aryvir ArptiUt, «. r. A.] 

I WISH to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of fame and notes of fire ; 

To echo, from its rising swell. 

How heroes fought and nations fell, 
Wh« Atreus' sons advanced to war. 
Or Tyrian Cadmus roved afar ; 

But still, to martial strains unknown, 
My lyre recurs to love alone : 

Fired with the hope of future fame, 

• some nobler hero's name : 

The dying chords are strung anew, 

To war, to war. my harp is due j 
With glowing strings, the epic strain 
T? • great son I raise again ; 
Atcidcs and hl$ glorious dee^ 

Beneath whose arm (he Hydra bleeds. 
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All. all in vain ; my way ward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft deare. 

• ftdieu, ye chiefs renownd in arms! 
fdieu ihc clang of war’s alarms! 

To other deeds my soul is strung. 

Md sweeter notes shall now be sung ; 
My haip shall all its powers reveal, 

To tell the tale my heart must feel ; 
Love , L^ve alone, my lyre shall claim. 
In songs of bliss and sighs of flame. 


FROM ANACREON. 

(M«90Kv«fioir eol* «• r. AJ 

TWAS now the hour when Night had driven 
Her car half round yon sable heaven ; 

Bootes, only, seem’d to rolk 
His arctic charge around the pole t 
While morials. lost In gentle sleep, 

Forgot to smile, or ceased to w'eep : 

At this lone hour, the Papbian boy. 
Descending from (he realms of )oy. 

Quick lo my gate directs his course, 

And knocks vnth all his little force. 

My visions fled, alarm'd 1 rose— 

• ^at stranger breaks my blest repose ? 

' Alas I ' replies the wily child. 

In faltering accents sweetly mild, 

' A hapless infant here I roam. 

Far from my dear maternal home. 

Oh I shield me from the wintry blast I 
The nightly storm is pouring fast. 

No prowling robber lingers nere. 

A wandering baby who can fear?* 

1 heard his seeming artless tale, 

[ heard his »ghs upon the nle : 

My breast was never nit/ sloe. 

But felt for all the baby t woe. 

1 drew the bar. and by the light. 

Young Love, the infant, met my sight ; 

His bow across his shoulders flung. 

And thence has fatal quiver hung 
{Ab I little did I think the dart 
Would rankle soon within my heart). 

With care 1 tend my weary guest. 

His little Angers chill my breast ; 

His glossy curls, his arure wing, 

Which droop with nightly sliowers, I wring ; 
His shivering limbs the embers warm ; 

And now reriving from the storm. 

Scarce had he felt his wonted glow. 

Than swift he seised his slender bow : 

* I fain would know, my gentle host.' 

He cried, ' U this its strength has lost ; 

1 fear, relax'd with midnight dews. 

The strings (heir fonner aid refuse.' 

With poison tipi, his arrow Aics, 

Deep in my tortured heart it lies ; 

Then loud (he joyous urchin laugh’d : 

*My bow can still Impel the shaft : 

'Tls firmly Ax’d, thy sighs reveal it ; 

^y, eouiieous host, const thou not fed It ? ' 


FROM THE PROMETHEUS VINCTUS 
OF /ESCHYLUS. 
iMifSafi' • wevra rttfwr, c. v. 

Gr&at Jove, to whose almighty throne 
Both gods and mortals homage pay, 
Ne’er may my soul thy power disown, 

Thy dr^ behests ne’er disobey. 

Oft shall the sacred victim fall 
In sea-girt Ocean's mossy hall ; 

My voice shall raise no impious strain, 
'Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

How diiTerent now thy joyless (ate. 

Since first Hesione thy bride,- 
When placed aloft in godlike state, 

The blushing beauty by thy side. 

Thou sat'st, w hile reverend Ocean smiled, 
And mirthful strains the hours beguiled. 
The Nymphs and Tritons danced around. 
Nor yet thy doom was fix'd, nor Jove relentless 
frown’d. 


TO EMMA. 

Since noa* the hour Is come at last, 

V^n yi*u must quit your anxious lover ; 

Since now o ir dream of bliss is past. 

One pang, tny girl, and ail Is over. 

I Alas I that pang will be severe, 

[ Which bids us pan to meet no more ; 

^ Which tears me far from one so dear. 
Departing for a distant shore. 

fWell I we have pass'd some happy hours, 
And joy will mingle with our (cars ; 

When thinking on these ancient towers, 

The shelter of our infant years ; 

Where from this Gothic casement's height, 
We view'd the lake, the park, the dell ; 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight, 
We lingering look a last farewell, 

O'er fields through which we used to run, 
And spend the hours in childish play ; 

t O'er dtades where, when our race was done, 
Reposing on my breast you lay ; 

^Avhltet 1 , admiring, too remiss. 

Forgot to scare the hovering flies. 

Yet enried every fly the kiss 

It dared to give your slumbering eyes : 
See still the little painted bark, 
la which I row a you o'er the lake ; 

See there, high waving o'er the park, 

The elm 1 clamber’d for your sake. 

iThese times are past— our Joys are gone, 

' You leave me. leave this happy vale ; 
These scenes 1 must retrace alone : 

Without thee, what will (hey avail 7 
Wbo can conceive, who has not proved, 
The anguish of a lost embrace, 

When, torn from all you fondly loved. 

You bid a loog adi^ to Dflav? 
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C his is the deepest of our woes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew : 
his is of love (he final close. 

' O God I the fondest, last adieu I 


TO M. S. G. 


WHENE'ER 1 view those Upi of thine, 

! Their hue invites my fervent kiss ; 

Yet 1 forego (hat bUss divine. 

Alas I it Vk'ere unballow’d bliss. 

Whene'er 1 dream of that pure breast • 

I How could I dwell upon its snows I 
Yet is the daring wish represt ; 

For that — would bani^ its repose. 

A glance from thy souLsSearchlng eve 

I Can raise with hope, depress witn fear ; 
Yet [ conceal my love— and why? 

I would not force a painful tear. 

1 ne'er have told my love, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well ; 
And shall I plead my passion now, 

'I'o make thy bosom a heaven a hell? 

No I for thou never canst be mine. 

United by the priest's decree : 

By any lies but those divine. 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne'er shall be. 

Then let the secret fire consume, 

Let it consume, thou shall not know ; 
With ioy 1 court a certain doom. 

Rather than spread its guilty glqw. 

I will not ease my tortured heart, 

By driving dove-eyed peace from .hine ; 
Rather than such a sting Impart, 

Each thought presumptuous 1 resign. 

Yes t yield those lips, for which I'd brave 
More than 1 here shall dare to (ell ; 

Thy innocence and mine to save— 

( bid thee now a last farewell. 

Yes I yield that breast, to seek despair. 
And hope no more thy soft embrace ; 
Which to obtain, my soul would dare 
All, all reproach— but thy disgrace. 

At least from guilt shait thou be free. 

No matron nhall thy shame reprove ; 
Though cureleas pangs may prey on me, 
No martyr shaft thou be to love. 


TO CAROLINE. 

Tuink'st thou 1 saw thy b^uieous eyes. 
Suffused in teara. implore to stay. 


And beard unmoved thy plenteous sighs. 
Which said fax more than words can say? 

keen the grief, thy team eaprest, 

.. Both o'erthrowo ; 

•ei^U, ray girl, thla bluing brost 
Throbb'd with deeo sorrow as ttaiDe own. 


But when our cheeks with anguish glow’d, 
When thy sweet lips were join’d to mine. 

The tears (hut from my eyelids flow'd 
Were lost in those which fell from thine. 

Thou could'st not feel my burning cheek, 
Thy gushing tears had quench’d its dame ; 

And as thy tongi^ essay'd to speak, 

In sighs alone it breathed my name. 

And yet. my girl, we weep in vain, 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore : 

Remembrance only can remain — 

Rut (hat will mute us weep the more. 

Again, thou best beloved, adieu I 
Ah 1 if thou canst. o’ercome regret ; 

Nor let thy mind past joys review — 

Our only hope is to fo^et I 


TO CAROLINE. 

Wh ek I hear you express an a/Tectlon so warm, 
Ne'er think, my beloved, (hat I do not believe ; 
For your Up would the soul of suspicion disarm. 
And your eye beams a ray which can never 
deceive. 

Yet still this fond bosom ragrets, while adoring, 

miiRf Ml 

That age will come on. when remembrance, 
deploring. [tear ; 

Contemplates (he scenes of her youth with a 

That the time must arrive, when, no longer re- 
taining [the breese. 

Their auburn, those locks must wave thin to 
When a few silver hairs of those tresses re- 
maining. 

Prove nature a prey to decay and disease. 

'Tls this, my beloved, which spreads gloom o'er 
my features. [decree, 

Though I ne'er shall presume to arraign the 
Which God has proclaim’d as the fate of His 
creatures, [of me. 

In the death which one day will deprive you 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, (he cause of emotion, 
No doubt can the mind of your lover invade ; 
He worships each look with such faithful de- 
votion. 

A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall 
o'eriake us. Sympathy glow, 

And our breasts, which ^ive with such 
Will sleep in the grave (ill the blast shall awake 
us, (low.— 

When calUng the dead, in earth's bosom laid 


Oh ! then let us drain, while we may. draughts 
of pleasure. (flow : 

Which from passion like oura may unceasingly 
I .et us pass round the cup of lovers bliss in mU 
measure. 

And quaJf the contents as our nectar below. 


s 
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TO CAROLINE, 
the grave hide 


for ever my 


Oh I when shall 

SOTTOV^ ? 

Oh i v^hen shall my soul wing her fUghC from 
ihts clay 7 

The present is hell, and ihe coming to-morrow 
Rut brings, with new torture, the curse of to* 
day. 

From my eye flows uo tear, from my lips flow 
no curses, 

[ blast not the flenda who have hurVd me from 
bliss: 

For poor is the soul which bewailing rehearses 
Its querulous grief, when in anguish like this. 

Was my eye, 'stead of tean. with red fury flakes 
bright ning. 

Would my lips breathe a flame which no 
stream could assuage. 

On our foes should my glance launch in venge 
ance its lightning. 

With transport my tongue give a loose to its 

Dut now tears and cur^, alike unavailing, 
Would add to the souls of our tynnu delight 
Could they view us our sad separation bewailing. 
Their merciless hearts would rejoke at the 
sight. 

Yet siill, though we bend with a feign'd resigna 
tion, [cheer. 

Ufe beams not for us with one ny that can 
Love and hope upon earth bring no more con 
solaiion . 

In the grave Is our hope, for in life is our fear. 

Oi) I when, my adored, in the tomb will they 
place me. [fled ' 

Since, in life, love and friendship for ever are 
If again In the marbion of death I embrace thee. 
Perl^ps ^ey will leave unmolested the dead. 


STANZAS TO A LADY. 

WITH TKB POBMS OP CASIOMS. 

This votive pledge of fond esteem. 

rerhapa, dear girl I for me thou'U prire 
<t tings of Love's enchanting dresira. 

A theme we never can despise. 

Who blames it but the envious fool. 

The old and disappointed maid ; 

Or puful of the prudish school. 

In tingle sorrow doom'd to fade 7 

Then read, dear girl I with feeling read. 

For thou wilt ne'er be ooe of those : 

To thee in vain 1 shaU not plead 
In l»ty for the poet's woes. 

He was. in sooth, a genuine bard : 

Hb was no vain, fictitious flame : 

Uke his, may love be tby reward. 

But not tby bspless fate the same. 


THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE. 

*A Bopflerot 6c yop6a7c 

'Epwra ^x'''~ANACReOM. 

Away with your fictions of flimsy romance ; 
Those (issues of falsehood which folly has 
wove 1 [glance, 

Give n>e the mild be.im of the souUbreathing 
Or the rapture w'hkh dwells on the first kiss 
of love. 

Ye rhymeis. whose bosoms with fantasy glow, 
Whose pastoral passions are made for the 
grove; 

fom what blest inspiration your sonnets w'ould 
flow. [love 1 

Could you erer have tasted the first kiss of 

If Apollo should e'er his assistance refuse. 

Or (he Nine be disposed from your service to 
rove, 

Invoke them no more, bid adieu to the muse, 
And try the effect of the first kiss of love I 

[ hate you. ye cold compositions of art I 
I'hough prudes may condemn me, and bigots 
repro^‘e, 

t court the effusions that spring from Ihe heart. 
Which ihrobs with delight to the first kiss of 
love. 

Your shcplierds, your flocks, those fantastical 
themes. 

Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move : 
Arcadia displays but a region of dreams : 

What are visions like these to the Arst kUs of 
love 7 

OKI cease to afflrrn that man. since his birth, 
From Adam till now, has with wretchedness 
strove: 

Some portion of paradise sliil Is on earth, V 
*•"“1 Fil1r*i T‘1‘T1 in tlja A«t fu&a of love. 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasum 
are past— [dov^ 

For years fleet away with the wings of the 
The dearest remembrance will still be Ihe last, 
Our sweetest memorial the Arst kiss of love. 


ON A CHANGE OF MASTERS AT A 
GREAT PUBLIC SCHOOU 
Wkekc are those honours, Ida 1 once your owd, 
When Probus AU'd your magisterial throne? 

As ancient Rome, fast falling to disgrace, 
Hail’d a barbarian in her Caesai;s place. 

So you, degener^e. share as hard a fate. 

And seat Pomposus where your Probus sate. 

Of oarrow brain, yet of a narrower soul, 
Pomposus holds you In his barsh control ; 
Pomposus. by no social virtue sway'd. 

With Aorid jargon, and with vain parade : 
With noisy nonsense and new-fangled rules, 
Such as were ne'er before enforced in schools. 
Mistaking pedanuy for leamiog's laws. 

He governs, sanction'd but by self-applause : 
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Wirh him (he same dire fate a( tending Rome, 
Ill-fated Ida I soon must scamp your doom : 
Like her o’erihro'vn. for ever lost to fame. 

No (race of science left you, but the name. 


• TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 
Dorset I whose early steps wUh mine have 
Exploring every path of Ida s glade ; fstray’d. 
Whom still affection taught me to defend, 

And made me less a tyrant than a friend. 

Though the harsh custom of our youthful band 
Bade thu obey, and gave mt to command ; * 
Thee, oil whose head a few short year? will 
shower 

The gife of riches, and the pride of power ; 

Een now a name illustrious U thine own, 
Rertown'd in rank, nor far beneath the throne. 
Yet, Dorset, let not this seduce thy soul 
To shun fair selence. or evade control, 

Tliough passive tutors, fearful to dispraise 
The tilled child, whose future breath cuay raise, 
View ducal errors with indulgent eyes. 

And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bend the knee 

To wesikh, their golden idol, not to thee 

And even in simple boyhood's opening dawn 
Some slaves are found to flatter and to fawn— 
When these declare, • that pomp alone should 
wait 

On one by birth predestined to be great ; 

That books were only meant for drudging fools. 
That gallant spirits scorn the common rules i ' 
Believe them not they point the path to 
shame, ^ 

And seek to blast the honours of thy name. 
Turn to the few in Ida's e.irly throng, 

Wh^ souls disdain not to condemn (he wrong 
Or if, amidst the comrades of thy youth. 

None dare to raise the sterner voice of truth. 
Ask thine own hearts 'twill bid thee, boy. for- 
bear: 

For wtil I know that virtue lingers there. 

Yes I I have mark'd dice many a passing day 
But now new scenes invite me far away ; 

Y** * } tnark'd within that generous mind, 
A^r matured, to bless mankind. 

Ah I though myself by nature haughty, wild, 
Worn Indiscretion hail'd her favourite child ; 

I hough every error stamps me for her own. 

Ajd d^a my fall, I fain would fail alone ; 
though my proud heart no precept now can 
1 love the virtues which I cannot claim, [tame, 

^Is not enough, with other sons of power. 

JO gleam the lambent meteor of an hour • 

^ .well some peerage page in (eebte pride. 

-drawn names that grace no page be- 
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Then slure w’Uh titled crowds the common lot— 
In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot : 

While nought divides thee from the vulgar dead. 
Except the dull cold stone (hat hides (hy head. 
The mouldering ’seuichcon. or the herald’s roll, 
Tliat weil-em blazon'd but neglected scroll, 
Where lords, unhonour'd, in the tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind. 
There sleep, unnoticed as the gloomy vaults 
Th.*it veil their dust, (heir follies, and their faults, 
A raee, wlih old .irmorial lists o'erspread, 

In records destined never to be read. 

Fain would 1 view thee, wiih prophetic eyes, 
Exalted more among the good and wise, 

A glorious and a long career pursue. 

As first in rank, the first in talent too : 

Spurn every vice, each little meanness shun ; 
Not Fixtune’s mir>ior>. but her noblest son. 

Turn to the annals of a former day ; 

Bright are the deeds thine earlier sires display. 
One, though a courtter, lived a man of worth. 
And call'd, proud boast I the British drama 
forth. 

Another view, not less renown'd for wit : 

Alike for courts, and camps, or senates fit ; 

Bold in (he field, and favour'd by the Nine ; 

In every splendid part ordain’d to shine : 

Far. far distinguish’d from the glittering throng. 
The pride of princes, and the bwi of song. 
Such were (hy fathers ; thus preserve their name : 
Not heir to titles ortly, but to fame. 

The hour draws nigh, a few brief days will close. 
To me. this little scene of joys and woes : 

Each knell of Time now warns me to resign 
Shades where Hope. Peace, and Friendship all 
were mine : 

pe. (hat could vary like the rainbow's hue, I 
nd gild their pinions as the moments fiew ; i 
Peace, that reflection never frown'd away, ) 
'iy dreams of ill to cloud some future day ; ^ t 

'riendship, whose truth let childhood only (ell ; 
las 1 they love not long, who love so well. 

To these adieu I nor let me linger o'er 
Scenes hail'd, as exiles hail their native shore, 
Receding slowly through the dark-blue deep, 
Beheld m eyes that mourn, yet cannot weep. 
Dorset, farewell 1 I will not ask one par( 

Of sad remembrance in so young a heart ; 

'The coming morrow from thy youthful mind 
Will sweep my name, nor leave a (race behind. 
And yet, perhaps, In some maturer year, 

Since chance has thrown us in the self-same 
sphere. 

Since the same senate, nay, the same debate, 
May one day claim our suffrage for the state, 
We hence may meet, and each other by, 
With faint regard, or cold and distant eye. 

For me. in future, neither fr(end nor foe, 

•A stranger to thyself, thy weal or woe. 

With (bee no more again t hope to trace 
’The recollection of our early race : 

No more, as once, in sodai hours rejoice, 

Or bear, unless in crowds, thy well-known v^cet 


lO HOURS OF IDLENESS. 

Still if th« wishes of a heart uftuughi He surely well deserves to gain them, 

To veil those feelings which perchance it ought, With all the honours of his college, 

If these— but let me cease the lengthen'd Who, striving hardly to obtain them, 
strain,— Thus seeks unprohlable knowledge : 

Oh I if ih^ wishes are not breathed in vain. sacrifices hours of rest 

The guardian seraph whoduects thy fate ^ precisely metres Attic ; 

Will leave thee glonous, as he found thee great. agitate his anxious breast 

Id solving problems mathematic ! 

F R AGM EN T. Who reads false nuant i ties in Seale. * 

WHITTEN SHORTLY AFTER THE UAKRIACE or Of pusd« 0 er ihc deep inanglc 5 

MISS CHAWORTH. Depnvcd of m^r » wholesome meal ; 

.. .. jv_ In barbarous LAtm doom d to wrangle :t 

Hills of Annesley 1 bleak and barren, ^ 

Where my thoughtless childhood stray'd, Renouncing every pleasirig page 
Hew the northern tempests, warring, From authors of hisreric use ; 



lotthem tempests, warring, From authors of historic use ; 

Howl above thy tufted shade I Preferring to the letter d sage. 

.. . , The square of the hypothenuse.; 

Now no more, the hours beguiling, «... . 

Former favourite haunts I see ; Still hamleas are these occupations, 

Now no more my Mary smiling ^Thai hurt rone but the hapless student. 

Makes ye seem a heaven to me. . 

Whieb bnng together the imprudent ; 

Whose daring revels shock the sight, 

^NTA : A MEDLEY. When vice and in fain y comt^ne, 

«*l Kaanke**. Wh®" drunkenness and dice invite, 

. A . As every sense is steep d ;n wine. 

Le Sages demons gift* , , .... 

id at my desire, » ihe method 1st Ic crew, 

my trembling form he’d Uft Who plans of reformation Uy : 

It on St Mary’s spin. In humble attitude they sue, 

^ ^ .... And for the sms of oihen pray : 

I unroofd, old Granta s halls _ 

inmates full dispUy ; Fwnmg that their pride of siriril, 

0 dream on Uwn or stalls, exultation In their trial ^ 

e of venal votes to pay. Det recti most Urgely from the merit 

, Of all their boasted self-denial, 

d I view each nval wight, ... 

1 Palmerston survey ; i-frem these I turn my sight, 

iss there with all their might. What scene is this which mecu the c)e? 

ihe next elective day. A numerous crowd, array d In white, 

. . ,, Across the green In numbers ny. 

dates and voters lie g / 

i in sleep, a goodly number : Loud nngs m ur the chapel bell ; 

own'd for piety, [ber. 'Tis hush'd— what sounds are these I hCiir f 

conscience won’t disturb thrir slum* The organ’s toft celestial swell 

indeed, may not demur ; R®"* '*>* "*'’'‘‘"6 *"• 

are sage reflecting men : To this is }^n’d the sacred song, 

f preferment can occur The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ; 

r seldom —now and then. Though ne who hears the mu»c long 

» the Chancelier hw got WiR never wi,h to bar agein. 

retry livings in disposal : Out choir would scarcely be excused, 

•$ that one may be his lot. Even as a band of raw beginners ; 

irefore smiles on hi$ proposal. All mercy now must be refused 
. the «.porifie scene To such » set of croeking sinnen. 

mine eye. as night grows later, If David, when his toils were ended, 
unheeded and unseen. Had heard these blockheads sing before him, 

dious sons of Alma Mater. To us bis psalms had ne’er descended— 

aoartments small and damp, “>'» ■*"*- 


'^K^ek iA U» I *** • S«»le'*p»U*e*tl«««*»C»««kMetF«$d,»>.Uy»eeniWer»bU 

g oy the miunignt lamp , Ul«nl lirf ** flcht t« ei|>ecteO in w dificiih 

le to be d, vet earlv rises. • wrx. u «cih*rh«w« foa Mctmey. 

^ ^ * The Latls ^ ibr ube«A U of (be immint SAd Is 

AM eeiy loieBifible 

« b«l(e«x eT Lc Seee. «rbe»« AemeCevs, (be 2 Tbe4>seo*WTe<^ithafens,tbat1b«s^«breerihehy^ 
Dob CleeTu M lA e)o9t«C OnatSoa, Md •». iheaicK b ch<i« 1 to ibe •««»•$ of iboetbeftw« tides oCeriini. 


GRANTA ; A MEDLEY. 

ApYV^f«t a6yxb>^ M«X*v ««> •iinm K^nieeic. 

Oh 1 could Le Sage’s demon's gift* 

Be realised at my desire. 

This night my trembling form he’d lift 
To place U on St Mary’s s^re. 

Then would, unroofd, old Granta’s halls 
Pedantic inmates full display : 

Fellows who dream on lawn or stalls, 

The price of venal votes to pay. 

Then would 1 view each rival wighe. 

Petty and Palmerston survey 
Who canvass there with all their might, 
Against the next elective day. 

Lo I candidates and voters lie 
All lull’d in sleep, a goodly number : 

A race renown’ d for piety, ^r. 

Whose conscience won’t disturb thrir slum* 

H , indeed, may not demur ; 

Fellows are sage reflecting men : 

They know preferment can occur 
But very seldom— now and ibeo. 

They know the Chancellor has got 
Some pretty livings in dispo»l : 

Each hopes that one may be his lot. 

And therefore smiles on hi$ proposal. 

Now from the soporific scene 

ril turn mine eye. as night grows later, 

To view, unheed^ and unseen. 

Hie studious sons of Alma Mater. 

There, in aoartmems small and damp. 

The Ciindidate for college prizes 
Sits poring by the midnight lamp ; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 


* Tbv Dbbl« b«lie«x bT Lc S*se. «rbe»« AcnwCcw. tbe 
dcimcn. Dob CIvoTu ob ia tKtcUo a. BAS •»> 
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Tbe luck]«ss IsraeUtes, when Uken 
By some inhuman tynnt s order. 

Were ask'd lo sing, by Joy forsaken, 

On Babylonian river s border. 

Oh 1 had they sung in notes like these, 
Inspired by stratagem or fear. 

They might have set their hearts at ease. 
*r(te devil a soul had stay'd lo hear. 

Blit if 1 scribble longer now. 

The deuce a soul will stay (0 read: 

My pen is blunt, my ink is low : 

Tis almost time to stop, indeed. 

Therefore, farewell, old GranU's spires I 
No more, like Cleofas. I fly : 

No more thy theme my muse inspires ; 
The reader's tired, and so am I. 


ON A DISTANT VIEW OF THE VIL- 
LAGE AND SCHOOL OF KARROW- 
0N-THE*H1I.T- 

* Oh 1 bIM BMlerltai refcret U )«pU«r MMf .* 

VUCIl- 

Yr scenes of my childhood, whose loved re- 
collection [past : 

Embitters the present, compared with the 
Where science first dawn'd on the powers of re- 
flection. [last : 

And friendships were form’d, too romantk to 

Where fancy yet \oyt to trace the resemblance 
Of comrades, In mcndship and mischief allied; 
How welcome to me your ne’er-fading remem- 
brance. [denied I 

Which rests in the bosom, though hope is 

Ajjfnin I revisit the hiils where we sported, 

Hie streams where we swam, and the fields 
where we fought ; [resorted. 

The school where. loud warn'd by the bell, we 
To pore o’er the precepts by pedagogues 
taught. 

Again I behold where for hours I have ponder’d. 

As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I lay ; 
Or round the steep brow of the churchyard I 
wander'd, [cay. 

To catch the last gleam of the sun's setting 

I once mere view the room, with spectators 
surrounded. 

as Zanga, I trod on Alonso o'enhrown ; 
While, to swell my young pride, such applauses 
resounded. 

I fancied that Mossop himself was outshone.* 

I pour'd forth the deep imprecation. 
By my daughters of kingdom and reason de- 

E rived ; 

red by loud plaudits and self-adulation, 

I regarded myself as a Garrick revived. 


Genkk. teons 


Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I regret 
you 1 

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast ; 
Though sad and deserted. I ne’er can forget 
you: 

Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest. 

To Ida full oft may remembrance restore me, 
vhiile fate sha^l the shades of the future 
unroll 1 (me, 

Since darkness o’ershadows the prospect before 
More dear is the beam of the past to my soul. 

But if. through the course of the years which 
await me, [view, 

Some new scene of pleasure should op^n to 
t will say. while with rapture the thought shall 
elate me. 

'Oh 1 such were the days which my infancy 
knew I * 


TO M . 

Oh ! did those eyes, instead of fire. 

With bright but mild aJTection shine. 
Though they might kindle less desire, 
l^e, more than mortal, would be thine. 

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair. 

Howe'er those orbs may wildly beam, 

Wtf must admire, but still despair ; 

That fatal glance forbids esteem. 

When Nature stamp’d thy beauteous birth. 

So much perfection In thee shone, 

She fear’d that, too diWne for earth. 

The skies might claim thee for their own : 
Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 

Lest angels might dispute the prise, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 

These might the boldest sylph appal. 

When gleaming with meridian blase : 

Tlw beauty must enrapture all ; 

But who can dare thine ardent gase } 

'Tis said that Berenice’s hair 

In stars adorns (he vault of heaven ; 

But they would ne’er permit thee there, 

Thou wouldst so far outshine the seven. 
For did those eyes os planets roll. 

Thy sister-Ughts would scarce appear : 
E'en suns, which systems now control. 
Would twinkle dimly through their sphere.* 


TO WOMAN. 

WOMAH I experience might have told me. 
That all must love thee who behold thee ; 
Surely experience might have taught 
Thy firmest promises are nought ; 


* * of ife« fatren ttm ta bU the betveo. 
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But. placed in all thy charm$ before me. 

All I forget, but to adore thee. 

|0 Memory 1 thou choicest blessing 
[When join'd with hope. whenstiU possessing : 
wut how much curs^ by every lover 
when hope is fled, and passion's over I 
Woman, that fair and fond deceiver. 

How prompt are striplings to believe her 1 
How thro^ the pulse when flrst we view 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue. 

Or sparkles black, or mildly throws 
A beam from under hasel broNvs I 
How quick we credit every oath. 

And hear her plight the willing troth \ 

Fondly we hope^Cwill last for aye. 

When, lo 1 she changes in a day. 

This record will for ever stand. 

' Woman I thy vows are traced in sand.'* 

TO M. S. G. 

When I dream that you love me, you'll surely 
ICxtend not your anger to sleep ; [forgive ; 
For in visions alone your afTection can hve— 

1 rise, and it leaves me to weep. 

1'hen. Morpheus I envelope my faculties fast. 

Shed o'er me your languor benign : 

Should the dreatn of to*nigh( but resemble (he 
What rapture celestial is mine I [last. 

They tell us that slumber, -the sister of death, 

/ Mortality's emblem b given : 

' To fate how I long to resign my frail breath. 

If this be a foretaste of heaven I 
Ahl frown not, sweet lady, unbend your soft 
Nor deem me too happy in this; 

If \ sin in my dream, 1 atone for i( now. 

Thus doom'd but to gaee upon bliss. 

Though In vi^ons, sweet lady, perhaps you may 
Oh 1 think not my penance deficient I [smile. 
When dreams of ;^ur presence my slumbers 
beguile, 

To awake will be torture suihcienl. 

TO MARY, 

ON RECEIVING HER RiCTURR. 

This faint resemblance of thy ehanns, 
though strong as mortal ait could give, 
My constant heart of fear disarms. 

Revives thy hopes, and bids me live. 

Here I can trace the locks of gold. 

Which round thy snowy forehead wave. 
The cheeks which sprung from beauty’s 
mould. 

The lips w'hich made me beauty's slave. 

Here I can trace — ah. no I that eye, 

Whose asure floats in liquid fire, 

Must all the painter's art defy, 

And bid him from the task retire. 

* Tbb Ub« b alaost s Viersl tnaibita froo a 
pfovsfbi 


Here I behold its beauteous hue ; 

But where's the beam $o sweetly straying. 
Which gave a lustre to its blue. 

Like Luna o'er the ocean playing ? 

Sweet copy ! far more dear to me, 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art. 

Than all the living forms could be, 

Save her who plac^ IhM next my heart 

She placed it. sad. with needless fear, 

L^t time might shake my wavering soul. 
Unconscious (hat her image there 
Held every sense in fast control. 

Through hours, through yMrs, through time 
’twill cheer ; 

My hope in gloomy moments raise; 

Id life's last conflict jwill appear. 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 


TO LESBIA. 

LEsatA I since far from mu I've ranged, 

Our souls with fond aRection glow not ; 
You say 'tis I, not you. have changed. 

I’d tell you why— bul yet 1 know not. 

Your polish'd brow no cares have crost ; 

Ana. Lesbia ! we are not much older 
Since, trembling, first my heart I lost. 

Or (old my love, with hope grown bolder. 

Sixteen was then our utmost age, 

Two years have lingering pass’d away, love I 
And now ne^v thoughts our minds engage. 

At least t feel disposed to stray, love f 

Tb I that am alone to blame. 

I that am guilty of love's (reason : 

Since your sweel breast is still the same, 
Caprice must be my only reason. 

I do not, love I suspect your truth, 

With jealotis doubt my bosom heaves no( ; 
Warm was the passion of my youth. 

One trace of dark deceit it Imvcs not. 

No, no. my flame was not pretended : 

For. oh I I loved you most sincere^ ; 
And— though our dream at last is ended— 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers : 

Absence has made me prone to roving 1 
But older, firmer hearts than ours « 

Have found monotony in loving. 

Your cheek's soft bloom is unimpair'd. 

New beauties still are daily bnght'ning ; 
Your eye for conquest beams prepared. 

The forge of love’s resbtless lightning. 

Aim'd thus, to make their bosoms bleed, 
Many will throng to sigh like me, love t 
More constant th^ nay prove, inde^ ; 
Fonder, alas I they ne'er can be, love I 
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LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG 
LADY. 

WHO HAD BEEN ALARMED BY A BULLET 
PIBED BY THE AUTHOR WHILE DISCHARG* 
INC HJS PISTOLS IN A GARDEN. 

Doubtless. swe«t ^rl I (he hissing lead. 

Wafting destruction o’er (hy charms. 

And hurtling o’er thy lovely head. 

Has fill'd that breast with fond alarms. 
Surely some envious demon's force, 

Vex'd to behold such beauty here. 

I m pelt'd (he bullet’s viewless course. 

Diverted from its hrst career. 

Yes I in that nearly fatal hour 
The ball obe^d some hell-boro guide ; 

But Heaven, with interposing power, 

In pity turn'd the death aside. 

Yet, as perchance one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell ; 

Which I, th' unconscious cause of fear, 
Extracted from Us glistening cell ; 

Say, what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee ? 
Arraign'd before thy beauty's throne, 

What puirishment wilt thou decree } 

Might I perform the Judge's part, 

The sentence ( should scarce ^plore ; 

It only would restore a heart 
Which but belong’d to thee before. 

The least atonement I can make 
Is to become no longer free ; 

Henceforth I breathe but for thy sake. 

Thou sbalt be all in all to me. 

Bui thou, perhaps, may's! now reject 
Such expiation of my guilt : 

Come, then, some other mode elect : 

Let it be death, or what thou wUt. 

Chi^ then, relentless ! and I swear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent : 
Yet hoTd^>ne little word forbear I 
Let It be aught but banishment. 


LOVE'S LAST ADIEU. 

**«, 9 k»\tu ♦fvyfi,— ANAcaaou, 

^ ^ S'ftd the garden of life, 
^^fJe^unured'mid weeds drc^ping pesli- 

TJH timecroM the leaves with unmerciful knife. 
Ur prunes (hem for ever. In love's Ust adieu. 

In vain with endeanaents we soothe the sad 
heart. 

In vain do we vw for an age lo be ime ; 

I M chanu ^ an hour may command us to part, 
Ur death disunite us In love's IrAt adieu ! 

P««e (hrougb the grief- 
„ ■Pollen breast, freuw • ' 

whisper. 'Our meeting wr yet may 


Willi (his dream os* deceit half our sorrow’s 
represt. 

Nor taste we the poison of love's last adieu I 

Oh f mark you yon pair: in (he sunshine of 
youth fas they grew ; 

Love twined round iheir childhood his Bowers 
They flourish awhile in the season of truth. 

Till chill’d by the winter of love's last adieu ! 

Sweet lady ! whv thus doth a tear steal its way 
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom in 
hue? 

Yet why do I »sk7—io distraction a prey. 

Thy reason has perish'd with love's last adieu I 

Oh I who Is yon misanthrope, shunning man- 
kind? 

From cities to eaves of (he forest he flew : 
There, raving, he howls his complaint to (he 
wind; 

The mountains reverberate love's last adieu I 

N'ow hate rules a heart which in love's easy 
chains Iknew ; 

Once passion's tumultuous blandisKmenis 
Despair now inflames ihe dark tide of his veins ; 
He ponders in frenzy on love's last adieu I 

How be envies the wretch with a soul wrapt In 
sicel I ffew. 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are 
Who laughs at the pang which he never can feel, 
And dreads not the anguish of love's last 
adieu 1 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope Is o'ercast ; 

No more with love’s former devotion wc sue : 
He spreads his young wing, he retires with the 
blast ; 

The shroud of affection Is love's last adieu I 

In (his life of probation for rapture divine, 
Astrea declares that some penance Is due ; 
From him who has worshipp'd at love’s gentle 
shrine, 

The atonement is ample in love’s last adieu I 

Who kneels to (he god, on his altar of light 
Must myrtle and cypress alternately strew ; 
His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight ; 

His cypress, (be garland of love's last adieu t 

DAMiETAS. 

In law an infant, and in years a boy.* 

In mind a slave to every vicious Joy ; 

From every sense of shame and virtue wean’d ; 
In lies an adept, in dectit a fiend ; 

Versed in hypocrisy, whik yet a child ; 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wild ; 

Womait his dupe, his heedless friend a tool ; 
Old in the world, though scarcely broke fn>m 
school; 

Darrueias ran through all (he maze of sin, 

And found the goal when others just begin : 


* !• b*. mry penga b •• laOsi who bM «oi «(Ulaed th« 
age M fTTMT anr 
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£v«i) £tiU conflicting; passions shake his soul. 
And bid him drain the dregs of pleasure's bowl ; 
But. paU'd with vice, he breaks his fonner chain, 
And what was once his bliss appears his bane. 


TO MARION. 

Marion I why that pensive brow ? 

What disgust to life hast thou? 

Change that discontented air ; 

Frowns become not one so fair. 

Tis not love disturbs thy rest, 

Love's a stranger to thy breast ; 

He in dimpling smiles appears. 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears. 

,'Or bends the lan^id erelid down, 

I But shuns the cold, foroidding frown. 

^ Then resume thy former fire. 

Some will love, and all admire : 

While that ky aspect chills us, 

Nought but cool indifierence thrills us. 
Wouldsi thou wandering hearts beguile, 
Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Eyes like thine were never meant 
To hide their orbs In dark restraint ; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldsi say. 

Still in truant beams they play. 

Thy Ups^but here my modest M use 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse : 

She blushes, curt'sies, frowns^in short, she 
Dreads lest the subject should transport me : 
And flying off In search of reason. 

Brings prudence back in proper season. 

All 1 shall therefore say {whate'er 
1 think, is neither here nor there) 

Is. that such lips, of looks endearing. 

Were form'd for better thin^ than sneering 
Of soothing compliments divested, 

Advice at l^t's disinieresied : 

Such is my artless song to thee. 

From all the flow of flattery free : 

Counsel like mine Is like a oiotb^’s, 

My heart is given to some others ; 

That is to say. unskill'd to oosen. 

It shares itself among a doten. 

MarloD. adieu I ob. pr'ythee slight not 
This warning, thougn it may delight not : 
And, lest my precepts be displeasing 
To (hose who think remoastiance teasing. 
At CDce ru tell thee our opinion 
Concerning woman's soft dominion : 
Howe'er we gase with adrairaiioa 
On eyes of blue or Ups canatiun. 

Howe'er the flowing locks attract us. 
Howe'er those beauties may dis(nci us. 
Still fickle, we are prone to rove. 

These cannot fix our souls to love , 

U 1$ not too severe a stricture 
To say they form a pretty picture : 

But wouldst thou see the secret chain 
Which binds us is your bumble train. 

To h^t you queens of all creation. 

Know, in a word, 'tis Antmatton. 


TO A LADY. 

WHO PRBSRNTBD TO THE AUTHOR A LOCK OF 
HAtR BRAIDED WITH HIS OWN. AND AP* 
POINTED A NIGHT IS DECEUBER TO MEET 
KIM IK THE GARDEN. 

These locks, which fondly thus entwine. 

In firmer chains our hearts confine, 

Tlian all th' unmeaning protestations 
Which swell with nonsense love orations. 

Our love is fix'd, 1 think we’ve proved It, 

Nor lime, nor place, nor art have moved it : 
Then wherefore should we sigh and whine. 
With groundless jealousy repine. 

With silly whims and fancies frantic. 

Merely to make our love romantic } 

Why should you weep like Lydia Languish, 
And fret with $elf<reaicd anguish ; 

Orijooin the lover you have chosen, 

On winter nights to sigh half*frosen ; 

In leafless shades to sue for pardon. 

Only because (he scene's a garden ? 

For gardens seem, by one consent. 

Since Sbakspeare set the precedent. 

Since Julfci first declared her passion. 

To form ihe place of a$»gnaiiofl.* 

Oh I would some modern muse inspire. 

And seat tier by a sea-coal fire ; 

Or had the bard at Christmas written. 

And laid the scene of love in Britain, 

He surely, io commiseration, 

Had changed the place of declaration. 

In Italy I've no objection ; 

Warm nights are proper for reflection ; 

But here our climate is so rigid. 

That love itself is rather fripd : 

'I'hink on our chilly situation. 

And curb (his rage for imitation : 

Then kt us meet, as oft we've done. 

BeiMsth the influence of the sun ; 

Or, if at midnight I must meet you. 

Within your mansion let me greet you : 

There we can kwe for hours (ogetber, 

Much better, in such snowy weather, 

Tlmn placed in all ih' Arcadian groves 
That ever witness'd mral loves ; 

Then, if my passion fail (o please. 

Next night 1 U be content to freere ; 

No more I'U give a loose to laughter, 

But curse my bte for ever after.f 


• T« l«rm Cb« ot |p Ibe •hetc UlUe 

o( • l»dy fnm «boa h« tm saae bua' 

^ tbe tbtt •rin«}T3 m 

wb* bas i»eM m iMc >• ' Uwiewb of aC tbe CaouK? 
k*i be« Mv«Re4 vHba uUhia iXmUM «r be? 

M Sated wfiki^ id a »a,dea of ibdi aiSl 

Sonar »b« teotX of Citttmhrr. Ip a vUbfc vbet« the autfaot 
•e««t ite»«e a wiaicr. Soeb baa boeatGo Modour of 
iarwuAoa ciWo. H« ftowM ad«i»« tbac iOtr^ 
a»f» oo&«« aad oabMen of emrofa to MoS S/tc*i^rt 
r * Bw com ar bu for over aaet,*) Havtar beJd that a 
v^aovwc a^ ladtf^ ceteire had boeo~RaLiaed «a tbe 
at^ poe& I Uf leave to reply h a u ad. 
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^ oacovered obde teeth of a aarrioTa 
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OSCAR OF ALVA-* 

A TALB. 

How sweeily shines (hrouFb ature skies 
The lamp of heaven on Lora's shore ; 
Where Alva's hoa^ tuneis rise, 

And bear the din of arms oo more I 
But often has yon rolling moon 
On Alva's casques of silver play'd ; 
And view'd at midnight's silent noon. 

Her chiefs in gleaming mail array'd : 
And on the crimson'd rocks beneath, 
Which scowl o'er ocean s sullen flow, 
Pale in the scatter'd rarUcs of death. 

She saw the gating warrior low : 
While many an eye which ne'er again 
Could mark the rising orb of day, 
Turn'd feebly from the gory plain, 
Beheld in death her fading ray. 

Once to those eyes the lamp of l^ve. 
They blest her dear propitious light ; 
But now she glimmer'd from above, 

A sad. funereal torch of night. 

Faded is Alva's noble race. 

And grey her towers are seen afar ; 

No more her heroes urge tlie chase. 

Or roll the crimson tide of war. 

But who was last of Alva's clan ? 

Why grows the moss on Alva's stone? 
Her towers resound no steps of man. 
They echo to the gale alune. 


His natal day is like the last, 

Nor soon the jocund feast was done. 

Taught by their are to bend the bow. 

On Alva's dusky hlUs of wirid. 

The boys in childhood chased the roe, 

And left their bounds in speed behind. 

But ere their years of youth are o'er, 

They mingle in the ranks of war ; 

They lightly wheel the bright claymore. 

And send (he whistUng arrow far. 

Dark was the flow of Oscar's hair, 

Wildly it stream'd along the gale : 

But Allan's locks were bright and fair, 

And pensive seem'd his cheek, and pale. 

But Oscar oNvn'd a hero's souk 

His dark eye shone through beams of tmth ; 

Allan had early leam'd control, 

And smooth his words had been from youth. 

Both, both were brave : the Saxon speat 
Was shiver'd oft beneath (heir steel ; 

And Oscar s bosom scorn’d to fear, 

But Oscar's bosom knew to feel ; 

While Allan’s soul behed his form. 

Unworthy with such charms to dwell r * 

Keen as the lightning of the storm. 

On foes his deadly vengeance fell. 

Prom high Souihannon's distant tower 
Arrived a young and noble dame ; 

With Kenneth's lands to form her dower, 
Glenalvon's blue^yed daughter came ; 


And when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound is heard In yonder hall \ 

It rises hoarsely through the sky. 

And vibrates o'er the mouldering wall. 

Yea, when the eddying tempest dghs. 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave ; 

But there oo more his banners rise, 

No more bis plumes of sable wave. 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar's birth, 

When Angus hail'd his eldest bUen ; 

The vassals round their chieftain's hearth 
Crowd to applaud the happy morn. 

They feast upon the mountain deer, 

The pibroch raised Its piercing note ; 

To gladden more their highland cheer. 
The strains in martial oumbeci float *. 

And they who heard the war-notes wild. 
Hoped that one day the pibroch's strain 

Should play before (be hero's child 
While he should lead the tartan train. 

Another year Is quickly MSt, 

And Angus bails anuther son : 
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And Oscar claim d the oeauteous bride, 
And Angus on his Oscar smiled ; 

It soothed ilie father's feudal pride 
I'kos to obtain Glenalvon's child. 

Hark (o the pibroch's pleasing note 1 
Hark to the swelling nupilu song I 
In joyous strains the voices float. 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

See how the heroes' blood-red plumes 
, Assembled wave in Alva's ball I 
Each youtb bU varied plaid assumes, 

At tending on iheii chieftain's 
It is not war their aid demands. 

The pibroch plays (be song of peace ; 
To Oscar's nuptials throng (he bands, 
Nor yet the sounds of pleasure cease. 
But where is Oscar ? sure '(is late : 

Is this a bridegroom's ardent Aame? 
While thronging gi^ts and ladies wait, 
Nor Oscar nor his brother came. 

At length young Allan join'd the bride : 

' Why cornea not Osw ? ' Angus said : 

* is he not here ? ' the youth rej^Ded ; 

' With me he roved not o'er (he glade. 

* Perchance, forgetful of the day, 

'Tis bis (o chw the bounding roe ; 

Or ocean's waves prolong bis stay : 

Yet Oscar's bark ts seldom slow*.* 
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* Oh, no I ’ lh« AAguish'd sire rejoin'd. 

* Nor chase nor wave my boy delay ; 
Would he to Mora seem unkind? 

Would auglit to her impede his way ? 

' Oh, search, ye chiefs ! oh, search around I 
Allan, with these through AWa Ay ; 

Till Oscar, till my son is found, 

Haste, haste, nor dare attempt reply/ 

AU is confusion — through the vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings ; 

It rises on the murmuring gale, 

Till night expands her dusky wings ; 

U breaks the stillness of the night. 

But echoes through her shades in vain ; 

It sounds through morning’s misty light. 
But Oscar comes not o'er the plain. 

Three days, three sleepless nights, the Chief 
For Oscar search’d each mountain cave ! 
Then hope Is lost ; in boundless grief. 

His locks in grey tom ringlets wave. 

* Oscar, my son I — thou Cod of heasen 
Restore the prop of sinking age 1 
Or if that hope no more is given. 

Yield his assassin to my rage. 

' Yes, on some desert rocky shore 
hiy Oscar's whiten’d bones must lie ; 
Then grant, thou God l I ask no more. 

With him his frantic sire may die 1 
' Yet he may Uve^away, desp^r I 
Be calm, my soul I he y^ may live : 

T arr^gn my fate, my voice forbear I 
O God 1 my impious prayer forgive. 

' What, if he live for me no more, 

[ sink forgotten in ihe dust, 

Tlie hope of Alva’s age is o'er ; 

Alas I can pangs like these be just ? ' 

Thus did the hapless parent mourn, 

Till Time, which soothes severest woe, 
Had bade serenity return. 

And made the tear •drop cease to flow. 
For still some latent hope survived 
"That Oscar might once more appear : 
His hope now droop'd arid now revived, 
Till Time had told a tedious year. 

Days roll’d along ; the orb of light 
Again had run his destined race ; 

No Oscar bless’d his father’s ^ght, 

And sorrow left a fainter trace. 

For youthful Allan still remain'd, 

And now his father's only joy : 

And Mora's heart was oukkly gain'd. 

For beauty crown’d the fair.hair’d boy. 
She thought (hat Oscar low was laid. 

And Anan's face was wondrous fair : 

If Oscar lived, some other maid 
Had claim'd his faithless bosom's care. 
And Angus said, if one year more 
Id fruitless hope was pass'd away, 
Hisefondest scruples should be o'er, 

Asd be would name (heir nuptial day. 


Slow roll'd the moons, but blest at last 
Arrived (he dearly destined morn ; 

The year of anxious trembling past, 

What smiles the lovers' ch^ks adorn I 
Hark to (he jnbroch's pleasing note 1 
Hark to the swelling nuptial song ! 

In joyous strains (he voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

Again the clan, in festive crowd, 

Throng through the gate of Alva's hall 
The sounds of mirth re-echo loud. 

And all their former joy recall 
But who is he. whose darken'd l^row 
Glooms in the midst of general mirth ? 
Before his e>‘es’ far fiercer glow 
The blue Aames curdle ^er the hearth. 

Dark is the robe which wraps his form, 

And (all his plume of go^ red*; 

His voice is like the rising storm, 

But light and trackless is his tread. 

Tis noon of night, the pledpfe goes round, 
The bridegroom’s health t$ deeply qualtd ; 
With shouts the vaulted roofs resound, 

And all combine to hail the draught. 
Sudden the $(renger*chief arose. 

And all the clamorous crowd are hush'd ; 
And Angus’ clreek with wonder glows, 

And flora's tender bosom blush'd. 

* Okl man 1 ' he cried, * this pledge Is done ; 

Thou saw'st 'twas duly drank by me ; 

It hail’d the nuptials of thy son : 

Now w'iU 1 claim a pledge from thee. 

" \Vhjle all around Is mirth and joy, 

' To bless (hy Allan's happy lot, 

Sajr, hadst thou ne’er another boy? 

Say. why should Oscar be forgot?' 

* Alas I ‘ (he hapless sire replied, 

The big tear starting as he spoke. 

* Whw Oscar left my hall, or died, 

This aged bean was almost broke. 

‘ Thrice has the earth revolved her course 
Since Oscar’s form has bless’d my sight ; 
And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar's death or Bight.’ 

* TU well/ repUed the stranger stem. 

And fiercely flash'd his roUing eye ; 

*Thy Oscar's fate I fain would leam ; 
Perhaps the hero did not die. 

' Perchance, if those whom most he loved 
Would call, thy Oscar might return ; 
Perchance the chief has only rov^ ; 

For him thy beltane yet may bum.« 

* Fill high the bowl (he table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth ; 
With wine let every cup be crown’d ; 

Pledge me departed Oscar’s health.' 
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* With all cny soul,' old An^s said, 
And fiJVd his gfoblet to the brim : 

' Here's to my ! alive or dead» 

I ne’er shall hnd a son like him.* 


' Bravely, old man. this health has sped : 

But why does Allan crerobling stand? 
Come, drink remembrance of itw dead. 

And raise thy cup with firmer hand/ 

The crimson glow of Allan's face 
Was turn'd at once to ghastly hue : 

The drops of death each other chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 

Thrice dkl he raise the goblet high, 

And thrice his lips refused to taste : 

For thrice he caught the stranger s eye 
On hU with deadly fury pla^. 

' And is it thus a brother hails 
A brother's fond remembrance here ; 

If thus affection's stretjgih prevails. 

What might we not expect from fear ?' 

by sneer, he raised the bowl, 
Would Oscar now could share our mirth I ‘ 
Internal fear appall'd his soul ; 

He said, and dash'd the cup to earth. 

* 'P® be ; 1 hear my murderer's v«ce I ' 

Loud shrieks a darkly gleaming form : 

A murderers voice I ' the roof replies. 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

The tapers wink, the chieftains shrink, 

I he stranger s gone— amidst the crew 
A in tartan green. • 

And tall the shade terrific grew. 

a broad belt round, 

n.u h Mble stream'd on high ; (there. 
An I ft bare, with the red tmnds 

.And fix d WAS the glare of his glassy eye. 

^ nn alf* be smiW, with his eye so wild. 

AiS ikL bending low the knee : 

^ win ^ " chief on the ground 

Whom sUivenng crowds with horror ’ 

from pole to pole, 

And Hirough the welkin ring ; 

storml”"""*® the mil of the 

Was borne on high by the whirlwind 

^ 'be feast, the revel ceased. 
f.^bo lies upon the stony floor? 

ObUvion press d old Angus' breasL 
At length his llfe.pul«?hrobs oikct more. 


wing. 


*^ay I away 1 let the leech essay 
mT P®''' 'be light on Allan's ey^ • 
Hb sand is done- his race is nin ; 
'Jh i never more shall Allan rise 1 


breast fs cold as clay 
His locks are lifted by the aafe • 

^ Wsnl bty ‘ 

With bim m dark Gleotanai's vale. 


And whence the dreadful stranger came, 
Or who, no mortal wight can tell : 

But no one doubts the form of flame, 
For Alva's sons knew Oscar well. 


Ambition nerved young Allan's hand. 
Exulting demons wing'd his dart r 
While Envy waved her burning brand, 
Andpoor'd her venom round his heart, 

Swift is the shaft from .Allan's bow ; 

Whose streaming life-blood stains his side 
Dark Oscar's sable crest is low, 

The dart has drtmk his vital tide. 


Aikd Mora's eye couM Allan move, 

She iMde his wounded pride rel^l r 
Alas 1 that eyes which beam'd with love 
Should urge the soul to deeds of hell. 


Lo 1 scest thou not a lonely tomb 
Which rises o'er a warrior dead ? 

It glimmers through the twilight gloom ; 
Oh I that is Allan's nuptial bed. 


Far. disunt far. the noble grave 
Which held his clan's great ashes stood ; 

And o'er hU corse no banners wave, 

For they were stain'd with kindred blood, 

What minstrel grey, what hoary bard, 

Shill Allan's de^s on harp-strings raise? 

The song is glory's chief reward, 

But who can strike a murderer’s praise? 

Unstrung, untouch'd the harp must stand, 
No minstrel dare the theme awake ; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand, 

H Is harp in shuddering chords would break, 

No lyre of fame, no hallow'd verse, 

Shall sound his glories high in air : 

A dying father's bitter curse, 

A brother'! death-groan echoes there. 


THE EPISODE OF NISUS AND 
EURYALUS, 

A PA8APJ!>IAS£ P 8 OM THE AtNBID. LIB. IX. 

Nisus, the guardian of the portal, stood, 

Lager to gild hi$ arms with hostile blood : 

WaII > i . . 


Well skill d in fight the quivering lance to wiehl, 
Of pour his arrows through th’ embattled fi**ld ; 
rronj Ida tom, he left his sylvan cave, 

And sought a foreign home, a distant grave, 
i? k*.!®b ibe movements of the Daunian host, 
With him Euryalus sustains the post ; 

loveber mien adorn'd the ranks of Troy, 
Md bard less bloom yet graced the gal lant boy : 
though few the seasons of hU youthful life. 

As yet a novice in the martial strife, 

^was his. with beauty, valour's gifts to share— 
A wul herow, as his form was fair 5 
These bum with one pure flame of generous love: 
MJ peace, m war, united still they move j 
^nendship and glory form their joint reward ; 
And now combined ih« hold their nightly guard. 
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*Wh»( god. exclaim'd the dr$t, ‘instHs this 
Or, in itself a god,' what freat desire “i [fire } 
My labouring soul, with anxious thought op^ 
press'd, 

Abhors this station of inglorious rest ; 

The love of fame with this can ill accord. 

Be’t mine to seek for glory with my sword. 

Seest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling dim. 
Where drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb? 
Where confidence and ease the watch disdain. 
And drowsy Silence holds her sable reign ? 

Theri hear my thought : In deep and sullen grief 
Our troops and leaders mourn their ancient chief: 
Now could the gifts and promise prize be thine 
(The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine). 
Were this decreed, beneath yon rising mound. 
Me thinks, an easy path perchance were found : 
Which pass’d, I speed my way to Pallas' walls. 
And lead from Evander's halls.' 

With equal ardour fired, and w arlike joy, 

His glowing friend address'd the Dardan boy : 
'These deeds, my Nisus, shall thou dare alone ? 
Must all the fame, the peril, be thine own? 

Am I by thee despised, and lefiaf.tr. 

As one unfit to share the toils of war? 

Not thus his son the great Ophelies taught ; 
Not thus my sire In Argive combats fought ; 

Not thus, when Ilion fell by heas’enly hate. 

1 track’d Aeneas through the w alks of fate : 
Thou know'st my deeds, my breast devoid of 
fjat, 

And hostile Ufe^rops dim my gory spear. 

Here is a soul with hope immortal burns, 

And life, ignoble Ufe, (oz ghr/ souths. 

Fame, fame Is cheaply earn'd by neetlng breath : 
I'he price of honour U the sleep of death.' 

Then NIsus : 'Calm thy bosom's fond alarms. 
Thy heart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 

More dear thy worth and valour than my own, 

I swear by him who tills Olympus' throne ! 

So may 1 triumph, as 1 speak (he truth, 

And cfasp again the comrade of my youth I 
But should 1 fall— and he w ho dares advance 
'I hrough hostile legions must abide by chance — 
If some Ruiulian arm, with adverse blow. 
Should lay (he friend who ever loved thee low, 
live thou, such beauties I would fain preserve. 
Thy budding years a lengthen'd term deserve. 
When humbled in the dust, let some one be 
Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me : 
Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 
Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse ; 
Or, If my destiny these last deny, 

I r in the spoiler's powrer my ashes lie. 

I’hy pious care may raise a simple tomb. 

To mark thy love, and signalize my doom. 
Why should thy doting wretched mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endless sleep ? 

V^o for thy sake the tempest's fury dared, 
Who for thy sake war's deadly peril shared ; 
Who bravM what woman never braved before, 
And left her native for the Tj>tian shore.' 


' In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,' 
Replied Eur^alus : • it scorns control !• •[arcs?*, 
Hence, let us haste ( '— ihelr brother g:uards 
Roused by (heir call, nor court again repose ; 
The pair, buoy'd up on Hope's exulting wing, 
Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king 

Now o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 
And lull'd alike the cares of brute and man ; 
Save where the Dardan leaders nightlv hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold. 

On one great point the council are agreed, 

An Instant message to their prince decreed ; 
Each Wan'd upon the lance he svell could wield. 
And poised with easy artn his ancient shield ; 
When Ntsiis and Ids friend their leave request 
To offer soniething to their high behest. 

With anxious tremors, yet unawed by fear, 

'llie fniihful \mr before I he lit rone dp|>ear ; 
lulus greets ilwm : al his kind command, 

1 he elder first addressed the hoary band. 

' With patience ' (thus Hyrtacid« began, 

* Attend, nor judge from youth our humble plan. 
Where yonder beacons half expiring beam. 

Our slumbering foes of future conquests dre.am, 
Nor heed that we a secret path have traced, 
net ween the ocean and the portal placed. 
Beneath the coven of the blackening smoke, 
Whose shade securely our design will cloak. 

If you. ye chiefs, and fortune will allow. 

Well bend our course to yonder mountain's 
brow. 

Where Pallas' walls at distance meet the sight, 
Seen o'er the glade, when not obscured by niglu ; 
Then shall Aineas in his pride return, 

When hostile matrons raise their offspring's um * 
And Lallan spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
i^!l mark the hat oc of our liero’s tread, 
buch is our purpose, nor unknown the way ; 
Where yonder torrent s devious waters stray. 

Oft hive vre seen, when hunting by the stream, 
1 he distant sfnres above the valleys gleam/ 

Mature in yean, for sober wisdom famed, 
hloved by the speech, Alethes here exclaim'd j 
' Ye parent gods I who rule the fate of Troy, 
Still dwelb (he Dardan spirit in the boy ; 

When minds like these in striplings thus ye raise 
Youts is the godlike act, be yours the praise • 

In gallant youth, my fainting hopes revise, 

And llion's wonted glories still survive-' 

Then in his warm embrace the boys te press'd 
And, quivering, strain'd them to his ag«f breast • 
With tears the burning cheek of each bedew'd. 
And. sobbing, thus he first discourse renew’d • 
•What gift, my countrymen, what martial prize 
Can we bestow, which you may not despise ? 
Our deities the fine best boon have given^ 
iDtemal vijtucs are the gift of heaven, [earth 
What iftor rewards can bless your deeds on 
Doubtless await such young, exalted worth, 
^neas and Ascanius shall combine 
To yield applause far, far surpasring mine.' 
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I iitus (hen I * By the powers above J 
By those Penates who my country love I 
By hoary Vesta's sacred fane, I swear, 

My hop^ are all in you, ye generous pair \ 
Restore my father to my grateful sight. 

And all my sorrows yield to one delight. 

Nisus 1 two silver goblets are thine own. 

Saved from Arisba^ stalely domes o erthrown \ 
My sire secured them on that fatal day. 

Nor left such bowls an Argive robber s prey : 
IVo massy tripes, also, shall be thine : 

Two talents polish’d from the glUlering mine : 

An ancient cup, which Tyrian ^ido gave, 

While yet our vessels press’d the Punic wave : 

But when the hostile chiefs at length bow down. 
When great j£neas wears Hesperia’s crown. 

The cas^e. the buckler, and the hery steed 
Which Turnus guides with more than mortal 
speed. 

Are thine > no envious lot shall then be cast, 

I pledge my word, irrevocably past : [dames. 
Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice $U captive 
To soothe thy softer hours with amorous Aames. 
And all the realms which now the Latins sway 
The labours of to*nighi shall well repay, 

Blit thou, my generous youth, whose tender 
years 

Are near my own, whose worth my heart 
, verei, 

I V henceforth affection, sweetly thus beguo, 

I t^.^*ll Join our bosoms and pur souls In one ; 

\ IS!*''®'** glory shall be mine ; * 

\ " advice, no great design 5 

AUke through life esteem'd, thou godlike boy, 

In war my bulwark., and In peace my joy.' 

^To him EuryaUtt 1 ' No day shall shame 
The rising glories which from this I claim, 
h Of tune may favour, or the skici may ft own. 

But valour, spite of fate, obtains renown. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 

One boon 1 beg, the nearest to my hc.'tti ; 

My mother, sprung from Priam’s royal line. 
Uke ildne ennobled, hnrdly less divine. 

Nor 1 roy, nor king Acestes' riitlms rest min 
Iter fteble nge from dangers of the main ; 

Alone she came, all selfish fe.irs nbove, 

A bright cjcample of maternal love. 

Unknown the secret enterprise I brave. 

grief should bend my parent to the grave 
• this alone no fond adieus I seek. 

No femiing mother's Ups have press'd my cheek ; 
^ gloomy night and thy right hand I vow 
Her parting team would shake my purpose now 1 
uo thou, my prince, her failing age sustain. 

In thee her much-loved child may live again i 
Her dying hours with pious conduct bles, 
^Isi her wants, relieve her fond distress • 
bp dear a hope must aU my soul inflame. 

To rise la glory, or to fall In fame/ 
atruck with a filial care so deeply felt, 

wwSsts meU : 

Fasto than all, lulus' eyes o'erflow ; 

bucb love was bis. and such had been his woe. 


AU thou bast asked, receive, die prince re< 
plied : 

Nor this alone, but many a gift beUde. 

To cheer thy mother's years shall be my aim, 
Creusa's style but wandng to the dame.* 
Fortune an adverse, wayward course may run. 
But blcss'd thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now. by my life my sire’s most sacred oath. 
To thee I pledge my full, my firmest troth. 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow’d, 
f thou shouldst (all. on her shall be bestow’d/ 
Thus spoke the vreeping prince, then forth te 
view 

A gleaming falchion from the sheath he drew ; 
Lycaon’s utmost skill had graced the steel, 

For friends to envy and for foes to feel : 

A tawny hide, the Moori^ lion's spoil. 

Slain midst the forest, in (he hunter's toil. 
Mnesihcus to guard the elder youth bestow's. 
And old Alethes' casr^ue defends bis brows. 
Arm'd, thence (hey go. while all th’ assembled 
train, 

To aid their cause, Implore (he gods in vain. 
More than a boy. in wisdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amidst the chiefs his place : 

1 1 is prayer he sends ; bui what can prayers avail, 
l.o$( in (he murmurs of ilie sighing gale ! 

The trench is pass'd, and. favour'd by (he 
night, (rfighi. 

Through sleeping foes they wheel their wary 
When shall the skep of many a foe be o’er ? 
Alas I some slumber who shall wake no more I 
Chariots and bridles, mix'd with arms, are seen ; 
And fiowing flasks.and scatter'd troops between ; 
Bacchus and Mara (0 rule the camp combine ; 

A mingled chaos this of war and wine. 

* Now,* cries (he fi rst , ' for deeds of blood prepare. 
With me the conquest and the labour share : 
Here lies our path ; lest any hand arise, 

Watch tliou, while many a dre.aming chieftain 
dies ; 

I'll cnrvr our pass.*ige ilnoiigh (he heedless foe, 
And clear thy road with many a de.uJIy blow.' 
ills whispering accents then the youth repress'd, 
And jiicr^ proud K I lamnes through hisjunting 

Stretch'd at his ease, th* incautious king reposed ; 
Det^uch. and not fatigue, his eyes had closed : 
lo Tumus dear, a prophet and a prince. 

His omens more than augur's skill evince ; 

But he. who thus foretold the fate of all, 

CouW not avert his own untimely fall. 

Next Remus' armour-bearer, hapless, fell, 

And (hree unhappy slaves the carnage swell ; 

1 he eharratcer along his courser's sides 
Expires, the steel his sever’d neck divides : 

And, last, his lord Is number'd with (he dead : 
Bounding convulsive, files the gasping bead ; 
From the swoUn veins the blacketuug torreota 
pour : 

Stain’d is (he couch and earth with clotting gore. 
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Young LAinyrus and Ij^hius ncxl expire. 

Aoi gay Serranus, fiirj ^silU youthful fire : 

C la J ihe long nigl 1 1 in ch ildi sli gan«S was pass'd ; 
Lull'd by the potent grape, lie slept at last ; 

Ah I happier far bad he the mom survey d, 
And till Aurora's dawn his skill display'd. 

In slaughter'd fold, the keepers lost so sleep, 
His hungry fangs a lion thus may sleep \ 

•Mid the sad flock, at dead of night he prowls. 


From whence? to whom?* — He meets with no 
rvpiy ; 

Trusting the covert of lUe nigh I, they fly : 

The thicket's depth with hurried pace they tread, 
While round the wood the hostile squadron 
spread, 


With brakes entangled. scarce a path between. 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene : 

.... - .. . liuryalus his heavy spoils impede. 

With murder glutted, and in catnap reus : The boughs and winding turns his steps mislead; 

losanate still, through teeming herds he roams ; Xi^us scours along (he forest’s mate 
In seas of gore die lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less the other's deadly vengeance came, 

But falls on feeble crowds without a name ; 

His wound unconscious Fndus sc.ucc Oin feel. 

Yet wakeful Rhmsus secs ihe tlirc.itcning steel ; 

His coward breast behind a jar he hides. 

And vainly In the weak defence confides ; 


along 

*ro where Latinus' steMS in safety graze, 

Tlien backward o'er the plain his eyes extend. 
On ev’cry side |hcy seek his absent friend. 

' O God 1 my boy/ he cries. ’ of me bereft. 

In wdiat impending penis art thou left !‘ 
l.isiemng he runs— al>ove the waving irecs, 
Tumultuous voices swell (he passing brce&e 


Full in his heart, the falchion search’d his veins, The w ar-cry rises, thundering hoofs around 
The reeking weapon bears alternate stains ; Wake the dark echoes of the trembling ground. 
Throuffh wme and blood, commingling as they Again he turns, of footsteps hears the noise ; 

^ ^ iKa /ImOpavc , 

flow. 

One feeble spirit seeks the shades below. 

Now where Messapus dwelt they bend their way, 

Whose fires emit a faint and trembling ray ; 

There, unconftned, behold each grating steed. 

Un watch’d, unheeded, on the herbage feed: 

Brave Nisus here arrests his comrade s arm, 

Too flush’d with carnage, and with conquest 
warm ; , . 

• Hence let u s haste, the dangerous path is pass d ; 

Full foes enough to-nigh(>ave breathed their 

Soon will the day those eastern clouds adorn ; 

Now lei us speed, nor tempi the rising morn. 

What silver arms, with various art emboss’d. 

What bowls and mantles in confusion toss'd, 

1 bey leave regardless I yet one glU teeing pri» 

Attracts the younger hero's wandering wes ; 

'I'h^ffllded harness Bhamnes’ coursers felt, 

’Ihe gems which stud the monarch sgjridrt belt. ^ ^ 

This from the palUd corse was quic^ torn, produce of ihe chase, 

Once by a line of former chieftains worn. ' 

Th’ exulting boy the studded girdle wears. 

Messapus’ helm his head in triumph bears ; 

Then from the tents their cautious steps they 
bend. 

To seek the vale where safer paths extend 


The sound elates, Ihe sight his hope destroys 
The hapless boy a ruffiau train surround, 

While lengiliening shades his weary way con* 
found ; 

Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue. 
Struggling in vain, a captive to the crew. 

What can his friend 'gainst thronging numbers 
dare? 

Ah I must he rush, his comrade's fate to share? 
What force, what aid. what aimiagem essay, 
Ektck to redeem the l.^tlan spoiler's prey? 

His life a votive ransom nobly give, 

Or die with him for whom he wish’d to live ? 
1‘oisiog with strength his lifted lance on high. 
On lama's orb he cast hU frensied eye 
Goddess serene, transcending every star 1 
Queen of the sky. w hose beams are seen afar I 
By night heaven owns thy sway, by day the 
grove. 

When , as chaste ^an. here i hou deign’ st to rove; 


lust at this hour, a band of Latian horse 


Speed, speed my dart to pierce yon vaunirng 
crowd. 

To free my friend, and scatter far the proud.* 

1 hus having said, the hissing dart he Rung ; 
Through ported shades the hurtling weapon 
sung; 

The thirsty peunt in Sul mo’s entrails lay. [clay : 

To Tumus’ camp Mrsue their deslined course : Transfix'd bis heart, and stretch'd him on ilie 
While the slow toot their lardy march delay. He sobs, he dies,— (lie troop in wild amaze, 

The knights impatient, spur along ilte way : Vlnconsaous whence the death, with terror goie. 
Three hundred mail-clad men, by Vdscensled. While pale they stare, through Tagus' temples 
To Tumus with their master's promise sped ; riven. 

Now they approach the trench, and view the 
walls. 

When, on the left, a light reflection falls ; 

The plunder d helmet, through the waning night, 

Sh^ forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 

Vvlscens with question loud the pair alarms: 

Stand, stragglers I stand I wliy early thus in 
aruis ? 


A second shaft with equal force is driven : 
Fierce Volscens rolls around his lowering eyes ; 
Veil’d by (he night, secure the Trojan lies. 
Btiming with wrath, he view’d his soldiers fall, 

' Thou youth accurst, thy life shaU pay tor all 1 * 
Quick from the sheath his flaming glaive lie 
drew. 

And. raging, on ik«e boy defenceless flew. 
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Ni$us no more the blackening shade conceals, 
Fonh. forth he starts, and all his love re>‘eals ; 
Aghast, confused, his fears to madntts rise, 
And pour these accents, shrieking as he flies • 
'Me, me,— your vengeance hurl on me alone \ 
Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 
Ye starry spheres! thou conscious Heaven 1 
attest I 

He could not-^urst not-lo I the guile confest \ 
All, all was mme.— bis early fate suspend : 

He only loved too well his hapless friend • 
bpare, spare, ye chiefs I from him your ra« 
remove ; ^ 

His fault was friendship, all his crime was love.’ 
Me pryrd m vain ; the dark assassin’s sword 
werMd the fair side, the snowy bosom gored : 
^wly to earth inclines his plume*clad crest 
And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast • 
As some young rose, whose blossom scenes the 

languid m death, expires beneath the share : 
Ur enmson poppy, sinking with the shower, 
^dining gently, falls a fading flower 5 
Thill sveeily drooping, bends his lovely head, 
And lingering beauty hovers round the dead. 

Out fiei 7 Nisits stems the battle’s tide. 
Revenge his leader, and despair his guide : 

Vo scens he seeks anmist the gathering host. 

comrade’s ghost 
dashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe 

In 5 fi gleams b every blow 

No^ wou^h"**' * ^"''“"‘ber^d wounds he bleeds 
In Nisus heeds 

f VoUcens dies ; 

^*i foimrl. 

wound “ groaning Through the 

TJna Nisus' all his fond tffeciion proved- 

.K »«'ghi his wonted place 

And death was heavenly in his friend's embSice. 

on ‘ "^y can claim. 
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translation from the MEDEA 
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conflicting pawons urge 

the stormy su^e 

rhe hope of praise, the dread of shame 

breast . 

EulUy flame. 

Absorbs each wish it felt before. 
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^But if affection gently thrills 
f The soul by purer dreams possest, 
he pleasing balm of mortal ills 
In love can soothe the aching breast : 

If thus thou comest in disguise. 

Fair Venus’ from thy native heaven, 
What heart unfeeling would despise 
llw sweetest boon the gods have given ? 
But never from thy golden bow 
May I beneath the shaft expire I 
Whose creeping venom, sure and slow. 
Awakes an all-consuming fire : 

/\Ye lacking doubts I ye jealous fears I 
) With others wage internal war ; 
/R^ntance, source of future tears, 

1 From me be ex'er distant far J 

no distracting thoughts destroy 
The holy calm of s.acred love I , ‘ 

Mav all the hours be wing'd wiih joy. 

Which hover faithful hearts above I 
Fair Venus I on thy myrtle shrine 
May I with some fond lover sigh, 

Wno« heart may mingle pure with mlno- 
>V iih me to live, with me to die I 
My native soil ! belov*ed before. 

.Now dearer as my peaceful home, 

Necr may J quit thy rocky shore. 

A h.iplcss banish'd wretch to roam I 
This very d.iy, this very hour. 

May I resign this fleering breath 
Nor quit my silent humble bower* 

A doom to me faf worse than deaih. 

Have I not heard the exile’s sigh, 

An seen the exile s silent tear. 

Through distant climes condemn'd to fly 
A pensive weary wanderer here ? 

Ah I hapless dame I no sire bewails • 

No friend thy wretched fate deplores. 

No kindred voice with rapture halls 
Thy steps within a stranger's doors. 

Perish the fiend whose Iron heart. 

To fairafl’cciion's truth unknown, 

Bids her he fruvllv Irwed depart 
Unpiilcd. helpless, and alone ; 

Who ne er unlocks w ith silver key + 

The milder treasures of his soul,— 

May such a friend be far from me, 

And ocean’s storms between us roll t 


THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY A COL- 
1/ LEGE EXAMINATION. 

Hicti In the midst, surrounded by his peers, 
Magnus his ample front sublime upreatt : 

t'* he seems a god, 

While Sophs and Freshmen tremble at his nod. 
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A$ all around $it wrapt in speechless gloom, Vain as tbdr honours, heavy as their ale, 
His voice ID thunder shakes the sounding dome : Sad as their w-it, and tedious as their tale ; 


Denouncing dire reproach 10 luckless fools. 

UnskilTd to plod in mathematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid's axioms tried, 

Though little versed in any art beside ; 

Who, scarcely skill'd an English Unc to pen, 

Scans Attic metres with a critic's ken, 

What, though he knov\ s not how his fathers bled. 

When civil discord piled the fields with dead, ^ 

VbTiea Edward bade his conquering bands ad- 5 u^ 4 ,^ 
vance, guard I 

Or Henry trampled on the crest of France. such is their practice, such is their reward ! 
Though marvelling at the name of Magna This much, at least, we may presume to say— 
ffharta. 

Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta : 

Can tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made. 

While Blackstone's on the shelf neglected laid ; 

Of Grecian dramas vaunts the deathless fame. 

Of Avon's bard remembering scarce the name. 


To friendship dead, though not untaught <0 feel 
When Se^ and Church demand a bigot seal. 
With eager haste they court the lord of power, 
Whether 'tis Pitt or Petty rules the hour : • 

To him. with suppliant smiles, they bend the 
head. 

While distant mitres to their eyes are spread. 
But should a storm o'erwhelm him with disgrace. 
They'd dy to seek the next who fill'd bis place. 

men who learning's treasures 


I The premium can t exceed the price they pay. 


Such is the youth whose scientific pate 
CUss-honouTS, medals, fellowships, await ; 

Or even perhaps the declamation prise, 

If to such glorious height he lifts his eyes. 

But lo I no common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup within his scope. 

Not that our heads much eloquence require, 

Th' Athenian's* glowing style, or TuIIy t fire. 
A manner clear or warm is useless, since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 

Be other orators of pleasing proud,— [crowd : 
We speak to please ourselves, not move the 
Our gravity prefers the muttering tone ; 

A proper mixture of the squeak and groan : 


TO A BEAUTIFUL QUAKER. 
SweeT girl I though only once we met, 
That meeting 1 shall ne'er forget : 

And though we ne'er may meet again, 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 

1 would not say, ' I love.’ but still 
My senses struggle with my will : 

In vain, to drive thee from my breast. 

My thoughts are more and more represt 
In vain 1 check the rising sighs. 

Another to the last replies : 

Perhaps this is not love, but yet 
Our meeting I can ne'er forget. 

What though we never silence broke, 
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ; 

'the tongue in flattering falsehood deals. 
And tells a tale it never feels : 

E>eceit the guilty lips impart, 


No borrow'd grace of action must be seen ^ ^ ^ 

The slightest motion would displease the Dean ; y^nd hush the mandates of the heart ; 
Whilst every staring graduate would prate 3 ut soul's interpreters, the eyes. 

Against what he could never imitate. Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise, 

Th. n.» who bop« obUia .h. pro»«d As 'h“ 


cup 

Must in one posture stand, and neer look up ; 
Nor stop, but tattle over every word— 

No matter what, so it can not be heard. 

Thus let him burry on, nor think to test . 

Who speaks the fastest 's sure to speak the best ; 
Who utters most within the shortest space 
May safely hope to win the wordy race. 

The sons of science these, who, thus repaid, 
Unger in ease in Gmnta's sluggish shade : 
Whereon Cam's sedgy banks supine they lie 
Unknown, unhonour d Uve. unw*epi-for die : 
Dull as the pictures which adorn their balls. 
They think all learning fix’d within their walls : 
In manners rude, in foolish forms precise. 

All modem arts aflecCing to despise : (note.f 
Yet prising Bentley’s, Brunck s, or Porson's 
More than the verse on wtdeh the critic wrote : 


And all our bosoms felt rehearsed. 

No spirit, from within, reproved us, 

Say rather, '’iwas the sprit moved us.' 

Though what they utter’d 1 repress. 

Yet t conceive ihou'lt partly guess ; 

For as on thee my memory ponders, 

Perchance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least. I'll say. 

Thy form appears through night, through day, 
Avmke. with it my fancy teems ; 

In sleep. It smiles in fleeting dreams : 

The visioo charms the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora's ray 
For breaking slumbers of delight. 

Which make me wish for endless night, 

Since, oh ! whate'er my future fate. 

Shall joy or woe my steps await, 

Tempted by love, by storms beset. 

Thine image i can ne'er fo^et. 
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Alas I agaiQ no more we meet, 

No more our former looks rep^ \ 

Then let me breathe this parting prayer. 

The dictate of my bosom’s care : 

* May Hea/en so guard my lovely quaker. 
That anguish never can o'ertake her ; 

That peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart’s partaker 
Oh I may the happy mortal fated 
To be. by de.uesi ties, related. 

For her each hour new joys discover, 

And k«e the husband in the lover I 
May that fair bosom never know 
What ’(is to feel the restless woe. 

Which stings the soul with vain regret 
Of him who never can forged' 

THE CORNELIAN. 

No specious splendour of (his stone 
Endears i( to my memory ever ; 

With lustre only once it slione, 

And blushes modest as the giver. 

Some, who can sneer at friendship’s ties, 

Have for my weakness oft reproved me : 
Yet still the simple gift I prise. 

For t am sure (he giver loved me. 

He offer’d it with downcast look. 

As fearful that I might refuse it ; 

I tokl him, when the gift I look, 

My only fear should be (o lose it 
This pledge aiteniively I view'd 
And sparkling as J held It near, 

Meihoughi one drop the stone bedew'd. 

And ever since I’ve loved a tear. 

Still, (0 adorn hl$ humble youth 
Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield : 
But he who seeks the flowers of truth 
Musi quit ihe garden for the field. 

uprear'd in sloth. 

Whkh beauty shows, and sheds perfume ; 

1 ne f^wcri which yield the most of both 
IQ Nature s wild luxuriance bloom. 

Had Fortune aided Nature’s care 
For on« forgelllng to U blind. 

Mis would have been an ample share. 

If well proportion’d to his mind. 

clearly seen, 

His forrn bad fix’d her fickle breast 5 

b«en. 

And none remain d 10 give the rest. 

* AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 

OfcLJVERgD PREVIOUS TO THE PERPOBUAKce 

SlNCB Ihe refinemenl of this polish'd ue 

Sl“ce^i‘K“'"“''^' f-W the su^: 

'“PUnBed licenlious wit. 
Which iiwnp d disgrace on all an author writ ; 


Since now to please with purer scenes we seek. 
Nor dare 10 call the blush from B«uty’s cheek , 
Oh I let (he modest Muse some pity claim, 

AikI meet indulgence, though she find not fame. 
.^tiU, not for her alone we wish respect. 

Others appear moie conscious of defect : 
To-night no veteran Roscii you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old : 

No Cooke, no Kemble, can salute you here, 

No Siddons draw tJie sympathetic tear ; 
To-night you throng to witness ihe dihut 
Of embryo actors, to the Drama new ; 

Here, (hen, our almost unfledged wings we try ; 
Clip not our pinions eic the birds can riy i 
Failing in this our first attempt to soar. 
Drooping, alas ! we fall to rise no more. 

Not one poor trembler only fear beiray.s 
Wlio hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your 
But all our dr^matit penons wait [praise I 
In fond suspense this crisis of their fate. 

No venal views our progress can retard, 

Your generous plaudits are our Sf.lc reward, 

For (h^. each Hero all his power displays, 
Each limid Heroine shrinks before your gaxe. 
Surely the last will some protection find ; 

Norie to (lie softer sex can prove unkind : 

While Youth and Beiuiy form the female shield, 
riie sternest censor 10 the fair must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail 
bhouW. after all, our best endeavours fail, 

Still let some mercy in your bosoms live, 

And, if you can’t applaud, at least forgive, 

ON THE DEATH OF MR FOX, 

THE FOLLOWIKC ILLIBERAL IMPROMPTU 
APPEARED tK A MORNmC PAPER. 

* OOR nation's foes lament on Fox’s death, 

But bless the hour when Pitt resign’d liis 
breath : 

^esa feelings wide, let sense and truth undue 
We give (he palm where Justice points its due.’ 

TO WHICH THE AUTHOR OP THESE PIECES 
SENT THE FOLLOWING REPLV. 

O FACTIOUS v1i>er ? whose envenom’d tooth 
***** Perverting truth 

What though our ‘nation’s foes ’ lament the fat^ 
With generous feeling, of the good and grc;,l, 
dastard tongues essay lo blast the name 
^ him whose meed exists in endless fame? 
When Pitt cxiMred In plenitude of power, 
plough m success obscured his dying hour, 
nty Hct dewy wings before him spread, 
gw noble sfunis ' war not with the dead.* 

Hjs fneods. in tears, a last sad requiem gare. 

« all his errors slumber’d In the grave : 

He sunk, an Atlas bending ’ncalh the weight 

conflicting state ; 

.y.?*"; **^ * * Hercules in Fox app^'d. 

VV ho f« a time the ruin'd fabric rear’d 5 
fjft ^ Britain’s loss supplied. 

With him our fast-reviving hopes have died • 
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Not one great people only raise his um. 

All Europe's far-extended regions mourn. 

* These feelings wide, let sense and truth undue. 
To give the palm where Justice points its due ; ' 
Yet let not canker'd Calumny assail. 

Or round our statesman wind her gloomy veil. 
Fox I o'er whose corse a mourning world must 
weep, 

Whose dear remains in honour'd marble sleep ; 
For whom, at last, e'en bosilk nations groan. 
While friends and foes alike his talents own ; 
Fox shall in Britain's future annals shine. 

Nor e'en to Pitt the patriot's palm resign ; 
Which Envy, wearing Candour's sacred mask. 
For Pitt, and Pitt alone, has dared to ask. 


THE TEAR. 

*0 fOM>. tea«r« Hcrva 
«rtus *t •mum ; 

F«bt 1 ka Una aw Matcnuw 
l^((wa ic. pU Njraipha. KauL'^-OSAV. 

WiiRN Friendship or Love our sympathies 

move. 

When Truth in a glance should appear. 

The li|>s may beguile with a dimple or smile. 

But the test of affection's a Tear. 

Too oft is a smile but the hypocrite's wile 
To mssk detesta I ion or fear; 

Give me the soft sigh, whilst the souMelUng eye 
U dimm'd for a time with a Tear. 

j Mild Charity's glow, to us mortals below, 

' Shows (he soul from barbarity clear ; 

Compassion will m**U where this virtue is felt. 
And its dew Is diffused in a Tear. 

The man doom'd to sail with (he blast of (he 
'Through billows AiUniic to steer, (gnie. 
As he bends o'er the wave which may soon be 
his grave. 

The green sparkles bright with a Tear. 

The soldier braves death for a fanciful wreath 
in Glotys romantic career ; 

But he raises the foe when in battle laid low. 

And bathes every wound with a Tear. 

U with high-bounding pride he return to his 
bride. 

Renouncing (he gore-crimson 'd spear. 

All his toils are repaid. wl>en. embracing (he 
From her eyelid he kisses the Tear. [maid. 

si Sweet scene of my youth I seat of Friendship 
and Truth,* 

Where love chased each fa^i-fleeting year, 
T>oih to leave thee, 1 mourn'd, for a ^t look I 
turn'd, 

But thy spire was scarce seen through a Tear. 

Though my vows i can pour to my Maty no 
My Mary to love once so dear, [more 

In the shade of her bower 1 remember (he hour 
She rewarded those vows with a Tear. 


By another possest. may she live ever blest I 
Her name still my heart must revere: 

With a sigh 1 resign what I once thought was 
And forgive her deceit with a Tear, [mine, 

^e friends of my heart, ere from you I depart. 

This hc^ (o my breast is most near ; 

If again we shall meet in (his rural retreat, 

May we nteet, as we part, with a Tear. 

When my soul wings her flight (0 the regions of 
night, 

And my corse shall recline on its blcr. 

Ksyt pass by the (omb where my ashes consume, 
Oh I moisten their dust with a Tear. 

May no marble bestow the splendour of woe, 
Which the children of vanity rear ; 

No fiction of f.ime shall blason my name, 

All I ask—all 1 wish— is a Tear. 


REPLY TO SOME VERSES 

OP J. M. t. PIGOT. esi^., ON THB CkOEtTy 
OF HIS UlSTRSSS. 

Why. Pigoi, complain of this damsel's disdain. 

Why thus in despair do you fret ? 

For months you may (ry, yet, believe me, a sigh 
Will never obtain a e^ueite. 

Would you teach her to love ? Fora time seem 
At the first she may frown in a pet ; [to rove : 
But leave her awhile, she shortly will smile, 

And (Iren you may kiss your coquet I e. 

For such are the airs of these fanciful fairs. 

They (hink all our homage a debt : 

Yet a panUl neglect soon takes an effect, 

And humbles (he proudest coquette. 

Dissemble your pain, and lengthen your chain, 
And seem her hauteur to regret . 

If again you shall sigh, she no more will deny 
Tltat yours is (he rosy coquette. 

If still, from false pride, your pangs she deride. 

This whimsical virgin forget : 

Some other admire, who will melt with your fire. 
And laugh at the little coquette. 

For me, I adore some twenty or more, 

And love them most dearly ; but yet. fall. 
Though my heart (hey enthral, I'd abandon them 
Did (hey act like your blooming coquette. 

No longer refrine, adopt this design, 

And break through her slight- woven net : 
Away with despair, no longer forbear 
To Sy from the captious coquette. 

Then quit her, my friend I your bosom defend. 
Ere quite with her snares you're beset : 

Lest your deep-wounded hnrt, when Incensed 
the smart. 

Should lead you to curse the coquette. 


* Harrow. 


TO THE SIGHING STREPHON. 
YOOK pardon, my friend, if my rhymes did 
Your pardon, a thousand times o'er, [offend^ 
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From fnendship 1 strove your pon^ to remove, 
But { swear 1 will do so no more. 

Since your beautiful maid your has r^teld. 
No more I your folly regret ; 

She's now most divine, and 1 bow at the shrine 
Of this quickly reformed coquette. 

Yet sill). I must own, T should never have known 
From your verses what else site deserved ; 
Your pain seem d so great, I pitied your fate. 
As your fair whs so devilish reserved. 

Since the balm-breathing kiss of tl)U m.igic.iJ 
miss 

Can such wonderful transports produce; 
Since I be ’world you forget, when your lips once 
My counsel wiW get but abuse. [have met,' 

You say, when ' I rove, 1 know nothing of love ; ' 

'Tis true, 1 am given to pnnge : 

If I rightlyremember, l‘ve lovSlagood number, 
Ycl there s pleasure, at least, in a change. 

1 not advance, by the rules of romance. 

To humour a whimsic.il fair ; 

Though a smile may delight, yet a frown won't 
Or drive me to dre.idful despair. [affright. 

White my blood is thus witrm I ne'er shall reform 
To mix in the Platon ist s' school ; * 

Of this 1 am sure, was my passion so pure. 

Thy mistress would think me a fooC 

And if I should shun every woman for one, 

„ whose image must flU my whole breast— 
Whom I must prefer, and sigh but for her— 
what an insult 'i would be to the rest I 

Now, SiTcphon, good-bye, I cannot deny 
Your passion appears most absurd ; 

Such love as you plead Is pure love indeed, 
ror It only consists In the word. 


TO ELI2A. 

EUiA, what fcoU are the Mussulman sect. 

Who to women deny the souVa future ex- 
ISlence I tdefeel 

"‘'y''* o*" 'heir 

And his doetdne would meet with a genera! 
resistance. 

”^ien» possess’d half an atom of 

women from ^ndise 
' ^2 a flimsy pretence, 

with women alone he had peopled his heaven. 

*0 Increase your^caUmitles more, 
^srtrit" <Jepriving your bodies of 

* ^Whh't husband to share amongu 

His to please neither party is made 


^tiil I can t contradict, what so oft has been salu 
' Though women are angels vet wedlock s 
the devil.' 


LACHIN Y GAIR.« 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses I 
In you let tlie minions of luxury rove ; 
Ri'store me the rocks where the snou-fl.ikc 
reposes. j love ; 

lltough still they are sacred to freedom and 
Yet. Cnlertonli, beloved are thy mouniuins. 
Round their while summits thouga elements 
wnr ; | fount a ins, 

Though calamcis foam *siend of Smoot h-flo\s in g 
1 sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. 

Ah I there my young footsteps in inf.incy 
wander'd ; 

My cap was the bonnet, my cloak was the 
plaid * t 

On chieftains long perish'd my memory pon* 
der’d. 

As dally I strode through (he pine-cover’d 
glade : 

I sought not my home (ill the day's dying glory 
Cave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 
For fancy was cheer'd by imdItionHl story. 
DiscIcM by the natives of dark Loch na Garr. 

'Shades of the dead 1 liave 1 not heard your 
voices 

Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale?' 
Surely die soul of the hero rejoices, [vale. 

And rides on the wind, o'er his own Highland 
Round Loch na Garr while (he stormy mist 
gathers. 

Winter presi<]es In his cold icy car : 

Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers : 

1 hey dwell io the tempests of dark Loch na 
Gan. 

* 111-starr d, (hough brave, did no vldons fore- 
boding £ 

Tell you that fate had fors.ikcn your cause ? ’ 
Ah I were you destined to die at Culloden.§ 
Vkiory crown'd not your fall with applause : 


• 9 Cmif. w. u H h p«Mkegoc«tf In th« Cna. L*eh 

lnth« NorUtero Hl«h- 

MX ■■«V> e h ccfUir^ ««« o( th« most tublimc asO pktur. 

f ■?!?/ mmirni is iU s^x Nmr 

^ «*•/ mr life, ibo 

re<ej^l«fi «f ku in«^b<Rh uUi« st«n««fc 
. « trr«A«fH*slv prowgiMeJ Muf.* the proper 

PjJjwjelMioe taceoRfafte to Scotch | ts clwS by (h« on W 

-.r-i *<• oitcestori, - the Ce»ttU«#/ 

m^ot •h^ Wtu lor the uofonunaie l*rmc« Chsrles 
w ^ *•*« Th Is brencli was 

ftMfly efted bf W»xi. »cU ec atcachnieM. ie the Siuinv 
^orve, the lecotMl ef Heeiir, nkirrtefl «k* PrincMc 
AnM^^ tUuirater of Uu£ iKTRt ^ SwtuJd 

Sit WiHlan Cerden, J hs«« 

I of CullvdeA. I ere net 

I ??!*“• i '*• *• ‘h« J ko«« Bsed the 

I v* wrtnc*|.4l oMWa, ' ^rt tn*.' ‘ne 
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StlU were you b^ppy in death's earthly slumber. 
You rest with youi clan in the caves of Brae* ' 
mar : • 

The pibroch resounds to the piper's loud number, 
Your deeds 011 (he echoes of dark Loch nal 
Garr. 

Years have roll'd on, L4xh na Garr, since I leftj 
you, 

Years must elapse ere 1 tread you again: 
Nature of verdure and flowers has bereft you, 

Yet still are you dearer than Albion's plam. 
England I thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To one who has roved o'er the mountains afar : 
Oh for the crags that are wild and majestic ! 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch nal 
Garr 1 


TO ROMANCE. 

Parent of golden dreams, Romance I 
Auspicious ^ueen of childish joys. 

Who lead’st along, in airy dance. 

Thy votive train of girls and boys : 

At length, in spells no longer bound, 

I break (he fetters of my youth ; 

No more I tread thy mystic round. 

But leave iby realms for those of Truth. 

And yet 'tis hard to quit the dreams 
Which haunt the unsuspicious soul, 

Where every nymph a goddess seems. 

Whose eyes through rays immortal roll ; 
While Fancy holds her boundless reign, 

And all assume a varied hue ; 

When virgins seem no longer vain. 

And even woman's smiles are true. 

And must we own thee but a name. 

And from thy hall of clouds descend ? 

Nor nnd a sylph in eve^ dame, 

A Pyladcs In every friend ? + 

But leave at once thy realms of air 
To mingling bands of fairy* elves ; 

Confess (hat womart’s false as fair, 

And friends have feeling foT-^tbemselves ! 

With shame I o*Am Tve felt thy sway ; 

Repentant, now thy reign is o'er. 

No more ihy precepts I obey, 

No more on fancied pinions soar. 

Pond fool I to love a sparkling eye. 

And think that eye to (ruth was dear ; 

To trust a passing wanton's sigh. 

And melt beneath a wanton's (ear I 
Romance 1 disgusted with deceit. 

Par from thy motley court 1 fly, 

Where Affectation holds her seat. 

And sickly Sensibility ; 

• A meteftbe Hlfhk»4s Mcailed ’TbcselsaboACAsife 

* 1i It Wdly ■««eitary M sM. iSM ?yt»4«s tbe 

«r OrC*a. Md • MrtMr U «•« «r (hoM <n<>i1>^|p| 
wttbtbM««rAehBlM»nd Ntmtuv 
(u$ D«iMn nd eythl4i. have tec* band e d 4 pv* (o 
M r«Bevk able puunect ¥ Mt*cb»cot*, wWch •• all pecteWM^ 

•ever ensted beymdthcWMidnwlga Wtte|PC«A ceU« pi(« 

cf 4 B UstOTiaa. or iMdccB aevclbt 


Whose silly tears can never flow 
For any pangs excepting thine ; 

Who (urns aside from real woe, 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 

Now join with sable Sympathy. 

With cypress crown'd, array'd in weeds, 
Who heaves with thee her simple Sigh, 
Whose breast for every bosom bleeds ; 
And call thy sylvan female choir. 

To mourn a swain for ever gone, 

Who once could glow with equal Are. 

But bends not now before thy throne. 

Ye genial nymphs, whose ready tears 
On all occasions swiftly flow : 

Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears. 
With fancied flames and frenzy glow : 
Say, will you mourn my absent name. 

Apostate from your gentle train? 

An infant bard at least may claim 
Prom you a sympathetic strain. 

Adieu, fond race I a long adieu I 
The hour of fate is hoveling nigh ; 

£*en now the gulf ap|>ears in view. 

Where unlamented you must lie : 
Oblivion's blackening lake is seen, 
Convulsed by gales you cannot weather ; 
Where you. and eke your gentle queen, 
Alas 1 must perish altogether. 


ANSWER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES. 

SKNT lY A FKIEND TO TtlE AUTHOR, COM* 
PLAIN IKO THAT ONP. OF Kt$ O&SCRIPVIONS 
WAS RATHER TOO WARMLY nRA>ST4. 

* Ret IT lay eU fadv. knlfbi, pb^cUn. 

SbowM c«*dew<n ew Im pftAtlAi’ * ediUen i 

It K*«d SdvIncwM ny work ftbmtd tbuM, 

Mey t v<Mu(« !• h«r « wuack of my ibuie t* 

AVv (Jutd*. 

Candour compels me, Becher 1 to commend 
The verse which blends the censor with the 
t'riend. 

Your strong yet just reproof extorts applause 
From me. the heedless and imprudent cause. 
For (his wild error, whieh pervades my strain, 

I sue for pardon— must I sue in vain ? 

The wibe sometimes from W isdom' s ways depart : 
Can youth then hush the diciates of the heart ? 
Prec^ts of prudence curb, but can't control, 
The fierce emotions of the flowing soul. 

When Love's delinum haunts the glowing mind. 
Limping Decorum lingers far behind : 

Vainly tbe dotard mends her prudish pace, 
Outstript and vanquish’d in the mental chase. 
The yiwng, the old, have worn tbe chains of 
love; 

Let those they ne'er confined my lay reprove : 
Let those whose souls contemn the plea»ng 
power 

'Tbeir censures on tbe hapless victim shower, 

Oh I how I hate the nerveless, frigid song, 

'The ceaseless echo of (he rhyming ihroug, 
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Whose labour'd tines in cbiUin^ numbers How, 
To paint a pane the author ne'er can know I 
The artless HeUcon I boa«t is youth 
My lyre, the heart : my muse, the simple truth. 
Far be't from me the ‘ virgfia’s mind ' to ' taint : ' 
Seduction's dread is here no slight restraint, 
fhe maid whose virgin breast is void of guile, 
Whose wishes dimple in a modest smile. 

Whose downcast eye disdains the wanton ker, 
Firm in her virtue's strength, yet not severe^ 
•She whom a conscious grace shall thus reSne, 
Will ne'er be ’ tainted ' by a strain of mine. 

But tor the nymph whose premature desires 
Torment her bosom with unholy fires. 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread ; 
oUe would have fallen, though she ne'er had 
read. 

For me, I fain would please the chosen few, 
Whose souls, to feeling and to nature true. 

Will spare the childish verse, and not destroy 
1 he Ughi effusions of a heedless boy. 

I «ek not glory from the senseless crowd \ 

Of fancied laurels I shall ne'er be proud ; 

1 be r warmest plaudits I would scarcely prise, 
Inelr sneers or censures I alike despise. 

ELEGY ON NBWSTEAD ABBEY, 

•I. I. .H. «. « 

fasi-faUinj. onee-resplendew 

Religion's shrine f repentant Henry's pride !• 
Uf warriors, monks, and dames the cloister'd 
tomb, 

Whose pensive shades around thy ruins glide, 
Hail to thy pile I more honour'd In thy fall 
v.Z.!!' mansioris in their pillar'd sute* 

Pr^dly matailc frowns thy vaulted hall. ‘ 
Scowling defiance on the blasts ©f fate. 

No majlH:lad serfs,t obedient to their lord. 

In grim anav the crimson cross demand *1 

I heir chief s retainers, an immortal band : 

eye [time, 

«fdajn d to Ok 
A votive pilgom in Judea's dime. * 

® pi'® ' th, chief. 

‘ conscience court, relief 

ReUrtng from the gwish bUre^y!* ' 

“"0 ‘f-edes profound 

Tire monk .bjured n world he n^‘3d 

— Innoc ence from stern opor«<uV>n * 

u- 


A monarch bade thee from that wild arije, 
Wl«re Sherwood's outlaws once were wont to 
prowl ; 

And Supersii lion's crimes, of various dyes. 
Sought shelter in ihe priest's protect ing cowU 

Where now the grass exhales a murky dew, 

The humid pall of life*«xtioguish'd clay, 
tn sainted fame the sacred fathers grew, 

Nor raised their pious voices but 10 pray. 

Where now the bats their wavering wings ex- 
^ [shade, 

Soon as the glaiming* spreads her waning 
The choir did oft their mingling vespers blend. 
Or matin orisons to Mary paid.i* 

Years roll on ytnri ; to ages, ages yield ; 

Abbou to abbots, in a line, succeed ; 
Reli^n's charter their protecting shield, 

Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 

One holy Henry rear'd the Gothic walls. 

And bade the pious inmates rest in peace : 
Another Henry the kind gift recalls, J 
And t^s devotion's hallow'd echoes cease. 

Vain is each threat or suppiicatirig prayer ; 

He drives them exiles from their blest abode, 
iTo roam a dreary world m deep despair— 

' No friend, no home, no refuge but iheir God. 

Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain, 
Shakes with the martial music's novel din ' 
The heralds of a warrior's haughty reign, 

High crested banners wave thy halls within. 

Of^anging seminels the distant hum. [arras, 
The rairih of feasts, the clang of burnish'd 
The braying irumpet and the hotrser drum, 
Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

Anabbey once, a regal fortress now, 

Enciraled by insuliing rebel powers, [brow. 
Wafs dread machines o'erh.ing thy threatening 
And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

AM vain defence ! Ihe hostile traitor's siege, 
Though oft repulsed, by guile o'ercomes the 
brave : 

^ o foes oppress the faithful liege, 

Kebeluon s reeking standards o'er him wave. 

N« unavenged tlw raging baron yields I 
f I _ of traitors smears the punde plain 1 
Unccmquer'd still, hrs falchion there he wields. 
And days of glory yet for him remain. 

SiHl in that hour the warrior wish'd to strew 

^'*'*** » self-sought grave ; 

BuiCharles protecting genius hither flew, 
ibe monareh s friend, the monarch's hope, to 
save. 
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Trembling, she snatch'd him from [he unequal 
In other fields the torreni to repel : Istnre,* 
For nobler combats, here, his Ufc, 

To lead the band where godlike Falkland fell-T 

From thee, poor pile ! to lawless plunder given, 
While dying groans their painful requiem 

sound, . 

Far different incense now ascends to heav^ 
Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 

There many a pale and ruthlew 

Noisome and ghasi, defiles thy sacred s^ . 

commix a wi 


Again the master on his tenure dwells, 

Enjoy'd, from absence, w'iih enraptured 

Vassals, wnchin thy hospitable pale. 

Loudly carousing, bless their lord’s return ; 
Culture again adorns the gladdening vale, 

And mat rons, once lament in g, cease to mourn , 

I A thousand songs on tuneful echoes float. 
Unwonted foliage mantles o'er the trees; 

And hark 1 the horns proclaim a mellow note. 
The hunter's cry hangs lengthening on the 
breeze. 


Noisome and ghasi, defiles tny sacreo soa . 

0‘er mingling man, and horse commix n Beneath their coursers' hoofs the valleys shake , 
^^r^r<A \ \s'hai fears, what anxious hopes, attend the 

chase ! 


Corruption's heap, the savage spoilers trod. 


Graves lone with rank and sighing weeds o'er- The dying stag seeks refuge in the lake ; 
raves, long wum . » • I R»Mlrtn<f &houis announce the finish d i 

R^SSek'd, resign peKorce their mortal my W; 

From ruffian fangs «s«pe "o' « 

Raked from repose in search of buned gold. 

Hush’d is the harp, unstrung the warlike lyre. * joy» wc.c 

The minstrel's palsied hand From these descending. 

No more he sirikrt the quitting cho^ with fire. ^ 


Exulting shouts announce the finish d race. 

Ah, happy days 1 too happy to endure 1 
Such simple sports our plain fore fathers knew ; 
No splendid vices glitter’d to allure , 

Their joys were many, as their cares were few, 

x>m these descending, sons to ^res succeed ; 
Time steals along, and Death upreara his dart; 
Another chief impels the forming slc^. 


Newstead ! what saddening change of scene is 
thine 1 

Thy yawning arch betokens slow decay 1 
The last and youngest of a noble line 

Now holds thy mouldering turrets in his sway. 

Deserted now, he scans thy grey wem towers ; 

Thy vaults, where dead of feudal ages sleep ; 
Thy cloisiers. pervious to the wintry showers ; 
'These, these he views, and views them but to 
weep. 


©more nc — 

Or sings the glories of the martial wreatn. i/^nomer cniei impets me 

At length the sated murderers, gorged with prey. | Another crowd pursue the panting hart. 

Retire : the ^ ® * Newstead ! what saddening change of sc 

Silence again resumes her awful sway. 

And sable Horror guards the massy door. 

Here Desolation holds her dreary eyrt ; 

What satellites declare her dismal reign ! 

Shrieking their dirge, ill -omen d ^rds resort, 

To flit their viglis in the lioary fane. 

Soon A new morn's restoring b»riis dispel 
I'he clouds of anarchy from Bn tain s skies , 

The fierce usurper seeks his native hell. 

And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. ^ . 

With storms she welcomes his expiring ^oans ; Cherish'd affection only Wds them flow. 
Whirlwinds, responsive, greet his labouring pnde. hope, and love forbid him to forget, 
breath ’ Cut warm his bosom with Impassion d glow. 

Earth shudders as her ««« Yet he prefers thee to the gilded domes 
Loathing the offenng of so dark a death.* giwgaw grottos of the vainly great ; 

The legal ruler | now resumes the helm. Yet lingers mid thy damp and mossy tom os. 

He guides th rough gent le seas the prow of slate : breathes a murmur 'gain st the will of fate, 

Hop. «h«™. with woa.«l .he peaceful 

AnTh^.s.hebUedingwound,ofw^nedh.«. (hine. 

The gloomy tenants. Newsicad 1 of thy cells. And bless ihy future as thy former day. 
Howling, resign their violated nest ; ' 

CHILDISH RECOLLECTIONS. 

* I «taoM b«* rememU«r mch (htop «>eT«, 

And ««v« BtM deu to tat.' 

Whf.n slow* Disease with all her tipll fif glip* — ^ 
Chills the warm tkJe which flows along the veins ; 
When Health, affrighted, spreads he^gsy^iing* 
And flies with every changing gale oTTpnng ; 
Not to the aching fmme alone confined. ^ 
Unyielding pangs assail the drooping mind : 
VS^t grisly forms, the spectre-train of 

shuddering Nature sMok beneath (he blow. 


• i^ard Bvren Kitd hH brother Sir WIDUm htU Mch i 
■■■• dftimihe ro^onny. The tenner neoerol.lxhief in 
I relaiwt. U* wnwt of the T^et. ^ 6v*«n*^ «« f P^« 

^ Verb, naerword* the wnluopy Jeses 11. ; the Utter bed a 

orinel^ ehere In meny •tl'vbi. 

« L.^Ib» Cery. Lord VIeceoJtt FcT^iSAd.the mow ecCMn- 
ftUfthed men el bie efft. waa billed et (be betiJe of Newimry, 
SmrtftnE In the ronbi e( Lord ayvon • reipmentef eeveiry. 

X Thie d eo hiWoriceJ feet, A neiet t n o p ew oeewetd 
ifnAc^telT eoboeqnenito the deetb or interment of Cra wr O, 
woieh ooouloood Moy dUootee betne e e Me oortleeoe eod 
•w MToUen i both tnteryretcd the irlrr— inre Mo dMne 
IMerTPoeltlnn ; bet whetberM opprobocM w B io li ioi iU s, 
.» Mre the towilwi of that fO id deci d e. J ho*c mede 
«aeh BOO of the oeenrreaee w oeiied tfcXdWect of my poe^ 
I chwmil 
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With Resignation wage reteniless strife. 

WUjIe Kope retires appall'd, and cUogs to life ! 
Yc( less (ne pang when, through the tedious 
hour, 

Remembrance sheds arrt^ir^. ^^p 
Calls back the vanish'd days to rapture given » 
When love was bliss, and beauty form'd our 
heaven ; 

Or, dear to youth, portrays each childish scene, 
Titose fairy bowers, where all in turn have been. 
As when through clouds that pour the summer 
The orb of day unveils his distant form, [storm 
Gilds with faint beams the crystal dews of rain. 
And dimly twinkles o’er the watery plain ; 

Thus, while the future dark and chceriess 
glenms. 

Xl>e sun of mom orY. glow i og through my dreams, 
i nougn sunK the radiance of his fomter blase, 
lo scenes far distant points his paler rays ; 

Still rules my senses with unbounded sway. 

The past confounding with the present day. 

Oft does niy heart indulge the rising thought. 
Which still recurs, unlock d for and unsought ; 
My soul to Fancy's fond suggestion yields, 

And roams romantic o’er her airy fields. 

^^encs of my youth, developed, crowd to view. 
To which I long have bade a bst odku ! 

Seats of delight, inspiring youthful themes ; 
rnends lost to me for aye. except in dreams : 
rmme who in marble prematurely sleep. 

Whose forms 1 now remember but to weep ; 
^me who yet urge the same scholastic course 

ihe source ; 

Who, iiUl contending In the studious race. 

quick rotation fill the senior pUce, 
liwse with a thousand visions now unite, 

lA rt,y aching sight, 

[da I blest spot, where Science holds her reign. 

‘^r youthful tnin I 
iJnghl m idea gleams thy lofty srtie, 

Again I mingle with thy playful quire t 

«»»"3ish game, 

unchanged by time or distance, seems ihe same : 

ThL »^ong the glade. I trace 

i ne social smjlr of every welcome face : 

*®«ocs of joy and woe. 
pMt^l. friendship 

breSst^"^ when, nurtured in my 

Wen^^wf prudential min : 

In^ rl 75 disclose- 

. Ji" ’^‘ntish d tales the lips of youth rt>nUf 
\ ^“wredV age, the garb'of wears. 


Wlieo now the boy is ripen’d Into man. 

His careful sire clmlks forth some wary plan . 
Instructs his son from candour's path to shrink. 
Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think ; 
Still to assent, and never to deny— 

A patron’s praise can well reward the lie : 

And who. w hen Fonune's warning voice is heard, 
Would lose his opening prosf^ts for a word f 
Although against that word liis heart rebel. 

And truth indignant all his bosom swell. 

Away with themes like this 1 not mine the task 
Prom (Uttering friends to tear the hateful mask : 
Let keener bards delight In satire's sting ; 

My fancy soars not on Detraction’s wing: 

Once, and but once, she aim'd a deadly blow, 
I'o hurl defi.ince on a secret foe; 
liut when that foe. from feeling or from shame, 
The cause unknown, yet still io me the same. 
Warn'd by some friendly hint, perchance 
retired, 

With ihis submission all her rage expired. 

From dreaded pangs that feeble foe to save. 
She husl) d her young rc>**mment. and forgave ; 
Or, if my muse a pedant s portrait drew, 
Pomposus' virtues are but known to few : 

1 never fear’d the young usur^wr's nod, 

And he who wields must sometimes feel (he rod. 
I f since <m Oranta’s failings, known to all 
Who share the converse of a college hall, 

She sometimes tnllcd in a lighter strain, 

'Tis past, and thus she will not sin ag.tin ; 

Soon mast her early song for ever cease. 

And all may rail when I shall rest in peace. 

Here fim remember'd be the joyous hand, 
Who ^il’d fTie chkf, o'oetlicnt to command ; 
Who join'd with me In every boyish sport— 
Their first advisvT. and their Iasi resort ; 

Nor shrunk bcne.ith die upsiart pedant’s frown. 
Or all ilie sable glories of his gow n ; 

Who, thus transplanted from his father's 
Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule— [school— 
Succeeded hirn, uliotn all unite to praise. 

The dear preceptor of my early days : 
l^robus, the pride of science, and the bo-asi,* 

I'o Ida now, nUs ! for ever lost. 

With him, for years, wo search’d the clawic 
.And fear'd Ihe master, though we lovetl the sage ; 
Retired at la&t, his small yet peaceful seat 
Prom learning's labour is ihe blest retreat. 
Pomposus fills his magisterial chair ; 

Pomposus governs— but. my muse, forbear; 
Contempt, in silence, be ihe pedant's lot ; 

His oame and precepts be alike forgot : 

T********^**^ rwiredftom 

Kjrc^ tkksticf hiring nuid«d OUn^aira 
imn u : Uw tea t^uy u l>««<|.Aa»i«r ; in «dic« b« 

■eig »Kn rt|uil hen# — lo hwiMir inU U\«ni.ire (he *erv 
Uleurre o«ee wfa^h he (Pfcuded Pinetfr^c 

^ l*^reiie«B i a wmM tee le cnBim^i(e anilld. 

»«« oevee ilvuMca K c»AsUertl4e 
betweea iiwc« rivil ceedhktiei <m IU« v.i, im cJuIr t 
«• ibb I can Mt|r Mf, 

§ vim «e«rit veliiKMM *ei*, Vrteitflt 
Mil hew UMi ccrUaJok hvtek 
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No more his mcntton shall my verse degrade,— 
To him my ihbuie is already paid. 


High, through those elms, with hoary branches 
crown d, 

Fair Ida’s bower adorns the landscape round : 
There Science, from her favour’d seat, surveys 
The vale where rural Nature claims her praise; 

To her awhile resigns her youthful train, 

Who move in joy, and dance along the p9ajn ; 

In scatter’d groups each favour’d haunt pursue ; 
Repeat old pastimes, and discover new; 

Flush'd with his rays, beneath the noontide sun, 

I n rival bands between (he wickets run, 

Drive o’er the sward the ball with active force, 

Or chase with nimble feet Us rapid course. 

But these with slower steps direct tlieir way. 
Where Brent’s cool waves in Umpid currents 
stray : 

While yonder few search out some green retreat. 
And arbours shade them from the summer heat: 
Others, again, a pert and lively crew, [view, 
Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed In 
With frolic quaint their antic jests cxp^. 

And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes : 

Nor rest with mis, but many a passing fray 
Tradition treasures for a future day : [fought. 

* ’Twas here the gather’d swains lor vengeance 
And here we earivd the conquest dearly bought; 
Here have we fled before superior might, 

And here renew’d the wild tumultuous fleht< 
While thus our souls with early passions swell, 

In lingering tones resounds the distant bell ; 

Th' allotted hour of daily sport Is o’er. 

And l.earnlpg beckons from her temple s door. 
No splendid tablets grace her simple hall. 

But ruder ri.K:ords filT the dusky wall ; 

There, deeply carved, behold I each tyro’s name 
Secures Its owner’s academic fame : 

Here mingling view the names of sire and son— 
The one long graved, the other just be^n t 
These shall survive alike when son and sire 
Beneath one comnion stroke of fate expire ; 
Perhaps their bst memorial these alone. 

Denied in death a monumental stone. 

Whilst to the gale in mournful cndcnce wave 
The sighing weeds (hat hide (lieir nameless 
grave. 

And here my name, and many an early friend’s. 
Along the wall in lengthen’d line extends. 
Though still our deeds amuse the youthful race. 
Who trttd our steps, and All our fbnuer place, 
Who young obey’d their lords in silent awe, 
Whose nod commanded, and whose voice was 
law ; 

And now, in turn, possess the rrins of power, 
To rule the little tyrants of an hour; 

Though sometimes with the ui«$ of ancient day. 

They pass the dreary w inter’s eve away 

* And thus our former rulers stemm’d the tide. 
And thus they dealt the combat side hy side : 
Just in this place the mouldenng walls they 
scaled, 


Here Frobus came, the rising fray to quell. 

And here he falter’d forth his last farewell ; 

And here one night abroad they dared to roim. 
While bold Pomposus bravely stay d at home , 
While thus thev sp^, t he hour must soon arrive, 
When names of these, like ours, alone survive : 
Yet a few years, one general wre^ will whelm 
The faint remembrance of our fairy realm. 


Dear hon«t lace I though now we meet no 
more, . , 

One last long look on what we were before— 
Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu— 
Drew tears from eyes unused lo weep wiih you. 
Throu^ splendid circles, fashion’s gaudy 
Where folly's glaring standard waves unfurl d, 

I plunged to drown in noise my fond regret, 
And all 1 sought or hoped waste forget. ^8ce. 
Vain wish I if chance some well-rememWd 
Some old companion of my early race, 
Advanced to claim his friend with honest joy, 
My eyes, my heart, proclaim’d me siill a boy ; 
The glittering scene, the fluttering groups 
around. 

Were quite forgotten when my friend was found; 
The smiles of beauty— (for, alas I I’ve known 
What ’(is ts* bend before Love’s mighty throne)— 
The smiles of beauty, though tliose smiles ^ve^e 
dear, . [near ; 

Could hardly charm me. when that friend was 
My thenfghts bewilder’d in the fond surprise, 
Tm woods of Idn danced before my eyes 
I saw the ^rightly wanderers pour along, 

I saw and join d again the joyous throng ; 

Pam lag. again I traced her lofty grove, 

And frwndshijr's feelings triumjili'd over love. 


llsih* 

W’ 

Vo o 


Yet why should I alone with such delight 
Retrace ihe circuit of my former flight ? 

Is there 110 cause beyond ihe common claim 
ndear’d to all in childhood's very name ? 

sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, 
hich whispers fri(.*n<J»hip will be doubly cle.ir 
» one who thus fur kindred hearts must ro.im. 
I^nd seek abroad the love denied at liome. 
[Those liearts. dear Ida, have I found in dice— 
A home, a world, a paradise lo me. 

I'lern Death forbade my orphuu youth lo share 
The lender guidance 01 a father’s care. 

Can rank, or e'en a guardlnn's name, supply 
The love which glistens in a father’s eye ? 

For (his can wealth or title’s sound atone, 
Klade, by a parent's early loss, my own ? 

What brother springs a brother’s love to seek? 
What sister’s gentle kiss has presi my cheek ? 
For me how dull the vacant moments rise. 

To no fond bosom link'd by kindred ties I 
Oft in the progress of some fleeting dream 
Fraternal smiles collected round me seem : 
While still the vi»ons to my heart are prest, 
The voice of love will murmur in my rest : 

. I hear — I wake— and in the sound rejoice ; 

1 1 bear ^aiu,— but ah I m brother’s voice. 

A hermit, midst of crowds, 1 fain would stray 


NorbolUMrb««.in,.thd,«,.ngmavan'd;!Xl»r.;i>;:gh;hc^^^^^ 
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VVhile Jhese a thousand kindred wreaths entwine, 
* cal] one angle blossom mine : 

What then remains? in solitude to groan 
To mix in friendship, or to sigh alone. 

1 hus must I cling to some endearing hand, 

And none more dear than Ida's social band. 

Alonso I best and dearest of my friends 
Thy name ennobles him who thus commends * 
Worn this fond tribute thou canst gain no praise : 
I he praise is his who now that tribute pays. 

Uh l in (ho promise of thy early youth, 

If hope anticipate the words of truth 

T "’k "’y glorious name, 

io build Ins own upon thy deathless fame 
i^nentl of ray heart, and foremost of the list 
Uf those wjih whom 1 lived supremely blest 
Oft have we drain'd the font of ancient lore • 

J hough drinking deeply, tlilrsung still the more, 
vet, when confinement's lingering hour was 
done. • 

Oiir 8|wrts, our studies, and our souls were one • 
J ogeiher we impell'd the flying hall : 

I ogether waited in our tutor'shall ; 
iogeiner Join’d in cricket’s manly toll, 

Ur shared the nroduce of the river's spoil : 

Or. plunging from the green declining shore. 
Our pliant limbs the buoyant billows bore • 

In every element, unchaneed. the same. 

All, all that brothers should be, but the name. 

my Jocund boy I 

Davus, the harbinger of childish ioy : 
ever foremost in the ranks of fun, 
laughing herald of the harmless pun ; 

Yet with a breast of such materials made— 
pleasing half afrakl ; 
uandld and liberal, with a heart of steel 

though net untaught to feel 
m 1 remember In the factious stni. 

HI Jh UM ray Ufe t 

A w" th« '>>»!.y weapon hunj, 

An aci^^i IW tl upon the sand : 

Lycu. I ,?.t' sWne. 


Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free, 
With honour’s soul, united beam in thee. 

Shall fair Euryalus pass by unsung ? 

From ancient lineage, not unworthy sprung : 
What though one sad dissension bade us part ) 
That name is yet emb.«lm'd within my heart ; 
Yet at (he mention does (hat heart rebound. 
And paJpiiaie, responsive to the sound. 

Envy dissolved our ties, and not our will : 

We once vrere friends.— I'll think tve are so still 
A form unmaich'd in nature's partial mould. 

A heart untainted, we in ilwe beliold : 

Yet not the senate’s thunder thou shall wield, 
Nor SMk for glory In the tented field ; 

To minds of ruder texture ihe^c l>e given— 

Thy soul shall nearer soar iis n, alive heaven. 
Haply, in polish'd courts might l>e thy seat, 

Hui that thy tongue could never forge deceit : 
The courtiers supple bow and sneenng smile. 
The flow of compUment, the slippery w lie, 
Would make that breast with indignation hum. 
And all the glittering snares to tempt thee spurn. 

, Domestic happiness will stamp thy fate ; 

Sacred lo love, unclouded e'er by hate ; 

'Fhe world admire thee, and thy friends adore : 
Am Wt ion's slave alone would toil for more. 

Now last, bill nearest, of the social band, 

See honest, open, generous Cleon stand, 

With scarce one speck to cloud the pleasing 
scene. ^ 

No vice degrades that purest soul serene. 

On the same day our studious race begun. 

On the same day our studious race was run ; 
Thus skle by we pass’d our firsi career, 

1 hw skIc bv side we strove for many a year ; 

At last concluded our scholastic life, 

We iwit her conquer’d in the classic strife : 

M speakers, each supports an equal name," 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame : 

To soothe a youthful rival's early pride, 

Though Clews candour would the palm divide, 
Yet candour s self compels me now to own 
jjustice aw.irds it to my friend alone. 

Oh ! friends regretted, scenes for ever dear, 
R^embrance hails you with her warmest tear I 
. she bends o'er pensis'e Fancy's um, 

0 tratt the hours which never can return ; 
et With the retrospection loves to dwell, 
ind soothe the sorrows of her last farewell I 
el greets the triumph of my boyish mind, 

AS infaM laurels round my head were twined, 
When Probus' praise repaid my lyric song, 
w placed me higher in the studious throng ; 

Ur when my nmt harangue received applause, 

Htt sage iwiTuction the primeval cause, 

«Jai gratitude to him my soul possesl, 

While hopeofdawning honours fill'd my breast I 

^r all my humUe fame, to him alone 
1 he praise is due, who made that fame my own. 
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Oh 1 could ! soar above these feeble lays, 

These young efruslons of my early days. 

To him cny muse her noblest strain would five * 
The song might perish, but the theme might 
live. 

Yet why for him the needless verse essay ? 

His Honour’d name requires no vain display r 
By every son of grateful Ida blest. 

It Htids an echo in each youthful breast ; 

A farne beyond the glories of the proud. 

Or all the plaudits of the venal crov^d. 

Ida I not yet exhausted is the theme. 

N'or closed (he progress of my youthful dream. 
How many a friend deserves the grateful strain I 
What scenes of childhood still unsung remain 1 
Yet let me hush this echo of the past, 

'T his parting song, the dearest xnd the last ; 

And brood in secret o’er those hours of joy« 

'I'o me a silent and a sweet entploy, 

While, future hope and fear alike unknown, 

[ think with pleasure on the past alone ; 

Yes. to the past alone my heart confine. 

And chase tne phantom of what once was mine. 

Ida I still o’er thy hills in Joy preside. 

Anri proudly steer through times eventful tide ; 
Still may thy blooming sons thy name revere, 
Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear.— 
That tear, perhaps, the fondest which will flow 
O'er thelf last scene of hapjuness below. 

Tell me, ye hoary few, who glide along. 

The feeble veterans of some former throng. 
Whose friendSi like autumn leaves by tempests 
whirl’d. 

Are swept for ever from this busy world ; 
Revolve ihe fleeting moments of your youth. 
While Care as yet withheld her venom d tooth ; 
Say if remembrance days like these endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years? 

Say, can ambition’s fever'd dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to soothe your hours of woe? 
Can treasures, hoarded for some thankless son, 
Can royal smiles, or w reaths by slaughter won. 
Can stars or ermine, man's maturer toys 
(For glittering baubles are not leR to boys). 
Recall one scene so much beloved to view 
As those where Youth her garland twined for you ? 
Ah, no 1 amidst the gloomy calm of ^e 
You turn with faltering hand life’s varied page : 
Peruse the record of your days on earth. 
Unsullied only where it marks your birth i 
Sill] Lingering pause above each chequer'd leaf. 
And blot with tears the sable lines of grief ; 
Where Pasrion o'er (he (heme her mantle threw. 
Or weeping Virtue sigh'd a faint adieu : 

Rut bless the scroll vi^ich fairer wwds adcra. 
Traced by the rosy finger of (be mom ; 

When Friendship bow’d before (he sbrioe of 
Truth, 

And Love, without bis pinion, smiled on youth.* 
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ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, 

ENTITLED ‘THE COMMON LOT.'* 
Montcomexy I true, the common lot 
Of niortals lies in Lethe's wave i 
Yet some shall never be forgot. 

Some shall exist beyond the grave 
' Unknown the region of hts birth,' 

Tlie hero rolls the tide of war ; f 
Yet not unknown his martial worth. 

Which glares a meteor from afar. 

His joy or grief, his weal or woe. 

Perchance may 'scape the page of lame : 
Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

The patriot’s and the poet’s frame 
Must share the common tomb of all . 
Their glory will not sleep the same ; 

TVfca/w'ill arise, though empires fall. 

The lustre of a beautv’s eye 

Assumes the gliasifv stare of death ; 

The fair, the bruve, the good must die, 

And sink the yawning grave beneath. 

Once more the speaking eye revives, 

Still beaming through the lover’s siraiti : 
For Petrarch's Laura siill survives : 

She died, but ne'er will die ag.iin. 

The rolling seasons pass away, 

And Trfiie. untiring, waves his wing ; 
Whilst honour s laurels ne’er decay. 

But bloom in fresh, unfading spring. 

AH. all must sleep In grim repose. 

Collected in the silent tomb; 

The old and young, with friends and foes. 
Festering alike in shrouds, consume. 

The mouldering marble lasts lis day. 

Yet falls at length a useless fane ; 

To ruin's ruthless fangs a prey. 

The w recks of pillar'd pride remain. 
Wliat, though the sculpture be destroy’d, 
From dark oblivion meant to guard ; 

A bright renown shall be enjoy'd 
By those wliose virtues claim reward. 
Then do not say the common lot 
Of all lies deep in Lethe's w av‘e ; 

Some few who ne’er will be forgot 
Sludl burst the bondage of the grave. 


TO A LADY 

WHO PRF4ENTED THE AUTHOR WITH TllK 
VELVET BAND WHICH BOUND HER TKESSES. 

This Band, which bound thy yellow hair, 

Is mine, sweet girl 1 thy pledge of love : 

• Written b)r Meo»foa«rT. auihof o( 

in A'C. 

* K* i^ertkulai heio Is here MlwdeC l«. Thr eii>loto «■ 

NoMur^ Edward the BWek Rriace. enil In 
eMCcm Wmo tW r^« af MfRwo M gK. Frea«ricli th« Ore*(. 

Sue. Chertes ct S*««lcn. art fuBjIier to every 
hietericel r«aU,ir i bM Ute mccs of (heir Urth ve 

lee very aeBFrvFertien^ih^adiBUen. 
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It Claires my warreesr. dearest care. 

Like reUcs left of saints above. 

Oh I I will wear it next my heart ; 

Twill bind niy soul in bonds to thee : 

From meai^n *twiU ne’er depart. 

But mingle in the grave with me. 

The dew I gather from thy lip 
Is not so dear to me as this : 

That 1 but for a moment sip, 

And banquet on a transient bUss : 

TAij will recall each youthful scene, 

E en when our lives are on the wane ; 

The leaves of Love will still be green 
When Memory bids them buuagairt. 

Oht liitle lock of golden hue. 

In gen I ly waving ringlet curVd, 

By the dear head on which you grew, 

J would not lose you for a world. 

♦ * 

Not (hough a thousand more adorn 
The p»/lish’d brow where once you shone. 
Mke rays which gild a cloudless mom. 
llcncnih Columbia’s fervid toi^. 

LINES 

ADnaRSSKU TO THR RKV. J. T. BKCHER. ON 
HIS AUVISISC TJtE AUTJlOK 'fO UIX SIOXE 
WITH SOCIETY. 

Dear Becher. you tell me to mix with mankind ; 

1 cannot deny such a i^ecpt is wise ; 

But retirement accords wjih the tone of my mind : 

I will not descend to a world 1 despise. 

Did the wnate or camp my exertions require, 
fV ^ 6^* prompt me m once to go forth ; 

>V hm in fancy 's years of proUt Ion expire, 
wchance I may strive todistinguish my Innh. 
The fire In the cavern of Etna conceal'd 
btiU mantles unseen in its secret recess • 

M teiigth in a volume terrific reveal’ d. I press, 
wo torrent can quench it, no bounds ^n re- 

fof ^«»rne. 

to hope for p«lerily*spmjse. 
with the ph^nix ois pi.uSTs^ 

With him I would wish to expire in il»o blase, 
w the life of a Pox, of a Chatham the d«uh, 

I tlanger, what woe would 

> ntir gtoiy illumine* the gloom of their fr*.e. 

"’J:?’.'™ f«U herd? 

Why^ch to her l*«i«r,, or eringe to her 


My passion the matrons of prudence reprove ; 

J have found that a friend may profess, yd 
deceive. 

To me xvhai is wealth ?— if may pass in an hour 
If tyrants prevail, or If Fortune should frown 
To me what is fide? — the phantom of power; 

To me what is fashion?— I seek but renowt 
Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul ; 

I still am unpractised to varnish the truth : 
Then why sliould I Uve in a hateful control? 
Why waste upon folly the days of my youth ? 

REMEMBRANCE. 
p/Tt& done !— I saw it in my dreams ; 

~ No more with hope the future beams ; 

Kl y days of happiness are few : 

Chill’d by misfortune's wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast ; 
l.ove. Hope, and Joy. alike adieu I 
Would I couki add Kcmembrance tool 


1 m DEATH OKCALMAR AND ORLA.* 
AN ISIITATION Ot MACntERSO.V's OSSIAN. 

Dear are the'days of youth] Age dwells 
on their remembrance through (he mist of time. 
In the twilight he recalls the sunny hours of 
mom. He lifts his spear with trembling hand, 

’ Not thus feebly did J raise the steel before my 
fathers I ‘ Past H the race of heroes. But their 
fame rises on the harp; their souls ride on the 
wings of the wiiMl ; thcyhe.ir the sotind through 
the sighs of tlw storm, and rejoice in their hall 
of clouds! }>uch is Calmnr. The grey stone 
marks his narrow house. J te looks down from 
eddying tempests : l>e rolls his form In the w hirl- 
wind, and hovers on the blast of the mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the chief ; a beam of war to 
Fingal. His steps in the field were marked in 
blood. I^ochlin’ssons had fled before his angry 
spear: Imii mild was tl« eye of Calmar: soft 
w'.as the flow of his yellow locks : they streamed 
hke the meteor of the night. No maid was the 
sigh of his soul : his thoughts were given to 
fnentlahip.— to dark-haired Orla, destroyer of 
heroes ! E<|ual were their swonis in bailie ; but 
fiecce was the prate of Orb gentle alone to 
Laim.ir. Together they dwelt in the cave of 
Orthona. 

From I-ochlln, Swaran bounded o’er the blue 
waves, Erin’s sons fell beneath his ttiight. 
l-mgal roused his chiefs to combat. Their ships 
cover the ocean. Their hosts throng on tlie 
gr^ft hills. TTjey come to the aid of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the 
blaring oaks gleam through th# 
valley. The sons of LoeSUn slept : their dreams 
Sf JiR the spear in thought, 

and Fingal flies. Not so the host of Morven. 

u e<*aMef»>.ly viried lathe eauslrosha, 

iSith Surj^tu,, 0( wtakh epteete « tm v 
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To watcb was the post of Orla. Calmer stood 
by his side. Their spears were in their hands. 
FingaJ called his chiefs: they stood around. 
The king was in the midst. Grey ^>ere his 
locks, but strong Nvas the arm of the king. Age 
withered not his powers. *Sons of MorN’en,' 
said tiie hero, ’ to-morrow we meet the foe. 
But where is Cuthullin, the shield of Erin? 
He rests in the halls of Turn ; he knows not of 
our coming. Who will speed through Lochlin 
to the hero, and call the chief to arms ? The 
path is by the swords of foes : but many are my 
heroes. They are thutulerbolcs of war. Speak, 
ye chiefs I Who will arise?’ 

*SoQ of Trenmor ! mine be the deed/ said 
dark -haired Orla. *and mine alone. What is 
death to me? 1 love the steep of the mighty, 
but Little is the danger. The sons of l.oehbn 
dream. I wiU seek car-bome Cuihullin. If I 
fall, raise the song of bards : and lay me by the 
stream of Lubar/^‘And shalt thuufall alone?' 
said f.)ir*hsired Calmar. ' Wilt thou leave thy 
friend afar? Chief of Oithona I not feeble b 
toy arm in fight. Could 1 see thee die. .ind not 
lift the spear? No. Orla I ours has been the 
chase of the roe-buck, and the feast of shells: 
ours be the path of dancer: ours has been the 
cavu of Oiihona : ours be the narrow dwelling 
on ihti banks of l.ul>ar.' * Calmar.' said tlie 
chief of Oiihona. ' why should thy yellow locks 
DC darkened in the diut of Erin ? Let me fall 
alone. My father du ells in hb hall of air : he 
Nvili rejoice in his boy : but (be biue-eyed Mora 
sprees the feast for her son in Morven. She 
Usiens to the steps of the hunter on the heath, 
and thinks it is the tread of Calmar. Let her 
not say. *' Calmar has fallen by the steel of 
LochUn : he died with gloomy Orla. the chief 
of the dark brow." Why should teandim the 
a sure eyes of Mora? Why should her voice 
curse Orla. the destroyer of Calmar? Live, 
Calmar I Live to raise my stone of moss ; live 
to revenge rne in the blood of Lochlin. Join 
the song of bards above my grave. Svreet will 
be the song of death to Orla» from the voice of 
Calmar. My ghost shall smile on the notes of 
praise.* ' Orla.' said the son of Mora. * could I 
raise (he song of death to my friend ? Could 1 
give his fame to the winds ? No. my heart would 
spe^ in sighs : faint and broken are the sounds 
of sorrow. Orla I our souls shall hear the song 
together. One cloud shall d< ours on high : 
the bards will mingle the names of Orla and 
Calmer.* 

They quit tbe circle of tbe chiefs. Their steps 
are to the host of Lochlin. The dying blase of 
oak dim twinkles tli rough the nighL The 
northern star points the path to Tura. Swaian. 
the king, rests on his lonely bill. Here the 
troops are mixed: they frowo in sleep: their 
shields beneath th^ beads. Their swords glrnn 
at distance in heaps. Tbe fires are faint ; (beir 
embers fail in smoke. AH b bushed ; bot the 
gale siehs on <Le rocks above. Lightly ^beel 


(he heroes through the slumbering band. Half 
(he journey is post, when Mathon, resting on his 
shield, meets the eye of Orla. It rolls in fiame. 
and gUstens through (he shade. His spear Is 
raised on high. * Why dost thou bend thy 
brow, chief 01 Oithona?' said fair-haired Calmar: 
• we are in the midst of foes. Is this a time for 
delay? ' * It is a time for vengeance.' said Oila 
of (M gloom y brow. ' Mathon of Lochlin sleeps : 
sees! thou hi$ spear? lis point is dim with the 
gore of my father. The blood of Mathon shall 
reek on mine; but shall I slay him sleeping, 
son of Mora? NoJ he shall feel his wound: 
my fame shall ckot soar on tbe blood of slumber. 
Rise, Mathon, rise I The son of Conna calls: 
thy Life is his : rise to combat.* Mathon starts 
from sleep ; Lmt did he rise alone ? No : the 
gathering chiefs bound on the plain. 'Fly! 
Calmar. lly I ' said dark-haired Orla. ' Mathon 
» mine. 1 shall die in Joy ; but Lochlin crowds 
around. Fly through the shade of night.' Orla 
turns. Tbe helm of Mathon is cleft ; his shield 
falls from his arm : he shudders in his blood. 
He rolls by the »de of the blaring oak. Stru* 
mon sees him fall ; his wrsih rises : his weapon 
glitters on the liead of Orla : hut a spear pierced 
his eye. His brain gushes through the wound, 
and foams on the spear of Calmar. As roll the 
waves of the ocean on (wo mighty barks of the 
north, so pour the men of Lochlin on the chiefs. 
As. breaking (he surge in foam, proudly steer 
the barks of (be norih , so rise t he eh iefs of M or* 
ven on the scattered crests of LochUn. The din 
of arms came to (be ear of Fingal. He strikes 
his shield : his sons throng around : the people 
pour along the heath. Ryno bounds in Joy. 
Ossiao stales In his arms. Oscar shakes the 
spear. The e^le wing of Fillan floats on the 
wind. Dreadful is the clang of death ! many 
are the widows of Lochbn 1 Morven prevails in 
its strength. 

glimmers on (he hills: no living foe is 
seen ; but the sleepers are many ; grim they lie 
00 Erin. The breese of ocean lifts their locks ; 
yet they do not awake. The hawks scream 
above (beir prey. 

breast of a 

chief? Bnght as the gold of the stranger, they 
rnmgle with the dark hair of his friend. Tis 
Calmar : he lies on the bosom of Orla. Theirs 
IS one stream of blood . Fierce is the look of t he 
gloomy Orla. He breathes not ; but hts eye is 
still a Dame. It glares In death unclosed. His 
hand is grasped iu Calmar's : but Calmar lives ( 
he Uv<^ though low. • Rise,' said the king. ‘ rise. 
soQ of Mora : 'tis mine (o heal tbe wounds of 
heroes. Calmar may yet bound on (he hills 0/ 
Morven.' 

* Never more shall Calmar ebase tbe deer of 
Morven with Orla,' said tbe hero. • What were 
tbe chase to me alone ? Who shaU share the 
woils of battle with Calmar ? Orla is at res( 1 
Rough was (by souh Orla ! yet soft to me as the 
dew of morn. K glared od others In Ugbinlng ' 
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to me a silver beam of ni^ht. Bear my sword 
(o blue-eyed Mora ; let ic hang in my empty 
hall. It is not pure from blood : but it could 
not save Orla. Lay me with my friend. Raise 
the song when 1 am dark t‘ 

They are laid by the stream of Lubar. Four 
grey stones mark the dwelling of Orla and Cal- 
mar. When Swaran was bound, our sails rose 
on the blue waves. 'Fhe winds gave our barks 
to Morven the bards raised the song. 

*What form rises on the roar of cbuds? 
Whose dark ghost gleams on the red streams of 
wmpesis? His voice rolls on the thunder. Tis 
Orla, the brown chief of Oiihona. He was un 
matched in war, Peace to thy soul, Orla I ihy 
fame will not perish. Nor thine, C\lnjar ? 
Lovely wast thou, son of blue-eyed Mora ; but 
not harmless was thy sword, h hangs in thw 
cave. The ghosts of Lochlin shriek arout»d its 
steely Hear Ihy praise, Calmar I It dwells on 
the voice of the mighty. Thy name shakes on 
ihe echoes of Morven. Then raise Ihy fair locks, 
son of Mora. Spread them on the arch of the 
rainbow ; and smile through the tears of the 
storm.' 

L’AmTlE EST L' AMOUR SANS AIL^. 

should my anxious breast repine, 

Because my youth is f 

Days of delight may still be mine 
AfTecUon is not dead. 

In (racing back the years of youth, 

Owfirm record, one lasting inilh, 

Celestial consolation brings ; 

It. ye brec«s, (o Ihe seat. 

Where first my heart responsive beat,— 

/ Frleodshlp is Love without his wings I ’ 

^ deeply chequer’d years. 

Whai momeuii have been mine ! 

Now hn f obscured by clouds of Icars. 

Now blight in rays divine ; 

Howe er my future doom be cast. 

enraptured with the past, 
bJ * fondly clings : 

that thought is all thine own, 

rnendship it Love without hb wings I ' 
lightly wave 

4 heir branches on the gale 

FTlend.hip i, Lov« wihou, hi, wing. 


For thine are pinions like the wind, 

No trace of thee remains behind. 

Except, akis 3 (hy Jealous stings. 

Away, away ! delusive power. 

Thou shalt not haunt my coming hour; 
Unless, indeed, without thy wings. 

Seat of my youth 1 thy distant spire 
Recalls each scene of joy ; 

Kly bosom glows with former fire,— 

In mind again a boy. 

Thy gros’e of elms, thy verdant hill. 

Thy even path delights me still, 

^ch flower a double fr.igrance Aings ; 
Again, as once, in converse gay. 

Each de.'ir associate scums to say, 

* Friendship is Love without his wings 1 * 

. ly Lycus i wherefore dost thou weep ? 

Thy Calling tears restrain ; 

Affection for a time tnay sleep, 

Bui, oh. 'twill wake again. 

'rhlnk, think, my friend, when next we mMt, 
Our long-wUh'd interview, how sweet I 
Fromthb my hofte of mpiure springs; 
While youthful hearts thus fondly swdl. 
Absence, my friend, can only tell, 

* Friendship b Love without his wings 1 * 

In one, aiwi one alone deceived, 

Did I my error mourn ? 

No— from oppressive bonds a*IJcved, 

I left the w retch to scorn. 

I turn'd (O those my childhood knew. 

With feelings warm, with bosoms true, 
Twined wUh my hearts according strings 
And till those vital chords shall bre.ak, 

For none but tliesc iny breast shall wake 
Friendsliip, the power deprived of wings I 

Ye few I tny soul, my Life Is yours. 

My memory and iny hope ; 

Your worth a lasting love insures. 

Unfetter'd In Us scope; 

Prom smooth deceit and terror sprung, 

With aspect fair and honey'd tongue. 

Let Adulation wait on kings; 

With joy elate, by snores beset. 

Wv. we. my friends, can ne'er forget 

* Friendship b Love without his wings t 

Fictions and dreams inspire the bard 
Who rolls the epic song ; 

Friendship ami truth be my reward— 

To me no bays belong ; 

If laurell'd F'onie but dwells with Iks, 

Me the enchantress ever files. 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings 
&mple and young. I dare not feign ; 

Mioe be the rude yet heartfelt strain. 

' Friendship b Love without his wings I ‘ 

THE PRAYER OF NATURE 
FATHBk of Light I great God of Heaven 
Hear'st thou (he accents of despair t 
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Can giiiU lik« man's b« e'er forgiven? 

Can vice atone for Crimea by prayer? 

Father of Light, on thee 1 call ! 

Thou $ee$t my soul is dark within ; 

Thou who canst mark the sparrow's fall. 

Avert from me the death of sin. 

No shrine I seek, to sects unknown ; 

Oh. point to me the path of truth I 
Thy dread omnipotence I own ; 

Spare, yet amend, the faults of youth. 

Let bigots rear a gloomy fane. 

Let superstition hail (he pile. 

Let priests, to spread (heir sable reign. 

With tales of mystic rites beguile. 

Shall man confine his Makers sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone ? 

Thy temple Is the face of day ; 

Earth, ocean, i\eaven, thy boundless throne. 

Shall m.an condemn his race to hell, 

Unless they bend in pompous fonri ? 

Tell us that all. for one who fell. 

Must perish in the mingling storm ? 

Shall each pretend to reach the skies. 

Yet doom his brother to expire. 

Whose soul a different hoi^ supplies. 

Or doctrines less severe inspire ? 

Shall these, by creeds they can t expound. 
Prepare a fancied bliss or woe ? 

Shall reptiles, grovelling on the ground. 

I'heir great Creator’s purpose know ? 

Shall those, who IWe for self alone, 

Whose years float on in daily crime — 

Shall (hey by Faith for guilt atone. 

And live beyond the bounds of Time ? 

Father I no prophet's laws I seek, — 

Thy laws In Nature's works appear ; — 

1 own myself corrupt and weak. 

Yet will 1 pray, tor thou wilt hear 1 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star 
Through trackless realms of ccther’s space ; 
Who calm st the elemental war, 

Whose hand from pole to pole I (race : 

Thou, who in wisdom placed me here. 

Who. when thou wilt, canst lake me hence. 
Ah I whilst I tread this earthly sphere. 

Extend to me thy wide defence. 

To Thee my God. to thee I call 1 
Whatever weal or woe betide. 

By thy command \ rise or fall. 

In thy protection I confide. 

If. when this dust to dust's restored. 

My soul shall float on airy wing. 

How shall thy glorious name adored 
Inspire her feeble voice to ^ng 1 
But. if (his fleeting spirit share 
With clay the grave's denial bed. 

^Vhile life yet throbs I raise my prayer. 
Though doom'd no more to quit the dead. 


To Thee 1 breathe my humble strain, 
Grateful for all thy mercies past. 
And hope, my God. to thee again 
This erring life may fly at last. 


TO EDWARD NOEL LONG, ESQ. 

* Nil e»Mut«ri«B Jo«i»nd» unus •mlco. — Hoa. 

Dbar Long, in this sequester'd scene, 
While all around in slumber lie. 

The joyous days which ours have been. 

Come rolling fresh on Fancy's eye ; 
Thus if amidst the gathering storm. 

While clouds the darken'd noon deform. 
Yon he.iven assumes a varied glow. 

I hail the sky's celestial bow. 

Which spreads the sign of future peace. 
And bids the war of tempests cease. 

Ah ! though the present brings but pain. 

I think those days may come again ; 

Or if. in mela^c^)o1y mo^. 

Some lurking envious fear intrude, 

To check my bosom* s fondest thought. 
And interrupt the golden dream, 

1 crush the fiend with malice fraught. 

And still indulge my wonted theme. 
Although we ne’er again can trace. 

I Gran la 8 vale, the pedant’s lore : 

Nor through the groves of Ida chase 
Our raptured visions as before. 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion. 
And Manhood claims his stem dominion, 
Age will not every hope destroy. 

But yield some hours of sober )oy. 

Yes. 1 will hope that Time's broad iiiug 
NS'ill shed around some dews of »ring : 
But if his scythe must sweep (he flowers 
Which bloom among the fairy bowers. 
Where smiling Youth delights to dwell, 
And hearts w ith early rapture sw ell ; 

If frowning Age. with cold control. 
Confines the current of the soul. 

Congeals the tear of Pity’s eye. 

Or checks (he sympathetic sigh. 

Or hears unmoi'etJ misfortune’s groan, 
And bids me feel for self alone ; 

Oh ! may my bosom never learn 
To soothe its w’onted heedless flow. 
Still, still demise the censor siem, 

But ne'er forget another's woe. 

Yes. as you knew me io the days 
O'er which Remembrance yet delays. 

Still may I rove, untulor'd, wild. 

And even in age at heart a child. 

Though now 00 airy visions borne. 

To you my soul is still (he same. 

Oft has it been my fate to mourn. 

And all my former Joys are ume. , 

But, hence ! ye hours of sable hue ! ’ 

Your frowns are gone, my sorrows o'er : 
By wry bliss my childhood knew, 
ru Uunk upon your shade no more. 
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Thus, when th« whiriwind's rage is past. 

And caves (heir sullen roar enclose, 
We heed no more the wintry blast. 

When lull'd by zephyr to repose. 

Pull often has my infant Muse 
Attuned to love her lanfuid lyre : 

But now, without a theme to cho^. 

The strains in stolen sighs expire. 

Mv youthful nymphs, alas 1 are down ; 

li— is a wife, and C— a mother, 

And CaroUna sighs alone, 

And Mary's given to another ; 

And Cora’s eye which loU'd on me, 

Can now no more my love recall : 

In truth, dear Long, 'iwas time to dee ; 

For Cora's eye will shine on .all. 

And (hough the sun, with gemnl rays. 
His beams alike to all dispTays. 

Amt every lady's eye's a smm. 

These lut should be confined to one. 
The soul's meridian don't become her, 
Whose sun displays a general iummtri 
Thus faint is every former flame. 

And passion s self is now a name. 

Ai. when toe ebbing flames are low. 

The aid which once improved their light, 
And bade them bum with fiercer glow. 
Now <)uenches all ilicir sparks in night \ 
Thus has it been with passion's fires. 

As many a Iwy and girl remembers, 
While nil the force of love expires, 
Extingubh d with the dying embers. 


But now. dear Long, 'tls midnight's noon. 
A^ clouds obscure the wateiy moon. 

Whose beauties I shall not rehearse, 
Described in eveiy stripling's verse : 

should I the path go o'er. 

Which every bard has trod before? 

Yet ere wn silver lamp of night 

Has thrice perform’d her staled round, 

Heu ihnce retraced her path of light. 

And chased away ihe gloom profound, 
ii!^' *hat we, my gentle friend, 

9^11 see her rolling orbit wend 
J^ve the deardoved peaceful seat, 
wnich once contain'd our youth s retreat : 

whh those our childhood knew 
we n mingle in the festive crew ; 
wh e many a talc of former day 

aU the flow of aouU shall oour 
^ Iwelleciual shower. 

* Lunas waning horn 
«*tce glimmers through the mist of mom. 


A LADY. 

^ aI 

?I**^*® appear'd a toket 
IW fnllin hadiuS (hgn yn 
w«nmy 


To thee these early faults I owe. 

To thee, (he wise and old reproving : 

They know my sins, but do not know 
'Twas tbine to break the bonds of loving 

For once my soul, like thine, was pure. 

And all its nsing fires could snunher ; 

But now thy vows no more endure. 

Bestow'd by thee upon another ; 

'erhaps his peace 1 could destroy. 

And spoil the Misses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in |oy. 

For thy dear sake I cannot hate him. 

Ah ! since thy angel form is gone. 

VI y heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone. 

Attempts, alas I to find in many. 

Then lare thee well, deceitful maid I 
Twere v.oin and fruitless to regret thee . 

Nor hope nor memory yield their aid. 

But pride may teach me lo forget thee. 

Yet all this giddy waste of years. 

Thb tiresome round of palling pleasures. 
These varied loves, these matron^' fears, 

These thoughtless strains to passion's inca 
sures— 

If thou were mine, had all been hush'd 
I'his check, now pale from e.arly riot, 

Wiih passion's hectic ne'er had flush'd, 

But bloom'd m calm domestic quiet. 

Yes. once the rural scene was sneet, 

For Nature seem'd to smile before thee ; 
And once my breast abhorr'd deceit.^ 

For (hen it beat but to adore thee. 

But now 1 seek for other joys : 

To think would drive my soul to madness i 
In tlioughiless throngs and empiy noise 
1 conquer half my bosom's sadness. 

Yet. even in these a thought will steal 
In spile of every vain endeavour— 

And fiends might pity ul^t 1 feeb 
To know trial thou art lost for ever. 


kC 


WOULD 1 WERE A CARELESS CHILD. 
I WOULD t were a careless child. 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave. 

Or roaming through the dusky wild, 

Or bounding o'er the dark 6lue wave. 

‘^e cumbrous pom pj>f Sa x on pride * 

Records not vi iOi tbeJi^Dorn smi. 

Which loves the rnouptflin ’s^c raggysTde . 

And seeksj^ rocks where bilTowrfon. 

l^touoe ! Uke ba ck rheie euliurwt 
I T« e back this name of splendid sound I 
Lhat e tlw touch of servile hand|, 
iMte the slaves that cringe around. 
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t^lacc me among the rocks I lo^'^ 

Which sound to Ocean* s wildc« rw i 
I ask hut rhis^ agajn to rove . 

Through scenes my youth hath known before. 

Few are my years, and yet I feel 
The world was ne'er design’d for rnei 
Ah ! why do darkening sliades conceal 
The hour when man must cease to be ? 

Once { beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss I 
Truth i— wherefore did thy hated beam 
Awake me to a world like this ? 

I loved— but those 1 loved are gone : 

Had friends — my early friends are Aed; 

How cheerless feels the heart alone, 

When all its former hop^ are dead ! 

Though gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 

Though pleasure stirs the maddening soul. 

The heart— the heart— is lonely stUl. 

V How dull I to hear the voice of those 

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 
Have made, though neither friends ttor foes. 
Associates of the festive hour. 

Give mo again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings still the same, 

And 1 w ill (ly the midnight crew, 

Where boisterous joy is but a name. 

And woman, lovely woman I thou. 

My hope, my comforter, my all I 
How cold must be my bosom now, 

When e'en thy smiles begin to paH I 
Without a sigh would ( resign 
This busy scene of splendid woe, 

To make that calm contentment mine. 

Which virtue knows, or seems to know. 

Pidn would I fir th e haunts of men— 

1 seek CO shun, not hat^ ankin^ ; 

My breast require (he sullen glen , 

Whose gloom may suit a darken'd mind. 

Oh I that to me the wings were given 
Which bear the turtle to her nest I 
Then would 1 cleave the vault of heaven. 

To Aee away, and be at rest.* 


WHEN I ROVED A YOUNG HIGI1> 
LANDER. 

Whek I roved a young Highlander o'er the 
dark heath. (snow.f 

And climb'd thy steep summit, O Morveo, 

To gase oa the torrent that thunder’d beneath 
Or the mist of the tempest that gather'd below. 


Aod X *M. oa that aidwiaes km •doivi rwtb» 

h. a TU» *enc 
I ev 


Untutor'd by sdence, a stranger to fear. 

And rude as the rocks where my infancy grew. 
No feeling, save one, to my bosom was dear ; 
Need I say, my sweet Mary, 'twas centred in 
you 

Yet it could net be love, for I knew not ihe name. 
What passion can dwell in the heart of a child 7 
ut still I perceive an emotion the same (wild : 
As I felt, wlien a boy, on the crag<ovcrd 
One image alone on my bosom impress'd, 

I loved my bleak regions, nor panted for new ; 
And few were my wants, for my wishes were 
Mess'd ; [with you, 

And pure were my thoughts, for my soul was 

arose with the dawn ; with my degas my guide. 
From mountain to mountain 1 bounded along ; 
breasted the billows of Dee's rushing tide,* 
And heard at a distance t he f 1 igh I ander's song : 
At e^'e, on my heath>cover'd couch of repose. 
No dreams, save of Mary, were spread to my 
view i 

And warm to the skies my devotions arose. 

For the first of my prayers was a blessing on 
you. 

left my bleak home, and my visions are gone ; 
The mountains are vanish'd, my youth is no 
more : 

As the last of my race, t must wither alone, 
And delight but in days I have witness'd be- 
fore : 

Ah 1 splendour has raised but embitter'd my lot ; 
More dear were the Kenes which my infancy 
knew : (not forgot ; 

Though my hopes may have fail'd, yet they are 
Though cold is my heart, still It lingers with 
you. 

When I see some dark bill point I Is crest to the 
sky. 

I think of Ihe rocks that o'ershadow Colbleenif 
When 1 see the soft blue of a love-spiking eye, 
1 think of those eyes (hat endear d the rude 
scene: 

When, haply, some light-waving locks I behold, 
That faintly resemble my Mnry's in hue, 

I think on the long Aowing ringlets of gold, 
The locks that uem sacred to beauty and you. 

Yet the day may anive when the mountains once 
more 

Shall rise to my sight in their mantles of snow: 
But while these soar above me, unchanged as 
before. 

Will Majy be there to receive me ?— ah, no 1 
Adieu, then, ye hills, where my childhood was 
bred * 

Thou sweet-flowing Dee, to thy waters adieu I 
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No home in the forest shall shelter my head, — 

Ah I Mary, what home could be mine but 
with you ? 

TO GEORGE, EARL DELAWARR. 

Oh I yes, I will own we were dear to each other, 
The friendships of childhood, (bough fleeting, 
are true : 

The love which you felt was the love of a brother. 
Nor less the affection I cherish'd for you. 

But friendship can vary her gentle dominion * 

The attachment of vean in a moment expires; 
Lihe Love, too. she moves on a swift- waving 
pinion, (hres. 

But glows not. Lke Love, with unquenchable 

Pull oft have we wander'd through Ida together. 
And blest were the scenes of our youth. 1 a1* 
low 1 [weather I 

In the spring of our life, how serene is the 
But winter's rude tempests are gathering now. 
No more with nffretion shall memory blending. 

The wonted delights of our childhood retrace: 
When pride steels the bosom, the heart is un* 
bending. 

And what would be justice appean a disgrace. 
However, dear George, for I still must esteem 
you ; 

The few whom I love t can never upbraid : 

The chance which is lost may in future redeem 
you. 

Repentance w 111 cancel the vow you have made . 
t will not complain, and though chill'll Is affec- 
tion, 

With me no corroding resentment shall live : 
My bosom Is calm'd by the slm|>ie reflection. 
That both may be wrong, and that both sliould 
forgive. 

Vou knew that my soul, that my heart, my ex- 
istence. 

If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 
You knew me unaUer'd by years or ^ dhiancc. 
Devoted to love and to friendship alone. 

Jj away with the vain retfospec- 

— affection no longer endures ; 

* *25 may droop o'er therm recollection, 

Aftd sigh for (he friend who was formerly yours. 

present we part— I will hope not forever; 
rot time and regret will restore you at last ; 
t o lOTgei our lUssen^on we both should endea- 
vour, 

I ask no atonement, but days like the past 
TO THE EARL OF CLARE. 


The Wis$ which wing'd tho^ rosy ho^irs 
Was such as pleasure seldom shovers 
On mortals here below. 

Tlie rtcolleetion seems alone 
De.arer than all the joys I've known. 

When distant far from you : 

Though pain, *lis still a plea^ngpain, 

To (race those days and hours again, 

And ^igh again, adieu t 

My pensive memory lingers o'er 
I'hose scenes to be enjoy'd no moro, 

Those scenes regret (c^l ever : 

The measure of our you(h is full, 

1 jfe's es'cning dream is dark and dull. 

And we may meet— ah ! never! 

As when one parent spnng supplies 
Two s*re.im5 w luch from one fountain nsc. 

Together join'd in vain ; 

How soon, dive^ing from (heir source. 
Each, murmuring, seeks another course 
Till mittgled in the main 1 

Out vital streams of weal or woe. 

Though near, ol.-ts! disilneily flow, 

Nor mingle as before : 

Now swift or slow, now bl.ark nr cUvr, 

Till death's unfnlhom'd gulf appe.ar, 

And l)o(h shall quit the shore. 

Our souls, my friend » which once supplidl 
One wisli. nor breathed n thought beside, 
Now flow in different channels: 
Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

'Tis yours to mix in polish'd coitrts, 

And shine in fasbiott's annals : 

'Tis mine to waste on love my time, 

Or vent my reveries in rhyme, 

Without the akt of reason ; 

For senK* and reason (critics know it) 

Have quitted every atngfoiis poet, 

Nor left a thought to seise on. 

Poor IJlllcI sw^ecl, melo<lious bard 1 * 

Of late esteem'd it monstrous bard, 

That he, wlio sang Ixjforc all— 

He who the lore of lo^•c exiiniidcsl— 

By dire reviewers should be branded 
As void of wit and moral. t 

And yet, while Beauty's praise is thine, 
Harmonious favourite of the Nine I 
Repine not at thy lot. 

Thy soothing lays may still lie read. 

When Persecution's arm is dead. 

And critics are forgot. 

Still I must yield those worthies merit, 
Who chasten, with unsparing s^rit. 

Bad rhymes and those wno write them ; 
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And though mysolf may be the next 
By criticism to be vext. 

I really will not fight them.* 

Perhaps they would do quite as well 
To break the rudely sounding shell 
Of such a young beginner ; 

He who offends at pert nineteen, 

Ere thirty may become. I ween. 

A very harden’d sinner. 

Now» Clare, I must return to you ; 

And, sure, apologies are due : 

Accept, then, my concession. 

In truth, dear Clare, in fancy's flight 
1 soar along from l^t to right ; 

My muse admires digression, 
t think \ said *t would he your fate 
To add one star to royul state i— 

May regal smiles attend you I 
And should a noble monarch reign. 

You will not seek his smiles in vain, 

If worth can recommend you. 

Yet ^nce in danger courts abound. 

Where specious rivals glitter round, 

From snares may saints preserve you ; 
And grant your love or friendship ne’er 
Prom any claim a kindred care. 

But those who best deserve you I 
Not for a moment may you stray 
Prom truth's secure, unerring way I 
May no delights decoy I 
O’er roses may your footsteps move. 
Your smiles be ever smiles of love. 

Your tears be tears of joy I 
Oh I if you wish that hsppiness 
Your coming days and yeurs may bless. 

And virtues crown your brow j 
Be still as you were wont 10 be, 

Spotless as you’ve been known to me.— 
Be still as you are now. 

And though some trifling share of pr^. 
To cheer my last declining days, 

To me were doubly dear. 

Whilst blessing your beloved name, 
rd waive at once a pc^ts fame, 

To prove a prophtt here. 


• A Dodlsg to • hoftik metUf ¥«or« oaS Jeffr*; 

«l Cbolk Fim (Cl>iT4 


LINES WRITTEN BENEATH AN ELM 
IN THE CHURCHYARD OK HARROW. 

Spot of my youth ! whose hoary branches sigh, 
Swept by the breete that fans thy cloudlesssky: 
Where now alone I muse, who oft have trod. 
With those I loved, thy soft and verdant sod : 
With those who, scatter’d far, perchance deplore. 
Like me, (he happy scenes they knew before : 
Oh \ as 1 (race again thy winding hill. 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still. 
Thou drooping Elm f beneath whose boughs I 
lay, 

And frequent mused tlie twilight hours away : 
Where, as they once uere wont, my limbs re> 
dine. 

But ah 2 without the thoughts which then were 
mine : 

How do thy branches, moaning to the blast. 
Invite the bosom to recall the past. 

And seem to whisper, as they gently swell, 
*Take. while thou const, a lingering, last fare* 
well!’ 

When fate shall chill, at length, this fever’d 
breast, 

And calm its cares and passions Into rest. 

Oft have 1 thought, 'twould soothe my dying 
hour, — 

If aught may soothe when life resigns her 
power, — 

To know some humble grave, some narrow cell. 
Would hide my bosom where it loved to dwell. 
With this fond dream, mcihinl^, ’twere sweet to 
die— 

And here it linger’d, here my heart might lie ; 
Here might I sleep where all my hopes arose ; 
Scene of my youth, and couch of my repose ; 
Forew strejeh’d beneath this mantling shade, 
Press d w the lurf where once my childhood 
play d ; 

Wrapt by ihe sc^l that veils the spot I loved, 
aiixd with the earth o’er which my footsteps 
moved; ' 

*^***e^ lODgues that charm’d my youtbfu 

Mourn'd by the few my soul acknowledged here; 
DeploreiJ by those in eaKy days allied, 

And unremember’d by (he world beside. 
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ON REVISITING HARROW .• 
Hess once eogaged the strangers view, 
Young Friendship's record »cnply ira<^ ; 
Few were her words, but yet, though few, 
Resenimeni's hand the Une defaced. 

Oeeuly she cut — but not erasetl. 

The characters were still so plain. 

Tliat frlertdship once return'd, and gated— 
Till Memory hail’d the wor^ again. 

ReKniance placed them as before ; 

Forgiveness join'd her gentle name : 

So fair the In scrip lion seem’d once more. 
That friendship thought It still the same. 

1 l^s might the record now have been ; 

But. an I In spite of Hope's endeavour. 

Or Friendship's tears. Pride rush’d between, 
And blotted out the line for«ver. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS OF 
SOUTHWELL. 

A CABnisn. WHO DIED 0? DRUNKEHKUS. 

lies here, of the parish of South- 

A Co rrt^ who earriid his can to his mouth well : 
ul ^ he Mrritd so fast. 

u **''7 carritd at last ; 

He being too much for one. 

«« could not carry off.-so he’s now carri-aH. 

wu.*,. adieu. 
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No more through Ida's paths we stray; 
Soon must I share ihe gloomy cell. 

Whose ever-slumbi-rmg inmates du ell 
Unconscious of the day. 

Adieu, ye hoary Regal Fanes 
Ye spires of Granta’s vale, 

Wiwre Learning robed in s.ible reigns, 
And Melancholy pale. 

Ye comrades of ilie jovial hour. 

Ye tenants of the classic bower. 

On Cama's verdant margin plactnl, 
Adieu ( while memory still is mine. 

For, offerings on Oblivion's shrine. 

These scenes must be effaced. 

Adieu, ye mountains of the clime 
Wliere grew my youthful years : 

Where Lwh na Garr in snows sublime 
His giant summit rears. 

Why did my childhood wander forth 
From vou. ye regions of the North, 

With sons of pride to roam ? 

Why did I quit my Highland cave. 

Mart’s dusky heatn. and Dee’s cleat wave, 
To seek a Sotheron home I 

Hall of my Sires I a long farewell— 

Yet why to thee adieu ? 

Thy vaults will echo back my knell, 

Thy lowers my tomb will view : 

The faJrerii.g tongue which sung thy fall, 
And former glories of thy Ha!', 

Forgets its wonted simple note— 

But yet the Lyre retains the strIngSr 
And sometimes, on Aeolian wings. 

In dying strains may float. 

Fields, which surround yon rustic cot. 

While yet I Unger here. 

Adieu 1 you are not now forgot. 

To retrospection dear. 

Streamlet 1 along whose rippling surgo 
My youthful limbs were wont to urge. 

At noontide beat, their pliant course ; 
Plunging with ardour from the shore, 

Tl^ ^>rings will Uve these limbs no more, 
De^v^ of active force. 

And shall 1 here forget the scene. 
bliU nearest (o my breast 7 
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Rodcs rise and rivers roU between 
The spot which passion blest ; 

Yet. Mary, all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as in Love's bewitching dream. 

To me in smiles display'd ; 

Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay. 

Thine image cannot fade. 

And thou, my Friend 1 whose gentle love 
Yet thrills my bosom's chords. 

How much thy friendship was above 
Description's power of words ; 

Still neap my brenst thy gift I wear 
Which sparkled once with Feeling's tear, 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem ; 

Our souls were equal, and our lot 
In that dear moment quite forgot : 

Let Pride alone condemn t 

All, all is dark and cheerless now I 
No smile of Love's deceit 
Can warm my veins with wonted glow. 

Can bid Life's pulses beat : 

Not e'en the hope of future fame 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame, 

Or crown with fancied wreaths my head 
Mine is a short inglorious race,— 

To humble in the dust my face. 

And mingle with (iie d^d. 

Oh Fame 1 then goddess of my heart ; 

On him who gains thy praise. 

Pointless must mil the Spectre’s dart. 
Consumed in Glory's blase : 

But me she beckons from the earth. 

My name obscure, unmark'd my birth, 

My life a short and vulgar dream i 
Lo9\ in the dull, ignoble crowd, 

My hopes recline within a shroud. 

My mte Is Lethe's stream. 

When 1 repose beneath the sod, 

Unheeded in the clay. 

Where once my playful footsteps trod. 

Where now my head must lay, 

The meed of Pity will be shed 
In dew'drops o’er my narrow bed. 

By nightly skies, and storms alone ; 

No mortfil ^e will drign to steep 
With tears the dark sepulchral deep 
Which hides a name unknown. 

Fo^et this world, my restless sprite, 

Turn, turn tby thoughts to Heaven : 
Tliere must thou soon direct thy flight, 
if errors are forgiven. 

To bigots and to sects UAkooun, 

Bow down beneath the Almighty's Throne: 

To Him address thy trembling prayer : 
He, who is mervful and Just, 

Will not reject a child of dust. 

Although His meanest care. 

Father of Light I to Thee I call ; 

My soul is dark within : 


Thou who const mark the sparrow's fall. 

Avert the death of sin. 

Thou, who const guide the wandering star. 
Who calm'st the elemental war. 

Whose mantle is yon boundless sky. 

My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive; 
And, since I soon must cease to live. 
Instruct me how to die. 


TO ANNE. 

Ok Anne, your offences to me have been griev- 
ous : [save you : 

1 thought from my wrath no atonement could 

But woman Is made to command and deceive 
us— 

I look'd I 0 your face, and I almost forgave you . 

1 vow'd I could ne'er fora moment respect you. 

Yet thought that a day's separation was long: 

When we met, 1 determined again to suspect 
you— [wrong. 

Your smile soon convinced me suspicion was 

1 swore, In a transport of young Indignation. 

With fervent contempt evermore to disdain 
you: 

1 saw you— my anger became admiration ; 

And now. all my wish, all my hope's to regain 
you. 

With benuty like yours. 0 I 1 , how vain the con* 
tention I 

Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ; 

At once to conclude such a fruitless dissension. 

Be false, my sweet Anne, when 1 cease to 
adore you 1 


TO THE SAME. 

Oh, say not, sweet Anne, that the Fates have 
decreed Tdissever : 

The heart which adores you shenwd wish to 
5hjch Fates were to me most unkind ones In* 
deed,— (ever. 

To bear me from love and from beauty for 

Your frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which 
alone 

Could bid me from fond admiration refrain : 
By these, every hope, every wish were o'er- 
thrown. 

TIU smiles should restore me to rapture again. 

As the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined. 

The rage of the tempest united must n'eather ; 
My love and my life were by nature design'd 
To nourish alike, ot to perish together. 

Then say not. sweet Anne, that the Fates have 
decreed 

Your lover should ^ you a lasting adieu : 

. Till Fate con ordain that disbosom shall bleed, 

I His soul, Us existence, are centred is you. 
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TO A VAIN LADY. 

Ah I hcgdlftss prj I why (hus disclose 

ne'er wa^ meant for other eon \ 
Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig the source of future tears? 

Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid . 

While lurking envious foes will smile, 
For all the follies thou hast said 
Of those who spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl I thy ling 'ring woes are nigh, 

If thou beiiev’st what striplings say t 
Oh, from the deep temptation fly, 

Nor fall the specious spoiler's prey. 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast. 

The words man utters to deceise? 

Thy peace, thy hope, ihy all is lost. 

If thou canst venture to believe. 

While now amongst thy female peers 
Thou teU'st again tbc soothing tale. 
Const thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain vrould veil? 

cse tales In secret silence hush, 

Nor make thyself the public gate : 
What modest maid witiiout a blush 
Recounts a flattering coxcomb's praise? 

VWill not ilie laughing despise 
Her who relates each fond conceii— 
Who. thinking Heaven is in her eyes, 

Yet cannot see the slight deceit i 

Per she who takes a soft delight 
These amorous nothings In revealing. 
Must credit all we say or write, 

While vanity prevents concealing. 

if you priM your beauty's reign I 
No jealousy bids ms reprove : 

One, who is thus from ctature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 


4 
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/ TO THE AUTHOR OF A SONNET 

BBOIWKIKO •••SAD IS WV VERSK." EOU SAV, 
"AND YET NO TEAR.'" 

Ti^ verse is ’sad ' enough, no doubt i 
A devilish deal more sad than witty I 
7 ^ weep I can't find out, 

Unless for tAtt wo weep in |Mty. 

Yet there Is one I pity more ; 

Artd much, alas I I think he needs it r 
^ 

Who. to his own misfortune, rtttds it 
Thy rhymes, without the aW of magic, 

V.. be read— but never after : 

effect s by no means tragic, 
Although by far loo dull for laughter. 

But would you make oui bosoms Weed, 

AM of 00 common pang complaiA— . 

tf^ vraold n»ke ui^ ind^. 

Tell US| you U read them o'er again. 


FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

Thou Power! who hast ruled me through in- 
fancy's da^, [part. 

Young offspring of fancy, 'tis time we should 
Then rise on the gale this the last of my lays. 
The coldest effusion which springs from my 
heart. 

This bosom, responsive to rapture no more. 

Shall bush thy wild notes, nor implore thee to 
sing ; [soar, 

The feelings of childhood, which taught thee to 
Are w'aned far distant on Apathy’s wing. 

'Though simple the themes of my rude flotving 
Lyre, 

Yet even these themes are departed for ever ; 
No more beam the eyes which my dream could 
inspire. 

My visions are flown, to return, — alas t never. 

fWben dndn'd b (be nectar which gladdens the 
bowl. 

How vain is the effort delight to prolong f 
When cold b the beauty which dwelt in cny soul. 
What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song r 

Can the lips sing of I^ve in the desert nione, 

Of kisses and smiles which they now must 
resign ? I flown ? 

Or dwell with delight on the hours that ore 
Ab. no I for (hose hours can no longer be mine. 

Can they speak of the friends that I lived but lo 
love? 

Ah, surely affection ennobles the strain I 
But how can my numbers in sympathy move. 
When I scarcely can hope to behold them 
again? 

Can I sing of the deeds which my Fathers have 
done, [Sires? 

And raise my loud harp to tlie fame of niy 
For glories like theirs, ch, how faint b my tone I 
For Heroes’ exploits how unequal my Arcs I 

Untouch’d, (hen. my Lyre shall reply to (he 
blast — [o’er ; 

’Tb hush’d ; and my feeble endeavours arc 
And those who have heard it will pardon the post, 
When ihey know that its murmurs shall 
vibrate no more. 


And soon shall its wild erring notes be forgot. 
Since early affection and love are o'ercast ; 

Oh I blest hM my fate been, and happy my lot, 
Had the first strain of love been the dearest, 
(be lasL 

Farewell, my young Musel since we now can 
ne'er meet ; [are few ; 

If our songs have been languid, they surely 

Let us hope (hat the present at least will be 
sweet— 

The present — which scab oux eternal Adieu. 
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ON FINDING A FAN. 

In one who felt as once he fe!t. 

Tliis might, perhaps, have fann'd the flame ; 
Bui now his heart no more will meli, 

Because that heart is not the same. 

As when the ebbing flames are tbw, 

The aid which once improved their light. 
And bade them bum with fiercer glow. 

Now quenches all their blase in night. 

Thus has it been with passion's fires— 

As many a boy and girl remembers— 
While every hope of love expires. 

Extinguish'd with the dying embers. 

The first, though not a spark survive. 

Some careful hand may teach to bum \ 
The last, alas ! can ne'er survive ; 

No touch can bid iu warmth return. 

Or. if it chance to wake again. 

Not always doom'd its neat to smother, 

It sheds Iso wayward fates ordain) 

Its former warmth around another. 


TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD. 
VoUKG Oak 1 when I planted thee deep in the 

E round. (mine ; 

oped that thy days would be longer than 
1'hal thy dark-waving branches would flourish 
around. 

And Ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwine. 

Such, such was hope, when In infancy's years. 
On the land of my fathers l rear'd thee with 
pride ; (tears.— 

Th^ are past, and 1 water thy stem with my 
Thy decay not the weeds that surround thee 
can hide. 

1 left thee, my Oak, and. since that fatal hour. 

A stranger has dwelt In the hall of my sire : 
Till manhood shall crown me. not mine is the 
power. 

But his, whose neglect may have bade thee 
expire. 

Oh 1 hardy thou wert— even now little care 
Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds 
gently heal : 

But mou wert not fated aflection to share 

For who could suppose that a stnnger would 
feel I 

Ah, droop not, my Oak! lift Ihy head for a 
while ; 

Ere twice round yon Glory this planet shaU run. 
The hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile. 
When Infants years of probation aie done. 

Oh. live (hen, my Oak! tow'r aloft from (be 
weeds. (decay. 

That clog thy young growth, and assist tby 
For still in thy Ix^m are life's early seeds. 

And still may thy branches their be^ty dH- 
play. 


Oh I yet. if maturity's years may be (hlne. 
Though / shall lie low in (be cavern of death, 

On thy leaves yet the da/'beam of ages may 
shine. (breath. 

Uninjured by time, or the rude winter's 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
0*er the corse of thy lord in tny canopy laid j 

While the branches thus gratefully shelter his 
grave. [shade. 

The chief who survives may recline in thy 

AcmI as he, with his boys, shall revisit this spot. 
He will te!) them in whispers mote softly to 
tread. 

Oh ! surely, by these I shall ne'er be forgot ; 
Remembrance still hallows the dust of the 
dead. 

And here, will they say, when In life's glowing 
prime. [lay. 

Perhaps he has pour'd forth his young rimple 

And here must he sleep, till the moments of time 
Are lost in the hours of Eternity's day. 


v' TO MY SON. 

Those flaxen locks, those eyes of blue, 
Bright as thy mother's in their hue : 
Those rosy lips, whose dimples play 
And smile to steal the heart away, 

Recall a scene of former joy, 

And touch thy father's heart, my Boy I 

And thou const lisp a father's name— 

Ah. William, were thine own the same,— 
No self-reproach— but, let me cease— 

My care for thee shall purchase peace : 
Thy mother's shade shall smile in Joy, 
And pardon all the past, my Boy ! 

Her lowly grave the turf has prest, 

And ihou hast known a stranger's breast ; 
Derision sneers upon thy birth. 

And yields thee scarce a name on earth ; 
Yet snail not these one hope destroy,— 

A father's heart is thine, my Boy i 
Why. let the world unfeeling frown, 

Must I fond Nature’s claim disown 
Ah, no— though moralists reprove, 

I hail thee, dearest child of love, 

Fair cherub, pledge of youth and jov— 

A father guaras thy birth, my I* 

Oh, 'twill be svreet in thee to trace. 

Ere age has wrinkled o’er my face, 

Ere half my glass of life is run. 

At once a brother and a son ; 

And all my wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy 1 

Although so young thy heedless si/e. 
Youth will not damp parental fire ; 

And. wert thou siill less dear to me. 
While Helen’s form revives io thee. 

The breast, which beat to former joy, 

Will ne'er desert its pledge, my Boy I 
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FAREWELL! IF EVER FONDEST 
PRAYER. 

Farewelt. ! if tvtr fondest prayer 
For others weal avail'd on high, 

Mine will not all be lost in air. 

But waft ihy name beyond the sky. 
Twere vain to speak, to weep, to sigh • 

Oh ! more than tears of blood can tell, 
When wring from giiiU's exotring eye, 

Are in that word— Farewell !— Farewell I 

These Ups are mute, these eyes are dry ; 

Bui in my breast and in my brain, 

Awake the pangs that pass not by. 

The thought that ne'er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 
Though gncf and passion there rebel ; 

I only know we loved in vain^ 

I only fccl-Farewell I— Farewell ! 


BRIGHT BE THE PLACE OF TIIY SOUL. 
Bfticrir be the place of thy soul I 
No lo»elier spirit than ihine 
Eer burst from its mortal control 
In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 

On earth thou wert all but divii>e 
As thy soul shall immortally be • 

And our sorrow mav cease to repine. 

When we know that thy God is with tl»ce. 

Lighi be the turf of thy tomb 1 
May Its verdure Uke emeralds be : 

There should not be the shadow of gloom 
In aught that reminds us of thee.* 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 

Bu. Ihy rest : 

But nor cypress nor yew let us sec ; 

Fwf why should we mourn for the blest ! 


n/ 


WHEN WE TWO PARTED. 
WtiBH we two parted 
In silence and tears, 

Half broken ‘hearted 
To sever for years. 

Ihy cheek and cold. 
Colder thy kiss : 

Truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 

The d^ of the moming 
I. on my brow— 

* 51^ hke the warning 
Of what I feel now. 
TV'yfsareall broken, 

And hghi is thy fame: 

I hear thy name spoken. 

And share In Its shame. 

They name thee before me. 

A knell to mine ear; 

A anuddet comes o’er me^ 
Why vrert thousod«x? 


They know not 1 knew thee, 
who knew thee too well : — 
Long, long shall [ rue thee, 
Too deeply to tell. 

in secret W'C met — 

In silence 1 grieve. 

That thy heart could forget, 
Thy spirit deceive. 

If [ should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should I greet thee?-- 
With silence and tears. 


P' 


X 


TO A YOUTHFUL FRIEND. ^ 
Few years have n^’d since thou and \ 
Were firmest friends, at least in name. 
And childhood's gay sincerity 
Preserved our feelings long tlie same. 
Rul ww. like me, too well tliotiknow'st 
what trifles oft the heart recall ; 

And those who once have loved the my»i 
Too soon forget they loved at all. 

And such the change the heart rtispl.ay^, 


bo frail Isearlv friendship's reign, 
inch’s brief lapse, perhaps a <1 ay's, 


A month' . . ... „ 

Will view ihy mind estr*inged ag.uii. 
fso, It never shall be mine 
To mourn the loss of such a heart : 

I ‘ was Nature’s fault, not thine, 

Winch made thee fickle as thou an. 

As rolls the ocean's changing fide. 

So human feelings ebb and flow ; 

And who would in a breast confide 
Where stormy passions ever glow 
It^is Ml that, together bred. 

Our childish days were days of joy : 

My ^ring of life has quickly fled ; 

Thou, too, hast ceased to be a boy. 
IAi^ w hen we bkf adieu to youth, 

specious world's control, 
A long farewell to truth ; 

That world corrupts the noblest soul, 
Ah, Joyous season I when the mind 
Dares all things boldly but to lie : 
When thought ere spoke Is unconfined, 
And sparkles In Ihe placid eye. 

Not so in Man's maturer years, 

' When Man himself is but a tool • 

'hen inrerest swaysour hopes and fears. 
And all must love and hate by rule, 

kindred vice the same, 

We Jearo at length our faults (o blend ; 
M those, and those alone, may claim 
The prostituted name of friend, 

•uch is the common lot of man • 

, Can we then 'scape from folly free } 
an »e nhw the general plan. 

Nor be what all in turn must be ? 
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No ; for my&filf, so ^^ark my fate « 

Through every (um of h(e bach been; 
Man and the world so much 1 bate, 

1 care not when I quit the scene. 

But thou« with spirit frail and light » 

Wilt shine awhile and pass away ; 

I As glow-worms sparkle through the nigh^ 

I but dare not stand the test of day. 

Alas ! whenever folly calls ; 

Where parasites and princes meet 
(For cherish'd hrit in royal halls. 

The welcome vices kindly greet), 

Ev'n now thou'rt nightly seen to add 
One insect to the nuttering crowd ; 

And still thy triAing heart is glad 
t To join tne vain and court the proud. 
There dost thou glide from fair to fair. 

Still simpering on with eager iiaste, 

As flies along the gay parterre, 

Ti)at taint the flowers they scarcely taste, 
but say, what nymph will priae the flame 
Which seems, as marshy vapours Rtove» 
To flit along from dame to dame. 

An ignis.faiuus gle.im of love ? 

L What friend for thee, howe'er inclined, ' 

\ Will deign to own a kindred care ? 1 

\ Who will debase his manly mind. j 
\ For friendship every fool rr^ay share } / 

\ In time forbear ; amidst the throng | 

\ No more so base a thing be sees ; * 

\ No more so idly pass along ; 

I Be something, anything, but— mean. ^ 


LINES INSCRIBED UPON A CUP 
FORMED FROM A SKULL. 
Start not— nor deem my spirit fled ; 

In me behold the only skull. 

Prom which, unlike a living bead. 

Whatever flows Is never dull 

I lived, I loved, I quaffd like thee : 

I died : let earth my bones resign ; 

Fill up— thou canst not injure me ; 

The worm bath fouler Ups than thine. 
Better to hold the sparkling grape, 

Than nurse the earth-worm's slimy brood 1 
And circle in the goblet's shape 
The drink of gods, than reptile'j food. 

Where once my wit, perchance, liath shone. 

In aid of others’ let me sliiae ; 

And when, alas I our brains are gone, 

What nobler substitute than wine^' 

Quaff while thou canst r another race 
When thou and thine, like me, are sped 
May rescue thee from earth's embrace ’ 
And rhyme and revel with the dead. 

Why not ? since through life's little day 
Our heads such sad effects produce ; 
Kweem d from worms and wasibg clay 
This chance is theirs, to be of use. 


^ WELL! THOU ART HAPPV. 

Well ! thou an happy, and I feel 
Thai I should thus be happy too ; 

For still my henri regards thy w^ 
Warmly, as it wu wont to do. 

Thy husband's blest— and 'twill imparl 
^me pangs 10 view his happier lot : 

But lei them p.iss— Oh 1 how my heart 
Would hate him if he loved thee not I 
When late I saw thy favourite child, 

1 thought my jealous heart would break ; 
But when the unconscious infant smiled. 

1 kiss'd it for its mother's sake. 

I kiss'd it.— and repress'd my sighs 
Its father in its face to see ; 

But then it had Its mother's eyes. 

And they were all to love and me. 

Mary, adieu I I must away : 

while thou an blest I'll not repine ; 

Bui near Ihee I can never stay ; 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

I deem'd that time. I deem'd that pride. 

Had quench'd at length my boyish flame; 
Nor knew till seated by thy side. 

My heart in all.— save hope,— the same. 
Yet vras I calm : I knew the time 
My breast would thrill before thy lock; 
Bui now to tremble were a crltne— 

We met,— tod not a nerve was shook, 

X saw thee gate upon my face, 

Yet meet with no confusion there ; 

One only feeling couldsi thou trace. 

Tile sullen calmness of despair. 

Away I away I my early dream 
Remembrance never must awake x 
Oh i wheie is Lethe's fabled stream ; 

My foolish heart, be siill. or break. 


INSCRIPTION ON THE MONUMENT 
OF A NEWFOUNDLAND DOG. 

When some proud son of man relurns to earth. 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth, 

1 he sculptor s art eahausis the pomp of woe. 
And storied urns record who rests below ; 
When all is done, upon ihe tomb is seen, 

Not what he was, but what heshould have been t 
But the poor dog, in life the firmest friend, 

The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 
Whose honest heart is still his oiaster's own. 
Who Ubours.fighls, lives, breathes for him alone, 
Unhonour’d falls, unnoticed all hU worth, 
^led in heaven the soul he held on earth : 
While man. vain Insect I hopes to be forgiven. 
And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 
Oh^tP an I thou feeble tenant of an hiw, 
Debased by ^veiy, or corrupt by power. 

Who knows thee well mustquit thee with disgush 
Degraded mass of animated dust 1 
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Thy love is lust, thy friendship eU a cheat. 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit I 
"•'obled but by name. 

^^hame”*^ brute might bid thee blush for 

Si ™ •’‘‘S 

t niS L ^ remains these stones arise • 

I never knew but ODe.-and here belies 

TO A LADY. 

OK being Asjtao HY REASON FOB QUITTING 
BNCLAND IN TH£ SFftlNO. 

When Man, eapelVd from Eden's bo were. 

A moment linger'd near the gate. ^ 

And bade him curee hU future fate. 

<“**»"■ clime, 

ne learnt to bear hi$ load of arief • 

8»'C « sigh >0 o.h«r lime,.®^ ’ 

And found Tn busier scenes relief 

• will it be with me. 

ror while 1 Unger near to thee. 

1 aigli for ail I knew befor^ 

In flight I shall be surely wise, 

il temptation's snare i 

wiihdut the wish of dwelling there. 

RBMIND ME REMIND ME NOT. 
Of r>,^ remind me not, 

Wh« Jfi ’^nWi'd hours. 

™Ss=-;a’i~ 

A»inn’’ki^a''I.J:K **'"“’ "***'■ 

Was fwaetcr in Its phantasy. 


Than if for other hearts I bum d. 

For eyes that ne'er Uke thine could beam 
In rapture's w ild reality. 

Then tell me not. remind me not, 

Of hours which, though for ever gone, 
Can still a pleasing dream restore. 

Till thoti and 1 shall be forgot, 

And senseless as the mouldering stone. 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 


THERE WAS A TIME, I NEED NOT 
y NAME. 

'''Thebe was a time. I need not name, 

Since it will ne'er forgotten be. 

When all our feelings were the same 
As still my soul bath been to thee. 

Ar^ from that hour, when first thy longue 
Confess'd a love which equall'd mine. 
Though many a grief my heart h.iih wrung, 
Unknown, and thus unfelt by thine. 
None, none hath sunk so deep as this— 

To think how all that love naih flown : 
TrA 0 si«n«<«* evu j faithless Idss, 

But transient in thy breast alone. 

And wi my heart some solace knew. 

When late 1 heard thy lips declare, 

In accents once imagined true, 
Remembrance of uic days that were. 

my adored, but most unkind I 
Though thou will never love again. 

To me 'lis doubly sweet to find 
Remembrance of ti^t love remain. 

Yes I 'lis a glorious thought to me. 

Nor longer shall my soul re|)iAe. 

Whaie’er thou art. or e’er shalt be, 

Thou hast been dearly, solely mine. 


V 


AND WILT THOU WEEP WHEN I AM 
✓ LOW? 

And will thou weep when I am low } 

Swt lady f speak those words again j 
Yet if they grieve ihee, say not so— 

I would not give that bosom pain. 

"'y hopes are gnne, 

hty bwod runs coldly through my breast : 
And whw I perish, thou alooe 
Wilt sigh abo>’e my place of rest, 

And y«. methinks, a gleam of peace 
l^h through my cloud of anguish shine 
Am f« A while my sorrows cr.tse. 

To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 

O la^ I blessed be that tear— 

It fulsfor one who cannot weep • 
precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 

I once my heart was warm 
With every feeUne wift as (him : 
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But beauty’s seU* hath ceased to charm 
A wretch created to repine. I 

Yet wilt thou weep when \ am low ? I 

Sweet lady ! speak those words again : I 

Yet if they grieve thee, say not so— 

1 \vo\ild not give that bosom pain. I 

FILL THE GOBLET AGAIN. 

A SONG. I 

Fill the goblet again ! for I never before I 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to 
its core: I 

Let usdiink !— who would not ?— since, througli 
life’s varied round. 

In the goblet alone no deception is found. | 

I have tried in its lu in .ill (hat life c.in supply : 

I have bask d In the beam of a d.irk rolling eye ; 

I have loved who has not ?— but what heart | 
can declare, 1 

That ple.isnrc existed while passion w.is there? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart’s in its 
spring, 

And dreams ihat affection can never take wing, 

I had friends ! — who has not but what tongue | 
will avow, I 

That friends, rosy wine \ aresofaiihful as thou ?| 

The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange. I 
Friendship shifis with the sunbeam— thou never j 
canst change ; I 

Thou grow ‘St old !— who does not?— but on 
eanh what appears. [years? 

Whoso virtues, like thine, still increase with itS 

Vet if blest to the utmost that love can bestow. H 
Should a rival bow down io your Idol below. 

We are Jealous I — w ho’s not ?— titou hast no such 1 
alloy ; , I 

For the more ihai enjoy thee, the more we enjoy. 

I'hen the season of youth and its vanities Mt. 
For refuge we fly to the goblet at last : [soul. 
There we find— do we not ?— in the flow of ihel 
That truth, as of yore. Is confined to the bowl. 1 
When the box of Pandora was open’d on earth, I 
And Misery's triumph commencM over Mirth. | 
Hot>e was left. — was she not ?— but the goblet 
we kiss, 

And care not for Hope, who are certain of tdlss. 
Long life to the grape I for when summer has 


And whistling o*er the bending mast. 

Loud sings on high the freshening blast ; 

And I must from this land be gone, 

Because 1 cannot love bul one. 

But could I be what I have been. 

Aiui could I see w hat 1 have seen — 

Could I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmesi wishes blest— 

I should not seek another rone 
Bccaase I oinnoi love but one. 

“Tis long since 1 beheld that eye 
Which gave me bliss or misery ; 

And I have striven, bul in v.iin, 

Nes*er to think of it again ; 

For though I fly from Albion, 

1 still c.in only love but one. 

As some lone bird, without a mate, 

My weary hc.iri is desolate ; 

I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile, or welcome face ; 

And cv’n in crowds am still alone. 

Because I cannot love but one. 

And 1 will cross the whitening foam. 

And I will seek a foreign home ; 

'nil I forget a false fair face. 

I ne’er shall And a resting.plnce ; 

My own dark thoughts I cannot shun 
But ever love, and love but one. 

The poewest. veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospit.ible hearih. 

Where Friendship’s or Love’s softer glow 
May smile In joy or soothe in woe ; 

But friend or Icman I have none, 

Because I cannot love but one. 

I but wheresoe’er 1 flee. 

There's not an eye w ill weep for me ; 

There’s not a kind congenial heart. 

Wliere I can claim the meanest part ; 

Nor thou, who hast my hopes undone. 

Wilt sigh, although 1 love but one. 

To think of every early scene. 

Of w'hai we are, and what we’ve been. 
Would whelm some softer hearts with woe^ 
But mine, alas I has stood the blow ; 


'The age of our nectar shall gladden oui own : 
We must die— who shall not ?— May our sins be 
forgiven. 

And Hebe shall never be idle in heaven. 

STANZAS TO A LADY," ON LEAVING 
ENGLAND. 

'Tis done— and shivering io the gale 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail ; 


Stn Mtuten. remerlr SUry Oswcfth 


Yet st ill beats on as it begun. 
Aho never truly loves but one. 


And who that dear loved one may be, 

Is not for vulgar eyes to see : 

And why that early love was crost. 

Thou know’st the best, I feel the most : 
But few (hat dwell beneath (he sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

Vv'e tried another’s fetters too. 

With chsums perchance as fair to view » 
And I would fairx have loved as well 
But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 
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'Twould sootbe to take one lingering view, 
And bless thee )q my Usi adieu : 

Yet wish 1 not (hose eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o'er the deep ; 

His home, his hope, his youth are gone. 
Yet still he loves, and loves but one. 


LINES TO MR HODGSON. 

WRITTEN ON BOARD THE LISBON RACKET. 

Huzza ! Hodgson, we are going, 

Our embargo's off at last ; 

Favourable breezes blowing 
Bend the canvrj o'er the mast. 

From aloft the signal's streaming. 

Hark ! the farewell gun is fired : 

Women screeching, tars blaspheming, 

Tell us that our time's expired. 

Here’s a rascal 
Come to task all. 

Frying from the custom-house ; 

1 runks unpacking, 

Cases cracking. 

Not a corner for a mouse 
Swpes unseafch'demld the racket. 

Ere we sail on board the Packet. 

Now our boatmen C|uit their mooring. 

And all hands must ply the oar * 

B^gage from the quay U lowering, 

We re impatient, push from shore. 

Have a care I that ease holds liquor-^** 

Stop the boat— I'm sick— oh Lord 1 * 

Sick, ma'am, damme, you'll he sicker 
Em you ve been an hour on board.' 
ihus are screaming 
Men and women. 

Oemmrn, ladies, servants. Jacks; 

Here entangling. ^ 

All are wrangling, 

Stuck together close as wax.— 

I^ch the general noise and racket 
Ere we reach the Lisbon Packet. 

r^u '0 1 'he eapt»m. 

Gallant Kidd, commands the crew i 
1 ^ngers their berths are clapt in, 

^me to grumble, some to spew. 

Hjy^jr I year that a cabm? 

Why 111 hardly three feet square : 

Not enough to stow Queen Mab in- 
Who ihe deuce can itarhonr there?' 

Who. sir? plenty — 

Nobles twenty 
Did at once my vessel fill.'— 

'iKd they? Jesus. 

How you squeeze us I 
T^n^'A did so stm- 

the beat and racket 
Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet' 

Murray 1 Bob ! where are you ? 
^rel^ d along the deck like log»-l 
Bw a hand, yw jolly tar. you 1*^ 

''em s a rope s end for (he dogs. 


Hobhouse muttering fearful curses. 

As the hatchway down he rolls. 

Now his breakfast, now hts verses. 
Vomits forth— and damns our souls. 

* Here's a stanza 
On Bragansa— 

Helpl'— • A couplet?' — ‘ No, a cup 
Of warm water—' 

' What s the matter?' 

' Zounds I n»y liver's coming up ; 

I shall not survive the racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.* 

Now at length we're off for Turkey. 

Lord knows when we shall come back 
Breezes foul and tempests murky 
May unship us in a crack. 

But, sine* life at most a Jest is. 

As phiion^ners allow, 

Still to l.iugh by far the best is, 

Then laugh on— as 1 do now. 

Laugh at all things. 

Great and small things. 

Sick or well, at sea or shore : 

While we’re quaffing. 

Let's have laughing — 

Who the devil cares for more?— 

Some good wine I and who would lack it, 
Ev'n on board the Lisbon Packet ? 


TO FLORENCE. 

Oh Lady 1 when I left the shore. 

The distant shore which gave me birth. 

I hardly thought to grieve once more. 

To quit another s|mt on earth ; 

Vet here, amidst this barren isle. 

Where panting Nature droops ihe he.^d. 
Where only thou art seen to smile. 

1 view nty parting hour with dread. 

Though far from Albln’s craggy shore. 
Divided by the dark blue main ; 

A few brief rolling seasons o'er, 

Perchance 1 view her cliffs again : 

But wheresoe'er I now may roam, 

TTirourt scorching clime and varie<l sea, 
Though Time restore me to my home, 
ly I oe'er shall bend mine eyes on th'.'c : 
FOn thee, in whom at once conspire 

All charms which heedless heari.s can mo 
W horn Imt to see is to admire, 

.And. oil I forgive the word- to luvv, 
ip'OTgiye tlie word, in one who ne'er 
With such a word can more offend * 

And since thy heart I cannot share. 

Believe me. what I am, thy friend. 

And who so cold as look on thee, 

Thou lovely wanderer, and be less? 

Nor be, what man should ever be, 

The friend of Beauty in distress ? 

AM who would think that form had piut 
Through Da-^ger's most destructive path. 
4 
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L^dy t when I shall view (he walls 
Where free Byzantium once arose, 

And Stamboul's Oriental halls 
The Turkish tyrants uow enclose : 

rhough mightiest in the lists of fame, 

1 hat glorious city still shall be ; 

On me ’twill hold a dearer claim. 

As spot of thy nativity : 

And though I bid thee now farewell, 

When 1 behold that wondrous scene, 

Since where thou art I may not dwell. 

Twill soothe to be where thou hast been. 

^ — 

LINES WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. AT 
MALTA. 

A$ o'er the cold sepulchral stone 
Some name arrests the passer*by : 

Thus, when thou view’s! t h is pafe alone, 

May mine attract thy pensive eye I 

And when by thee that name is read. 

Perchance in some succeeding year, 

Redect on me m on the dead, 

And think my heart is burkMi here. 

STANZAS 

COWPOSRD DURTNO A TKUNl>£lt-STORU, AND 

WKiLe aawiLoaitaD NtAa mount tindus 

IN ALBANIA. 

Chill and mirk Is the nightly blast. 

Where Pindus’ mountiuns rise. 

And angry clouds are pouring fast 
The vengeance of ihe skies. 

Our gtUdcs are gone, our hope is lost. 

And lightnings, as (hey play. 

But show where rocks our patn have crosl. 

Or gild the torrent’s 9pny. 

Is yon a cot I saw, though low } 
when lightning broke the g1oociH-> 

How welcome were its shade I— ah, no I 
Tis but a Turkish tomb. 

Through sounds of foaming waterfalls. 

I hear a v«^ce exclaim-^ 

My way-worn countryman, who calls 
On distant England’s name. 

A shot is fired^by foe or friend 7 
Another— ’tis to tell 
The mountmn-peasanLs to descend. 

And lead us where they dwell 

Oh I who in such a night will dare 
To tempt the wilderness? * 

And who %id thunder-peals can hear 
Our signal of distress ? 

And who that heard our shouts would rise 
To try the dulMus road ? 


Nor rather deem from nightly cnes 
That outlaws were abroad ? 

Clouds burst, skies flash, oh, dreadful hour t 
More fiercely pours the storm ! 

Yet here one thought has still the power 
To keep my bosom warm. 

While wandering through each broken path, 
O’er brake and craggy brow ; 

While elements exhaust their wrath. 

Sweet Florence, where art thou ? 

Not on (he sea. not on the sea. 

Thy bark hath long been gone : 

Oh. may the storm that Murs on me. 

Bow down my head alone 1 

Full swiftly blew the swift Siroc, 

When last 1 press’d thy Up ; 

And long ere now, with foaming shock, 
Impell’d thy gallant ship. 

Now thou art safe : nay. long ere now 
Hast trod the shore of Spam ; 

Twere hard if aught so fair as thou 
Should Unger on the main. 

And since I now remember thee 
In darkness and in dread. 

As in (hose hours of revelry 
Which minb and music sped ; 

Do thou, amid the fair white walls, 

If Cadit yet be free. 

At times, from out her latticed halls. 

Look o’er the dark blue sea ; 

Then think upon Calypso’s isles, 

Endear’d by days ^ne by ; 

To others give a thousand smiles, 

To me a single sigh. 

And when Ihe adminng circle mark 
The paleness of (by face. 

A half-form’d (ear, a transient spark 
Of melancholy grace. 

Again ihou’k smile, and blushing shun 
home coxcomb’s raillery : 

Nor own for once thou thought’st on one 
Who ever thinks on thee. 

Though smile and sigh alike are vain, 
WiKn sever’d hearts repine. 

My spirit flies o’er mount and main. 

And mourns in search of thine. 


STANZAS 

WBirrsH IN PASSING THE AMBRACIAN GULP- 

Throgch cloudless skies, in silve^ sheen, 
Full beams (he moon on Actiura s coast : 
And on these waves, for Egypt's queen. 

The ancient world was won and lost. 

And now upon the scene 1 look. 

The asure grave of many a Roman ; 
Where stem Amtntion once forsook 
I His wavering crown to follow woman. 


Had braved the deatb-wing’d tempest’s blast, 
And ’scaped a tyrant’s fiercer wrath? 
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Florence I * whom I will love ss well 
As ever yet was said or sung 
(Since Orpheus sang his spouse from hell), 
Whilst thou art fair and 1 am young * 
Sweet Florence I those were pleasant limes, 
When worlds were staked for ladies* eyes : 
Had bards as many realms as rhymes. 

Thy charms might raise new Antonies. 
Though Pate forbids such things to be, 

Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl'd I 
I cannot lose a world for thee, 

But would not lose thee for a world. 

THE SPELL IS BROKE, THE CHARM 
IS FLOWN I 

iWatTTEN AT ATHtNS. jAWUARY l6, l8ia 
r Thr spell is broke, the charm is down I 
Thus is it with life’s fitful fever i 
We madly smile when we should groan ; 
Delirium is our best deceiver. 

Bach ludd interval of thought ' 

\J Recalls the woes of Nature's charter ; 

And he that acts as wise men ought. 

But lives, as saints have died, a martyr. 

WRl'lTEN AhTEk SWIMMING FROM 
s/ SESTOS TO ABYDOS.t 

Ik. in the month of dark December, 

I eander, who was nightly wont 
^ (What maid will not the tale remember 7) 

To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont 1 

U, when the vriniry tempest roar'd, 

He sped to Hero, nothing loth, 

And thus of old thy current pour'd. 

Fair Venus I how 1 pity both ! 

For mt, degenerate modem wretch, 

Though in the genial month of May, 


* MnSpMctr SnVUw 

Oa th* yS or Mor iSia •Mto IM S44ittt« (Coptota Ba< 
mwm »u V<n« in the t>onlon«a«t. LleutnoM Skoobood 
ihot riWoit ood iIm vlior of ilwi* A.mm «ma 


My dripping limbs 1 faintly stretch. 

And think Tve done a feat to-day. 

But since he cross'd the rapid tide. 

According to the doubtful story. 

To woo.— and— Lord knows what beside. 

And swan\ for Love, ns 1 (or gloiyr ; 

'Twere hard to say who fared the best ; 

Sad mortals I thus the gods still plague you ! 
He lost bis labour, 1 my just : 
vTor he was drowm'd. and I've the ague, 

LINES WRITTEN IN THE TRAVEI^ 
LERS* BOOK AT ORCHOMENUS. 

IK THIS BOOK A TRAVFXLER HADWRirfEK; 

* Fair Albion, smiling, sees her son depart 
To trace the birth and nursei^ of an : 

Noble his object, glorious is bis aim ; 

lie comes to Athens, and he writes his name. 

RP.KRATH WHICH LORO BYROK INSERTED 
THR POLLOW1K6: 

Thr modest bard, like many a bard unknown. 
Rhymes on our names, but wisely hides his own * 
But yet. whoe'er he be. to say no worse. 

1 1 is name would bring more credit iha n his ve rse. 

MAID OF ATHENS, ERE WE PART. 
Z«^ 

Maid of Atl>cns. ere we part. 

Give, oh give me back my heart I 
Or. since that has left my breast. 

Keep it now. and take the rest I 
Hear my vow before I go, 

Ry those tresses unconlil>f^ 1 . 

Woo'd by each Aegean uind ; 

By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft cl»c(*ks'^ blooming tinge ; 

By thoM wild eya like the roe. 

Av#**. 


ihtt rilfAit ud iIm vlitr •f tW** rtyw «««• tlx 
E»f«p«u tim u the th« fnm AMm w 

SmtM »»«iU hi*« WeA mor« <*rre«t. Ti« -Sili irninrr 
Uem we tUee •hvx* w« MrMil (• mr Uadtof «• tb« o(lw« 
n^, ih« Icnph •• '-«re oinWd by the««rf«At, »m 

tar iK«m m tatrU the fnRM* m mwCa ei Imt 
thMKh the Mtiul U«Mta U bucIvAM. Tta 
teiMWf of th» eyrriAt U »Aca «tac ta taM «aa W dl#MlV 
Mr6M ; tnd H luy. In MnA m«A«w«. ta AfttaMeC trM» tli« 

!LL ^ S-c. AiKlby Ita (n la Mr 

And mtwm. tka Mtrr «tlre«cH c«U. tta 

itaklAf or th# |»M|A(A« AMt lW«o to 


im Um trim is«liot«4 «ta3«>»ta«t«miAte 

MiVU, MM} Aatcrloc a oomMmaWa Mvotavatta 
ThL?^1^ “d UAdlni tabw&o aSSSJftJt 

^ 4*?u*e« tar h% aimmi. M 

'*•**"« ky ♦ NoApoeum; bM 

rtiftpiaWf ert Mil tar o4 UtMo^rtyaw 
dkMwU m froa ita An««^ A imeX e r 
_y*_*S***^* «»•» »«r« kaovn to ta*« rf^^nlhhnt a 

OiMAemw^JV^ 

WM taCAukAShM taM MMlAlAcd aTlta truik>« , j 


Sri oTSMSiT* **?*'•*< •^‘ko tftik et Um4^i 
kM ««B AtoAvomU to AKcrtolA tupTAA* 


By that Up I long to tasie : 

Hy (hat sone-encirc1<rd naist ; 

By all the (oken-fio>« ei s that tell f 
what words cau nevvr s|x;ak so v\cll , 
By love’s alternate lov and woe. 

^y^m^e 

Maid of Athens I I am gone : 

’1 hink of me. sweet 1 when alone. 


* Rai^ ATPfTteAi of mdemAAA : tf 1 traatUte It. t stall 
All(A« tllA C"»*l***n. ta a «A7 MtB OlAt 1 MPMA« th«V 
mM am : ABd tf I Co ta«, 1 BAJ AfffAAt tho MH* For ruj 

aT Aoy abeoAsuMcUMt M the ^ar of ibe Uuer. I shiU do ta, 
taffM pwdo* aT iW taifwA It »*aa>, * M« !./«, t Iata 
TaaI WcE «m* 4» ««*y tafUtly to oM lAnfvatAA, ond b on 
mmth lo r» Ali w M Cr cAi A At I hU dAy. aa. Ivr’Aool tells us. tlio 
iwA S#u vorta wAfAAAiAorpi tka RAflua bdias. wliose erotic 
♦rpiflaoi «cr< oS HcOcoaed. 

A In iM Uaai t«feicr« WdMa Aty am tAvekt to vAU.lASl they 
ih A^d KiiMaA ittiicnifiAT), SAvers, pebUei, A«.. 

«OA«A7tbe aeoliMOM aT^ BArttaa. bt that uoIvyrsAl dehoty 
'oTMo s w i _ aoA»diii m a A cMerayw ’I burn ror thyeV 

A b u b 91 Aoven il«4 vbb boir, * Taba m a^ iy i' tat a 
Mbl A dAckm »bAt oaOJ^ M con. 
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Though I fly to Istambol,^ 
Athens holds my heart and soul : 
Can I cease to love thee ? No \ 

Z«^ iMV, ayoiTM. 


TRANSLATION OF THE NURSE’S DOLE 
IN THE MEDEA OF EURIPIDES. 

Oh how I wish that an embargo 
Mad kept in port (he good ship A^o \ 

Who. still unlsunch’d from Grecian docks, 

Had never pass’d the Asure rocks : 

Rut now 1 tear her trip will be a 

Damn’d business for my Miss Medea, fto. &c. 


MY EPITAPH. 

Youth, Nature, and relenting Jove, 
To keep my lamp in strongly strove ; 
But Romaneili was so stout, 

He beat all three— and kino it out. 


SUBSTITUTE FOR AN EPITAPH. 
KtHD Reader I take your choice <0 cry or 
laugh : 

Here nAKOLD lies— but where's bis Epitaph ? 
If such you seek, try Westminster, and view 
Ten thousand Just as fit for him as you. 

Athens. 


LINES WRITTEN BENEATH A 
PICTURE 

Dear object of defeated care 1 
Though now of Love and tlwe bereft, 
1*0 reconcile me with despair. 

Thine image and my tears are left. 
'TIs said with Sonow Time can cope ; 

But this 1 feel can ne’er be true : 

For by the death*blow of my Hope 
My Memory immortal grew. 


TRANSLATION OF THE FAMOUS 
GREEK WAR SONG. 

* a«vT« walbc raw 'EAAqni*.’* 

Sons of the Greeks, arise ! 

The glorious hour’s gone forth, 

And, worthy of such ties. 

Display who gave us birth. 

CHORUS. 

Sons of Greeks I let us go 
In anns against the foe, 

TUI iheir bated blood shall flow 
In river past our feet. 

Then aanfuSy despisog 
The Turkish tyrut’s yoke, 


* Tnoyewn Pii wM W»ii.»a»pmsh»eh><at 

lo terohtlouM Gc«e««. TUs O*o«taiien to *» u tfce 

•«tn»r eaald Mkc h to wm It to ■( Uw iftOM bcasmm 

oHatML 


Let your country see you rising. 

And all her chains are broke. 

Brave shades of chiefs and sages, 
Beliold the coming strife I 
Hellenes of past ages, 

Oh. start again to life 1 
At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 
Your sleep, oh. loin with me \ 

And the seven-hilrd city seeking.* 
Fight, conquer, till were free. 

^n$ of Greeks. &c. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 
Leihaigic dost thou He ? 

Awake, and join thy numbers 
With Athens, old ally I 
Leonidas recalling, 

That chief of ancient song, 

Who saved ye once from falling. 

The terrible ! the strong ! 

Who made that bold diversion 
In old Thennopylse. 

And warring with the Persian 
1*0 keep his country free : 

With his three hundr» waging 
The battle, long he stood, 

And like a lion raging, 

Expired in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeks. &c. 


TRANSLATION OF THE ROMAIC SONG, 

* (i*c »^/'^**** 

Ac.* 

EKTRX thy garrien of roses. 

Beloved and fair Haidde, 

Each mominc where Flora reposes. 

For surely 1 see her in ibee> 

Oh. Lovely I thus low 1 Implore tlirc. 

Receive this fond truth from my tongue. 
Which utters its song to adore thee, 

Yet trembles for ubat it has sung : 

As (he branch, at the bidding of Nature. 

Adds fragrance and fruit to the tree. 
Through her eyes, through her every feature. 
Shines the soul of the young Haid^. 

But the loveliest garden grows hateful 
When Love has abandon’d the bowers I 
Bring me hemlock— since mine Is ungratetui. 

That herb is more fragrant than flow^. 

The pwson. when pour'd from (he chalice, 
Will deeply embitter the bowl ; 

But when drunk to escape from Ihy malice, 
The draught shall be sweet to my soul. 

Too cruel 1 in vain 1 implore thee 
My heart from these horrors to save : 

Will nought to my bosom restore thee? 

Then open the gates of the grave. 


t Omb itWch tSto to 

ta«Te*wei*to«tf Ai>>em«r«a«UueB TCetonsBvenM 
lfl< a to^*«n«c to tSe*hol« uttber >***^ 
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As (he chief who (o combac advances 
Secure of his conquest before, 

Thus thou, with those eyes for (hy lances, 

Hast pierced through my heart to its core. 
Ah, tell me, my soul, must [ perish 
By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 

Would the hope, which thou once bad'si me 
chertsh, 

For torture repay me too well? 

Now sad is the garden of roses. 

Beloved but false Haid^e t 
There Flora all wither'd reposes, 

And mourns o’er thine absence with me. 


OM PARTING. 

Tiie kiss, dear maid J thy lip has left 
bhall never part from mine, 

Till happier hours restore the gift 
Untainted back to thine. 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 
An equal love may see : 

The tear that from ihine eyelid streams 
Can weep no change in me. 

1 uk no pledge to make me blest 
In gasing when alone : 

Nor one memorial for a breast. 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 

Nor need I write— to tell the tale 
My pen were doubly weak : 

1 1 words avail, 

U 0 less (he heart could spe^ ? 

or night, in weal or woe, 
lhat heart, no longer free. 

Must bear the love it cannot ahow, 

And iileot ache for thee. 


y; 


ON A CORNELIAN HEART WHICH 
WAS BROKEN. 

Hav# Jhouldst thus be rent in twain ? 
Abke been eU employ'd in vain? 

shatter’d pail, 
^^S^ent dearer grow^T 
^ Afi^ who wears thee feels thou art 
A ntier emblem of Air ^n. 


LINES TO A LADY WEEPING. 

aK{ • foyal line, 

AiTi T ® realm's decay : 

Could wash a father's fault away I 

Virtue's (ears- 
An^^tShH^* suffering isl^ 

u future years 

^l^d thee by thy people's smiles I 


THE CHAIN I GAVE. 

FROM TH£ TURKISH. 

THe chain I gave was fair to view, 

The lute I added sweet in sound ; 

The heart that offer’d both was true, 

And 111 deserved the fate It found. 

*niese 0f(s were charm’d by secret spell. 
Thy (ruth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done their duty well, 

Alas i they could not teach thee thine. 
That chain was firm in every link, 

But not to bear a stranger’s (ouch ; 

That lute was sweet— till thou could>it think 
In other hands its notes were such. 

Lei him who from thy neck unboumi 
The chain which shiver’d in his grasp. 
Who saw (hat luce refuse to sound. 

Restring the chords, renew the clasp. 
When thou vrert changed, they alter’d too 
The chain is broke, the music mute. 

Tis past— to them and thee adieu— 

False heart, frail chain, and silent lute* 


EPITAPH FOR JOSEPH BLACKETT. 
LATE POET AND SHOEMAKER. 
Stkahcfr I behold, interr’d together, 

The fouit of learning and of leather. 

I Poor Joe b gone, but left his e/f • 

You’lf find his relics in a t/a/i. 

His ^rks were neat, and often found 
Well stitch'd, and with m^ntco (round 
Tread lightly— where ihe bard is laid 
He cannot mend the shoe he made : 

Yet is he happy In his hole, 

With verse immortal as his Wr. 

But still to business he held fast 
And stuck to Phcebus to the last 
Then who shall say so good a fellow 
Was only * leather end prunella ?’ 

Fur charaecer— he did not lack it : 

And if he did. 'twere shame to ' Black it. 


* te, P*6«iChutona (EWT4 


FAREWELL TO MaLTA. 

Adieu, ye joys of U Velctie I 
Adieu, sirocco, sun. and sweat ( 

AJeu. thou palace rarely enter'd ! 

Adieu, ye mansions where — I’ve ventured 1 
Adieu, ye cursed streets of stairs 1 
<How surely he who mounts you swears II 
Adieu, ye merchants often failing I 
^eu. thou mob for ever railing I 
^ieu, ye packets— without leiiers ! 

Adieu, ye fools— who ape your betters I 
Adieu, tbou damned’st quarantine 
T^t ga^ me fever, and the spleen 
Adjeu, tlmi stage which nukes us yawo. Sin 
Ad^, his E*celleDc/s danceis I 
Adieu to Peter— wbocn no fault's in, 

But could not teach a colonel walisne ; 
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Adieu, ye females fraught vtixh graces I 
Adieu, red coats, and redder faces ! 

Adieu, the supercilious air 
Of all that strut *en mihiaire t' 

1 go— but God knows when, or why, 

To smoky (o^vns and cloudy sky. 

To things (the honest truth to say) 

As bad^but in a different way. 

Farewell to these, but not adieu, 

Triumphant sons of truest blue I 
While either Adruitic shore. 

And fallen chiefs, and fleets no more, 

And nightly snriles, and daily dinners, 

Proclaim you war and woman's winners. 
Pardon my Muse, who apt to prate is. 

And take my rhyme— because ’tis *gr.iiis.* 

And now I've got to Mrs Fraser, 

Perhaps you think I mean to praise her— 

And were I vain enough to think 
My praise was worth this drop of ink, 

A line— or two— were no hard mailer. 

As here, indeed, 1 need not flatter: 

But she must be content to shine 
In better praises than in mine. 

With lively air, and open heart. 

And fashion's ease, without its art ; 

Mer hours can gaily glide along. 

Nor ask the aid of idk song. 

And now, 0 Malta I since thou'st got us, 
Thou btile miHury hothouse I 
ru not offend with words uncivil, 

And wish thee rudely at the Devil. 

But only stare from out my casement, 

And ask, for what is such a place meant } 
I'hen. in my solitary nook, 

Return to scribbbng. or a book, 

Or take my physic while Vm able 
(Two spoonmls hourly by the label). 

Prefer my nightcap to my beaver, 

And bless the gods Tve got .a fever. 

TO DIVES. 

A FPAGMKNT. 

U NU APPY Dives 1 in an evil hour 
Gainst Nature’s voice seduced to deeds accursi 
Once Fortune's minion, now thou feel'st her 
power : 

Wrath's vi^ on thy lofty head hath burst. 

In Wit. in Genius, as in Wealth the 
How wondrous bright thy bloomiog mom arose I 
But thou wert smitten with tb' unt^dlow'd thirst 
Of crime umnamed, and thy sad noon must close 
1 q scom, and solitude unsought (be wont of 
woes. 


/ ON MOORE'S 1-AST OPERATIC FARCE, 
OR FARCICAL OPERA. 

Good plays are scarce, 

So Moore writes farce : 

The poet's fame grows brittle— 


We knew before 
That LUUtz Moore, 

But DOW 'tis Moore (hat's Hi fie. 


EPISTLE TO A FRIEND, 

IN ANSWER TO SOME LINES EXHORTING THE 
AUTHOR TO BE CliEEBFUL, ANI> TO 
/ ‘BANISH CARE.' 

V' Oh 1 banish care ’ — such ever be 
The motto of iky revelry I 
Perchance of mine, when wassail nights 
Renew those riotous delights, 

Wherewith the children of Despair 
Lull (he lone he:ir(, and * banish core.' 

But not In mom's reflecting hour. 

When present, past, and future lower, 

Wlten ail 1 loved is changed or gone. 

Mock with such taunts the woes of one. 
Whose eveiT thought — but let them pass— 
Thou knowst I am not what I w'os. 

But, above all, if thou wouldst hold 
Place in n heart that ne'er was cold, 

By all the powers that men revere, 

By all unto thy bosom dear. 

Thy joys below, thy hopes above. 

Speak— speak of anything but love. 

Twere long to tell, and vain to hear. 

'I'he tale of one who scoms a tear : 

And there is little in (hat tale 
Which better bosoms would bew ail. 

But mine has suffer'd more than well 
'Twould suit philosophy to lell. 

I’ve seen my bride another's bride,— 

Have seen her seated by his side.— 

Have seen the infant, which she bore. 

Wear the sw^t smile the moiher wore, 
When she and I in youth have smiled, 

As fond and faultless as her child : 

Have seen her eyes, in cold disdain, 

Ask If 1 felt no secret pain : 

And / have acieO well my part. 

And made my cheek belie my heart, 
Return'd (he freezing glance she gave, 

Yet felt the while that woman's slave.-* 
Hav‘e kiss'd, as if without design, 

The babe which ought to have been mine, 
And show'd, alas 1 in each caress. 

Time had not made me love the less. 

But let this pass— I’ll whine no more. 

Nor seek again an eastern shore ; 

The world befits a busy brain,— 

I’ll hie me to Its haunts again. 

But If, in some .succeeding year, 

When Britain's * May is in the sere. 

Thou hear’st of one whose deepening crimes 
Suit with the ablest of the times. 

Of one. whom love nor pity sways, 

Nor hope of fame, nor go^ men's praise 
One, wbo io stem amlrition's pride, 
Percbance not blood shall Cum a^de : 

One rank'd In some recording page 
'With the worst anarchsof the 
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Him wilt thou knffa>—^xA Jtnmning pause. 
Nor vriih the effut foi^ei the eause. 

Newsiead Abbey, 0(t. ii, iSn, 

ADDRESS, SPOKEN AT THE OPENING 
OF DRURY.LANE THEATRE. 

SATURDAY, OCTOBER lO, l8|2. 

In ooe dread night our city saw, and sigh'd. 
Bowd lo the dust, the Drama's lower of pride : 
In one short hour beheld ihe biasing fane, 
Apollo sink, and Shakspeare cease to reign. 

Ye who beheld (oh I sight admired and 
mourn'd. 

Whose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn'd !) 
through clouds of fire the massive fracmenis 
nven, ® 

Uke Israel’s pillar, chase ihe night from heaven : 

the long column of revolving flames 
^ake jts red shadow o’er the startled TJjames, 
While thousands, throng'd around the burning 
dome, j home 

appelfd. and trembled fJv their 
tL®. 1*^ voiumed blase, and ghastly shone 

T^i w hghmings awful as their own. 
till blackening a^es and the lonely wall 

"aim, and mark'd her fall ; 
bay^hall this new, nor less aspiring pile, 

KhAw mightiest in our isie. 

A Shrine for Shakspeare- worthy him and yeir f 

And ht???? consecrates the scene. 

Th?» I'"* ^ hath irre .• 

1 his fabrk s birth attests the potent spell— 
Indulge our honest pride, and say, //« *«/// 

Oi^? emulate the last. 

OMt omens from the past, 

Nam« may boast 

oS hallow will the dome we test. 

OWhL7m®d •« [heart. 

NOThoud ymr honour, idly for Ihe d»d 1 

WghT '‘‘® •nnals 


' Shtridaa. 


Aikd we t1>e mirror hold, where imaged shine 
Immortal names, emblason'd on our line, 

Pause — ere their feebler offspring you condemn, 
Reflect how luird the task to riv^ them I 

Friends of thesmgel lowborn both Players 
and Plays 

Must sue alike for pardon or for praise, 

Whose jud^ng voice and eye alone direct 
The boundless power to cherish or reject ; 

If e'er frivoUiy has led to fame, 

And made us blush that you forbore to blame ; 
If e'er the sinking stage could condescend 
To soothe the sickly laste it dare not mend. 

All past reproach may present scenes refuic, 
.And censure, wisely loud, be Justly mute I 
Oh f since your fiat stamps the Drama's laws. 
Forbear to mock us with misplaced applause ; 
So piide shall doubly nerve the actor's powers, 
And reason’s vc^ be echoed back by ours I 

This greeting o’er, the ancient rule obey’d. 
The Drama’s liomagc by her herald paid. 
Receive oftr welcome loo. whose every tone 
Springs from our hearts, nnd fain would win 
your own. 

The curt.*) in rises- may our stage unfold 
Scenes not unuorthy Drury’s days of old I 
Britons our judges. Nature for our guide, 

Still may w please- long, long rtiAyyt/u preside. 


VERSES FOUND IN A SUMMER-HOUSE 
AT HALES OWEN, IN WARWICK- 
SHIRE, 

When Diyden's fool,* 'unknowing wluit he 

^ght,’ 

His hours in whistling wwni. ‘ for want of 
thought.' 

ThE guiltless oaf his vacancy of sense 
Su filled, and amply too. by Innocence. 

DW modern swains, possess’d of Cymon's 
powers, 

^ Cymon’s manner waste their leisure hours, 
Th offended guests would not, with blushing. 

SC9 

These fur green walks disgraced by infamy. 
Severe the fate of modern fools, alas I 
When vice and folly mark them as they pass. 
Uke iwxiow reptiles o'er the whiten'd wall 
the filth they leave still points out where they 
crawL ’ 


REMEMBER THEEl REMEMBER 
THEE I 

R^bmbcr thee I remember thee I 

nil l.ethe quench life's hunhog sireais. 
Rernom and shame shall cling to thee. 

And baunt thee like a feverish dream ! 
Rernember ibee 1 Ay. doubt It not. 

Iby husband too shall think of thee : 


Bm Divdea'i 'Cvaea uS TuhWeaiA.' 
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By neither shalt thou be forgot. ''Tis ours to iook oq you— you hold the prize,* 

Thou /aUt to him, thou fiind to me I Tis twenty guineas, as they advertise ! 

, * A double blessing your rewards impart *— 

^ I hid them, then, with all my heart. 

PARENTHETICAL ADDRESS. .qqj. twofold feeling owns its twofold cause/ 

BY DR PLAGIARY. Why son and 1 both beg for your applause. 

Hal/ft«kn. «riih ackn«wMra«nu. (o be «peicee !••• isAni. * When in your fostering beams you bid us live, 

Wy subscrip.ion Ust shall «.y how much 


^uMMlen— ihuft 

'When energising objects men pursue,' 

Then Lord knows what is writ by Lord knows 
who. 

A modest monologue you here survey.' 

Hiss'd from the theatre the 'other day/ 

As if Sir Fretful wrote ' the ^umberous ' verse, 
And gave his son ' the rubUsh ' to rehearse. 

* Yet at the thing you'd never be amazed/ 

Knew you the rumpus which the author raised, 

' Nor even here your smiles would be represt,* 
Knew you these lines — the badness of the best. 
'Flame! dre! and flame 1' {words borrow'd 

from Lucretius.) [issues! 

'Dread metaphors which open wounds* like 

* And sleeping panes awake— and— but away * 
{Confound me If 1 know what neat to say). 

* Lo, Hope reviving re^xpands her wings.' 

And Master G — recites what Dr Busby sings \ — 

' If mighty thinp with small we may compare/ 
(Translated from the grammar for the fair 1) 
Dramatic ' spirit drives a conquering car/ 

And bum'd poor Moscow like a tub of ' tar.* 

' This spirit Wellington has shown in Spain/ 

To furnish melodrames for Drury Lane. 
'Another Marlborough points to Blenheim's 
story ,' 

And George and 1 will dramatise it for ye. 

' In ans and sciences our isle hath shone ' 
{This deep discovery is mine alone). 

' Oh British poesy, whose powers inspire' 

My verse— or I'm a fool— and Fame's a liar. 

' Ihee we Invoke, your sister arts implore* 
With 'smiles/ and 'lyres/ and 'pencils,' and 
much more. 

These, if we win thoraces, too. we gain 
Disgroess, loo I * inseparable train I * 

'Three who have stolen their witching airs 
from Cupid ' [stupid) : 

(You all know what I mean, unless you're 
' Harmonious throng' that I have kept in petto 
Now to produce in a 'divine sestettor \ I 

* While Poesy,’ with these delightful doxies, 

* Sustains her part ' in all the * upper' boxes ! 

' *rhus lifted gloriously, you'll soar along.' 
Borne in the vast balloon of Busby's song ; 

' Shine in your farce, masque, scenery, and play' 
(For this last line G^rge had a holiday). 

' Old Druty never, never soar'd so high,' 

So says the manager, and so say I. 

* But hold, you say, this self-compUcent boast ; ' 
Is this the poem which the public lost 7 

* True— true— that lowers at once our mounting 

pride ; ' 

but to : — the papers print what you deride 


you give ! 

TO TIME. 

Tiug! on whose arbitrary wing 
The varying hours must flag or fly 

Whose lardy winter, fleeting spring, 

But drag or drive us on to die— 

Hail thou 1 who on my birth bestow'd 
Those boons to all that know thee known ; 

Yet better I sustain thy load. 

For now I bear the weight alone. 

I would not one fond heart should share 
The ^iter moments ihou hast given ; 

And pardon thee, since thou couldsi spire 
All that I loved, to peace or heaven. 

To them be joy or rest, on me 
Thy future ills shall press In vain : 

I notning owe but years to thee, 

A debt already paid In pain. 

Yet ev'n that pain was some reliel. 

It felt, but si III forgot thy power : 

The active agony of grief 

Retards, but never counts the hour. 

In joy I've sigh'd to think thy flight 
Would soon subside from swift to slow • 

Tlw cloud could overcast the light, 
nut could not add a night to woe ; 

For them, however drear and dark. 

My soul was suited to thy sky : 

One star alone shot forth a spark 
To prove thee— not Eternity. 

That beam hath sunk, and now ihou art 
A blank ; a thing to count and cune. 

Through each dull tedious trifling part, 
Which all regret, yet all rehearse. 

One scene ev'n ihou cansi not deform \ 

The limit of thy sloth or speed, 

Wlien future wanderers bear the storm 
Which we shall sleep too sound to heed r 

And I can smile to think how weak 
Thine efforts shortly shall be shown » 

When all the vengeance thou canst wreak 
'.Must fall upon— a nameless stone. 


TRANSLATION OF A ROMAIC LOVE 
SONG. ^ 

Ah I Love was never yet without / 

The pang, the agony, the doubt, y 

Which rends my bearl with ceaseless sigh, ^ 
. While aod night roU darkling bv. 


-•xS24 


OCCASIONAL PIECES. 


5 ? 


• \^thout ont friend to hear my woe, 

T faint, [ die beneath the blow. 

That love had arrows well I knew ; 

Alas 1 I find them poison'd coo. 

^ Birds, yel in freedom, sftun the net 
Which love around your ha>m» hath set ; 
Or, circled by his fatal fire. 

Vour hearts shall bum, your Itopes eaplre, 
• A bird of free and careless wing 
Was I, through many a smiling spring ; 
But caught within the subtle snare. 

\ I bum, and feebly flutter there. 

Who ne'er have loved, and loved in vain, 
Can neither feel nor pity pain. 

The cold r^ulse, the look askance. 

The lightning of Ix^ve's angry glance. 

ij Jl? dreams 1 deem'd thee mine ; 

^ r hoped, decline ; 

Like melting wax, or withering flower, 

. 1 feci my passion, and thy power. 


That pouting lip arid alter d eye^? 
bird of Icj^ * 


• u ever 

My bird of love I my beauteous male I 
And an Chou changed, and const thou hate? 
Mine eyes like wintry streams o'erflow j 
J;''M wretch with me would barter woe ? 

My bird I relent : one note couM give 
A charm, to bid thy lover live. 

My curdling blood, my madd'ning brain, 
in Silent anguish I sustain ; 

And still thy heart, without partaking 
Dne pang, exults— while mine is br^ing. 
‘Pour me the poison ; fear not thou 1 
i^u canst not murder more than now : 

A ^ ^y ft*»al day , 

And Love, that thus can lingering slay. 

t?y wounded soul, my bleeding breast 
l-nn patience preach thee Into rest ? 

b[“ ' I dearly know 

/Thai !• 


That cheated u$ in slumber only. 

To leave the waking soul more lonely. 

What must they feel whom no false vision. 

But truest, tenderast passion warm'd ? 
Sincere, but swift in sad transition ; 

As if a dream alone had charm'd ? 

Ah I sure such grief 1$ fancy’s scheming. 
And all thy change can be but dreaming I 


OX BEING ASKED WHAT WAS THE 
•ORIGIN OF LOVE.* 

The * Origin of Love!' — Ah. why 
That cruel question ask of me. 

When ihou may'st read in many an eye 
He starts to life on seeing thee? 

And shouldsi thou seek his to know ; 

My heart forebodes, my fears foresee. 
He'll linger long in silent woe : 

But live— until I cease to be. 


THOU ART NOT FALSE, BUT THOU 
^ ART FICKLE. 

l o those thyself so fondly sought : 

thought : 
thougrievest, 

well thou lov si-ioo soon thou Invest. 

despises. 

But and deceit ; 

to «>rT<iw 

Alls ^ love orUve* 

^ conscious on the morrow. 

We scarce our fancy can forgive, 


REMEMBER HIM WHOM PASSION'S 
POWER. 

Rf.mfmber him whom passion’s power 
Severely, deeply, vainly proved : 

Remember thou that dangerous hour. 

When neither felt, though both were loved 

That yielding breast, that melting eye. 

Too much invited to be bless d ; 

That gentle prayer, that pleading sigh. 

The wilder wish reproved, repress d. 

Oh f let me feel that all I lost 

But saved thee all that conscience fears , 
And Wush for every pang it cost 
To spare the vain remorse of years. 

Yet think of this when many a tongue, 
Whost busy accents whisper blame, 

Would do the heart that loved ihce wrong. 
And brand a nearly blighted name. 

Think that, whate'er tool hers, thou 

Hast seen each selfish thought subdued ; 

I bless thy purer soul ev'n now, 

Ev'n now. in midnight solitude. 

Oh, God ! that we had mrt In lime. 

Our hearts as fond, thy hand more free ; 
When thou hadst loi^d without a crime. 

And I been less unworlhy thee ! 

Far may thy days, as heretofore. 

From this our gaudy world be pasl I 
And that too Utter moment o'er. 

Oh ! may such trial be thy lut. 

This heart, alas ! perverted long. 

Itself destroy'd might thee destroy : 

To meet thee in the glittering throng. 

Would wake Presumpiiobs hope of joy. 

Then to the things whose bliss or woe, 

Like mine, is wild and worthless all. 

That world resign—such scen^ forega 
Where those wbo fed must surely fall. 
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Thy youth, thy charms, thy tetwlemess, 

Thy soul from long $oclu»on pure ; 

From whac ev'n here hath pass'd, may guess 
What there thy bosom must endure. 

Oh \ pardon (hat imploring tear. 

Since not by Virtue shed in vaJo, 

My frenry drew from eyes so dear ; 
ror me they shall not weep again. 

Though long and mournful must it bcv 
The thought that we no more may meet : 

Yet 1 deserve the stem decree, 

And almost deem the sentence sweet. 

Still, had I loved thee less, my heart 
Had then less sacrificed to thine : 

Ic felt not half so much to pan 
As if its guilt had made thee mine. 


IMPROMPTU. IN REPLY TO A FRIEND. 
^ When, from the heart where sorrow sits, 

Her dusky shadow mounts too high, 

And o’er the changing aspect flits, 

And clouds the brow, or fills the eye : 

Heed not that gloom, which soon shall sink : 

My thoughts their dungeon know too well ; 
Back to my breast the wanderers shrink. 

And droop within their silent cell. 


SONNETS TO GENEVRA. 

I. 

Thine eyes’ blue tenderness, thy long fair hair, 
And the wan lustre of thy features — caught 
Prom contemplation— where serenely wrought. 
Seems Sorrow's softness charm'd from Its de* 
spair^ 

Have thrown such speaking sadness In thine air, 
That— but I know thy blessed bosom fraught 
With mines of unalloy'd end stainless 
thought— 

I should have deem'd (hee doom'd to earthly care. 
With such an aspect, by his colours blent. 
When from hU beauty^breathing pencil bom 
(Except that thou hast nothing to repent). 

The Magdalen of Guido saw (he mom— 
Such seem'st thou— but how much more ex* 
cellent I fscom. 

With nought Remorse can claim— nor virtue 

It. 

Thy cheek Is pale with thought, but not from 
woe 1 

And yet so lovely, that if Mirth could flush 
Its rose of whiteness with the brightest blush. 
My heart would wish away that ruder glow : 
And dasele uot thy deep blue eyes — but. ob I 
While garing on them sterner eyes will gush, 
And into mine my mother's weakjwss rush, 
Soft as the last drops round heaven's airy bcm. 
For, through tby long dark lashes low depending, 
The soul of melancholy Gentleness 
Gleams like a seraph from the sky descending. 
Above all pain, yet fdtying all distress ; 


At once such majesty with sweetness blending, 
1 worship more, but cannot love thee less. 


FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 

*Td Mt CHAMAS.' 

In moments to delight devoted, 

' My life I * with tenderest tone, you cry ; 
Dear words ! on which my heart bad doted, 
If youth could neither fade nor die. 

To death even hours like these must roll, 

Ah ! then repeat those accents never \ 

Or change ' my life I ' into * my soul I ' 
Which, like my love, exists for ever* 

ANOTHER veastoN. 

You call me still your Oh I change the 
word — 

Life is as transient as the inconstant sigh : 

Say rather I'm your soul ; more just that name, 
ror, like the soul, my love can never die. 


FROM THE FRENCH. 

^Ote. beauty and poet, has two tittle crimes ; 
She makes her own face, and does not make 
her rhymes. 


WINDSOR POETICS. 

LINES COMPOSED ON THE OCCASION OF HIS 
ROYAL KtCHNESS THE FRINGE RECENT 
ERtNC SEEN STANDING BETWEEN THE 
COFFINS OP HENRY Vltl. AND CHARLES I** 
TN THE ROYAL VAULT AT WINDSOR. 

Famed for contemptuous breach of sacred tits, 
By headless Charl^ see heartless Henry lies ; 
Between them stands another sceptred thing— 
It moves, it reigns— in all but name, a king : 
Charles to his people, Henry to his wife. 

—In him the double tyrant starts to life : 
Justice and death have mix'd their dust in vain, 
Each royal vampire wakes to life again. 

Ah. what can Combs avail, since these disgorge 
The blood and dust of both— to mould a 
George I 


THE DEVIL’S DRIVE; 

AN UNFINISHED RHAPSODY. 

The Devil return'd to hell by ttvo. 

And he stay’d at home till five ; [regoOf, 
When he dined on some homicides done in 
And a rebel or so in an Irish steu*, 

And sausages made of a self*slaiQ Jew — 

And bethought himself what next to do, 

* And.’ quoth he, * I'll take a drive. 

I walk'd in (be morning, I'U ride to-night ; 

In darkness my children take most delight. 

And I'll see how my favourites thrive. 

'And what shall I ride in ? ' quoth Lucifer then— 

* If I follow'd my taste, indeed. 

I should mount in a waggon of wounded mfo. 
And smile to see them bleed. 
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Bik these will be furnish’d ageJn and a^ain, 

And at present my purpose Is speed ; 

To see my manor as much ns I may, 

And watch that no souls shall be poach’d away. 

* I have a state-coach at Carlton House, 

A chariot in Seymour Place ; 

But they're lent to two friends, who make me 
By driving my favourite pace : [amends, 

And they handle their reins with such a grace, 

\ have something f?r both at the end of their race- 

* So now hr the earth to take my chance : * 

T. hen up to the earth sprung he ; 

And making a jump from Moscow to France, 

Ho Stepp d across the sea, 

And rested his hoof on a turnpike road, 

NoNery great way from a bishop s abode. 

But first as he flew, I forgot to say 
That he hover'd a moment upon his way. 

To look upon Leipsic plain ; 

And so sweet to his eye was its suljrfjury glare. 
And so soft in his ear was the cry of despair. 
That ho perch'd on a mountain of slain ; 

And he gased with delight from its growing 
height, 

Nor often on earth had he seen such a sight. 
Nor his work done half as well : Idead. 

1 ' or the field ran so red with the blood of the 
i hai it blush'd like the waves of hell I 
I hen loudly, and wildly, and long laugh'd he : 
Methinks they have here little need of *r /' 

• ♦ ♦ • ♦ 

But the wftest note that soothed his ear 
Was the sound of a widow sighing : 
u7v* sight was the icy tear, 

which horror frose in the blue eye clear 
Of a maid by her lover lying— 

As round her fell her long fair hair ; 

Wh\A frenzied air, 

Winch seem d to ask if a Ood were there I 

WhK » lift'd hut. 

Whh ll« hollow check, and eyes hblf shut, 

A child of famine dying : 

* Anil resistance Is done. 

And the fall of the vainly flying I 

And what did be there, I pray? 

What we see every day ' b ‘ 

Of a Journal 

a 1 J wndrous sights nocturoaJ, 

in shares to the Mta of the 

"««*'''■ “>e Mail. 

iu coachman and his coat : 

aS 5^? he cock'd hli taiL 

^ ^ .deed him by the throat : ^ 

‘tItI '^hat have we here? 

14 a new barouche, and an tudent peer I ' 


So he sat him on his box again. 

And bade him Itavc no fear. 

But be tpie to his club, and stanch to his rein, 
His brothel, and his beer ; 

’ Next to seeing a lord at the council board, 

1 would rather see him here.* 

• • • • e 

The Devil gal next to Westminster, 

And he turn'd to * the room ’ of the Commons' 
But he heard, as he purposed to enter in there. 
That ' the Lords* had received a summons ; 
And he thought, as a * quondam aristocrat,' 

He might peep at the peeis, though to hear 
them were flat ; 

And he w alk'd up the House so like one of our 
own. (throne. 

That they say that he stood pretty near the 

He saw (he Lord Liverpool seemingly wise, 

The Lord Westmoreland certainly silly. 

And Johnny of Norfolk— a man of some sixe— 
And Chatham, so like his friend Billy ; 

And he saw the tears in Lord Eldon's eyes, 
Because the Catholics would not rise. 

In spite of his prayers and his propliccies ; 
And he heard— whicli set Satan himself a star* 
ing— \iHg. 

A certain Chief Jusi ice say something likerav'tr* 
And the Devil was sliock'd— and c^uoth he, * 1 
must go, 

For 1 find have much better manners below : 
If thus he harangues wlien he passes my border, 
I shall hint to frkrnd Klolocn to call him tu 
order.' 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

^PRAK not. 1 1 race not. I breathe not thy name; 
There is grief in the sound, there is gudt in the 
fame : (impart 

Rut the tear which now bums on my check may 
The deep thoughts that dwell in (hat silence of 
heart. 

Too brief for our passion, too long for our peace, 
Were those hours— can (heir Joy or their bitter* 
ness cease? chain,— 

We repent, we abjure, we will break from our 
We will part, we will fly to — unite it again I 

Oh I thine be the gladness, and mine be the gu il 1 1 
Forgive me, adored one I— forsake, if thou wilt ; 
But (he heart which is thine shall expire unde* 
based, (may'st. 

And man shall not bteak it— whatever /kou 

And stem to the haughty, but humble to thee. 
This soul in its bitterest blackness shall be ; 
And our days seem as swift, and our moments 
more sweet, [feet. 

With thee by my side, than with worlds at our 

Om sigh of ihy sorrow, one look of thy love. 
Shall (urn me or fix, shall reward or reprove * 
And tbe heartless may wonder at all I resign— 
Thy lip shall reply, not to them, but to mine. 
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TO LORD THURLOVV. 

* t Uy my br»(ieh Uurel 
1'hen (nils (• Teem Apod’s <«««•. 
evcTy Mhe* briag hK 

Tkuri4^'t ttKtU Mr Jtaferj, 

' I Iny my branch a/ laurel down.' 

Thou ' lay thy branch of laurel down X 
Why, whai ihou st stole is not enow ; 

And, were it lawfully thine own, 

Does Rogers want it most, or thou 7 
Keep 10 thyself ihy wither'd bough, 

Or send it back to Doctor Donne : 

Were Justice done to both. I trow, 

He a have but lUile, and thou— none. 

* Then thui Ic farm ApalU'i crown.’ 

A crown ! why, twist it how you will, 

Thy chaplet must be foolscap still. 

When next you visit Delphi’s town, 

Inquire amongst your fellow 'lodgers, 
I’Kay’ll tell you 1‘hcehus gave his crown. 
Some years before your birth, to Rogers. 

' Let every other bring kit own* 

When coals to Newcastle are carried, 

And owls sent to Athens, as wonders. 
Front his spouse w’hen the Regent's unmarried. 

Or Liverpcol weeps o'er his blunders : 
When Tories and Whigs cease to quarrel, 
When Castlereegh's wife has an heir, 

Then Rogers shall ask us for laurel, 

And thou shalt have plenty to spare. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 

WBITTEK THE RVF.NtNC BEFORE Ml$ VrSITTO 
MR LEIGH HUNf IN HORSEMONCER U^NB 
GAOL, MAY 19. 1813. 

Oh you. who in all names can tickle the (own. 
Anacreon. Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom 
Rrown, (brag, 

For hang me if I know of which you may most 
Your Quarto tw‘o*pounds, or your Two'peony 
Post Bag : 

* • • • • 

But DOW to my letter— to yours 'tis an answer— 
To>morTow be w ith me, as soon as you can, sir, 
AU ready and dress’d for proceeding tospungeon 
(Accord I ng to co mpact) the wit in the d ungeoo— 
Pray Phtabut at length oui political malice 
May not gel us lodgings within the same palace I 
I suppose that to-night you're engaged with 
some codgers, [ Rogers ; 

And for Sotheby’s Blues have deserted Sam 
And I. though with cold 1 have nearly my death 
got, (Heathcote ; 

Must put on my breeches, and wail on the 
Gut to-moTTow, at four, we will both pUy the 
Scitrra, 

And you'll be Catullus, the Regent Mamurra. 


ADDRESS 

INTENDED TO HAVE BEEN RECITED AT THE 
CALEDONIAN UEETINC, 18(4. 

Who hath not glow'd above the page uhere 
fame 

Hath hK'd high Caledon's unconquer’d name ; 
The mountain land which spurn’d the Ronian 
chain. 

And baffl^ back the fiery* crested Dane : 
Whose bnght claymore and hardihood of band 
No foe could lame — no tyrant could command! 
That race is gone — but still their children breathe, 
'And glory crowns them with redoubled wreath : 
lO’cr Gael and Saxon mingling banners shine. 
And, England 1 add their stubborn strength to 
thine. [free, 

I'he blood which flow'd with Wallace flows as 
But now 'tis only shed for fame and thee I 
Oh I pass not by the northern veteran's clairn. 
But give support— (he world hath given him 
fame I 

The humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who blM 
While cheerly following where the mighty led— 
Who sleep beneath the undistinguish d sod 
Where happier comrades in their triumph ir«K), 
I’o us bequeath — 'tis all iheir fate allows— 

I’he sirek^ offspring and the lonely spouse : 
S'lie on high Albyn's dusky hills may raise 
The tearful eye in melancholy gate ; 

Or view, while shadow y auguries disclose, 

I’he Highland seer’s anticipated woes. 

The bloraing phantom of each martial form. 
Dim in the cloud, or darkling In the storm ; 
While sad she chants the sohiary song. 

The soft lament foi him who ui^es long— 

For him. whose distant relics vainly crave 
The coronach’s wild requiem to the brave 1 

'Tis heaven— not man— musi charm away the 
woe. 

Which bursts when Nature's feelings newly flow. 
Yet tenderness and time may rob the tear 
Of half iu bitterness, for one so dear : 

A nation's gratitude perchance may spread 
A (hornless pillow for the widow’d head : 

Kfay lighten well her heart’s maternal rare. 
And wean from peoury the soldier's heir. 


CONDOLATORY ADDRESS 

TO SARAH COUNTESS OP jERSCY* ON THE 
PRINCE regent’s returning HEK PIL* 
TUBE TO MRS UEB. 

When the vain triumph of the imperial lord. 
Whom servile Rome obey'd, and yet abhorr d» 
Gave to (he vulgar gase each glorious bust, 
That left a likeness of the brave or Just ; 

What most admired each scruiiniring eye 
Of all that deck’d that passing pagt^antry 7 
What spread from face to face (bat wondering 
air 7 

The (bought of Brutus— for his was not there 1 


—1824. 


OCCASIOl^AL PIECES. 




That absence proved his wonh, — that absence 

His memory on the torifing mind, unmix'd ; 

And more decreed bis glory to endure. 

Than all a gold Colossus could secure. 

Ifthus. fair Jersey, our desiring gase 
Search for thy form, in vain and mute amate. 
Amidst (hose picturwl charms, whose loveliness. 
Bright though they be thine own r^er d 
less : 

tf lie, that vain old man. whom truth admits 
Heir of his father's crown, and of its wits, 

If his corrupted eye, and wither'd heart. 

Could with thy gentle image bear depart j 
That tasteless shame be kit, and ours the grief 
To gaxe on Beauty's band without iu chief : 

Vet comfort still one selfish thought imparts. 

We lose the portrait, but preserve our hearts. 

What can his vaulted gallery now diKlose ? 

A garden with all flowers-^xcept the rose 
A fount that only wants its living stream ; 

A night, with every star, save Dian s beam. 

lo our eyes the present forms shall be. 

That turn from tracing them to dream of thee ; 
And more on that recall'd resemblance pause, 

1 han all he thall not force on our applause. 

y*' meridian lustre shine. 

With all that Virtue asks of Homage thh*e : 

The symmetry of youth, the grace of mkn, 

The eye that gladdens, and the brow serene ; 

darkness of that clustering hair. 
Wlilch shades, yet shows that forehead more 
than fair I [throws 

^h glance (hat wins v$. and the life that 
A spell which will noi let our looks repose 
jmi turn to gaic again, and find anew 
^mc eharin that well rewards another view, 

lessen'd, these are still ua bright. 
AllMli toodarzUng for a dotard s sight : 

And those must wait till every charm is gone. 

heart that pleases none 
i nat dull cold sensualist, whose sickly eye 
^envlota dimness pass'd thy portrait \n ; 

Who rackd hts httle spirit to combine ^ 

It I halo of s loveliness, and ikini. 

FRAGMENT OF AN EPISTLE TO 
THOMAS MOORE. 

I'm viTr*J? • syllable further in prose ; 

I ni wir man ‘of all measures.' dear Tom. -so 
ncre goes I 

Of oW Time, 

^ *rhyme^“‘ »PPorter». ibe bladders of 

WhiJfk ®}5i «sp«tAble mud 

bV^ii'd b 

Walk’d o«, o( hi, dtiHh 


Singing ‘Glory to God* in a spick and span 
stansa. [never man saw . 

The like (since Tom Stem hold was choked} 

The papers have (old you. no doubt, of the 
fusses, [Russes.— 

The fetes, and the gapings to get at these 
Of his Majesty's suite, up from coachman to 
Hetman. Igre.it man. 

And what dignity decks the flat lace of the 
I saw him, last week, at two balls and a party.— 
For a prince, his demeanour was rather too 
hearty. 

You know toe are used to ciuite difTerent graces. 
• » • • • 

The Cur's look, I own, was much brighter 
and brisker. 

But then he Is sadly deficieiit in whisker; 

And wore but a starless bine coal, and In kersey* 
•mere breeches whisk'd round, in a walls with 
(he Jeisey, 

Who lovely as ever, seem'd just as delighted 
With htajesiy's presence as those she invited. 


ELEGIAC STANEAS 

OH TH£ DEATH Of SIR PETER PARKER. BART. 

There is a tear for all that die. 

A mourner o'er the humblest grave ; 

But nations swell the funeral cry. 

And triumph weeps above the brave. 

For them Is Sorrow's purest sigh 
O'er oce.in's heaving bosom sent : 
tn vain their bones unburied lie. 

All earth liecomes their moniiinenl ! 

A tomb Is theirs on every page. 

An epitaph on every tongue : 

The pr^nt hours, the future age. 

For (hem bewail, to them belong. 

For them the voice of festal mirth 
Grows hush'd, fktir nanu the only sound; 
While deep Kemembrance pours 10 Worth 
The goblet's tributary round. 

A theme to crowds that knew ihciii not. 

Lamented by admiring foes. 

Who would not share their glorious lot ? 
Who would not die (he death they clu^se ^ 

And, gallant Parker ! Ihus enshrinetl 
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be : 

And early valour, glowing, find 
A model in thy memory. 

But there are breasts that bled with thee 
In woe. that glory cannot quell : 

And shuddering hepr of victory. 

Where one so dear, so dauntl^, fell. 

Where shall (hey turn to mourn thee le»s } 
When cease to hear thy cherish'd name ? 
Time caniMt teach forgetfulness. 

While Griefs full heart is fed by Fame. 
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Alaa t for them, though not for thee, 

They cannot choo$e but weep the more ; 
Deep for the dead the grief must be. 

Who ne'er gave cause to mourn before. 


TO BELSHAZZAR. 
BeLSHA22AR I from the banquet turn, 

Nor in thy sensual fulness laU ; 

Behold \ while yet before thee bum 
Itie graven words, the glowing wall, 
Many a despot men miscall 
Crown’d and anointed from on high \ 

But thou, the weakest, worst of all— 

Is it not written, thou must die } 

Go I dash the roses from thy brow — 

Grey hairs but poorly wreath with them ; 
YoutKs garlands misbecome thee now, 
More than thy very diadem, 

Where thou hast tarnish’d every gem : — 
Then throw the worthless bauble by. 
Which, worn by ihee, ev’n slaves contemn ; 
And learn like better men to die I 

Oh I early In the balance weigh’d, 

And ever light of word and worth. 

Whose Mul expired ere youth decay'd. 

And left thee but a mass of earth. 

To see thee moves the scomer's mirth : 

But team in Hope’s averted eye 
Lament that even thou hadst birth— 

Unfit to govern, live, or die. 
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STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 
TKkRB be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like tbee ; 

And like muM on (he waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me : 

When, as if its sound were cauriog 
Tlie charmed ocean's pausing. 

The waves lie still and gleaming. 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming : 

And the midnight moon is wearing 
Her bright chain o’er (be deep ; 
Whose breast Is gently hearing. 

As an infant’s asleep : 

So the si^rit bows beiorc thee. 

To listen and adore (bee ; 

With a full but soft emotion, 

Like (ho swell of Summer's ocean 


I’Tls not on youth’s smooth cheek the blush 
alone, which fades so fast, 

I But the lender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth 
itself be past. 

I Then the few whose spirits float above the 
wreck of happiness 

I Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of 
excess : 

I The magnet of their course is gone, or only 
points in vain 

I The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall 
never stretch again. 

I Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death 
itself comes down ; 

It cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream 
its own ; 

That heavy chill has froten o'er the founlain of 
our tears. 

And though the eye may sparkle still, 'tis where 
the ice appears. 

I Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and 
mirth distract the breast, 

I Through midnight hours that yield no more 
their former hope of rest ; 

I ’Us but as ivy«leaves around (he ruin’d turret 
wreath, 

I All green and wildly fresh without, but worn 
and grey beneath. 

lOb I could t feel os I have felt-or be what I 
have been. 

I Or weep as I could once have wept, o er many 
a vanish’d scene ; ,, 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all 
brackish though they be, 

I So midst the wither’d waste of life, those tears 
would flow to me. 


y. 


DARKNESS. 

1 HAD a dream, which was not aU a dream, 

I The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the stars 
Did wander darkling in the eternal space. , 
Rayless, and pathless : and the Icy earth 
I Swung blind and blackening in (he moool^ 
Mom came and went— and came, and brougnt 
no day. 

And men forgot (heir passions in the dread 
Of this their desolation ; and all hearts 
.Were chill'd into a selfish prayer for light : 

I And they did live by watchfires — and in« 
thrones, 

The palaces of crowned kings^the huts. 

The nabitations of all ihing.x which dwell, 
j Were burnt for beacons ; cities were consumeo. 
I And men were gather’d round their blasmg 
homes 

I To look once more into each other's face « 
Happy were those wbo dwelt within the eye 
Theke’b not a joy the world can give like that Of the vokanoes, and (hdr mountain-tor^ : 

it takes away. A fearful hope was all the world contained ; 

When the glow of early thought declines in Forests were set on fir^but hour by hour 

feeling’s doll decay ; 'fhev ^ell and faded— and the crackling trunks 
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ExLlofuisb'd widi a crash^^d all was black. 
The brows of mca by the despairing light 
Wore an unearthjy aspect, as by hts 
The flashes fell upon them ; some lay down 
And hid their eyes and wept ; and some rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and 
smiled: 

And others hurried to and fro, and fed 
I heir funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up 
With mad disquietude on the dull sky, 

?."5. •’orld ; and then again 
With curses cast them down upon the dust. 

And gnash’d their teeth and howl’d : the wild 
birds shriek'd, 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground. 

And flap their useless wings : the wildest brutes 
Came tame and tremulous ; and vipers crawl'd 
And twined themselves among the multitude. 

* siingless^they were slain for food : 

AM War. which for a moment was no more, 
JjJ® 8btt himself again meal was bwght 
With blood, and each sate sullenly apart 
wrging himself in gloom : no love was left j 
All ewth was but one ihoughi^and that was 
death 

Immediate and Inglorious ; and the pang 
Of famine fed upon all eninuls..incn 
oicd, and their bones were lomblcss as their 
flesh ; 

The meagre by the meagre were devour'd. 

AftrfV®** mssKn* »U save one. 

And he was faithful to a corse, and kept 
I he birds and beasts and famish'd men at bay. 
im hungef clung them, or the dropping d^ 
Innt isws : himself sought out so 

But with a piteous and pemtual moan. 

And a quick desolate crv. fkking the hand 
Which answer'd not with a caress—be died, 
rhe crowd was famish'd by degrees ; but two 
Of an enormous city did survive. 

And i^hcy were enemies : they met beside 
T^ dying embers of an aliar- place, 
v^re bad ^n heap'd a mass of holy things 
; they raked up, ^ [Ka^ 
Thf serapM with their cSd skeleioa 

Ru ^7^^* S*?*' f«ble breath 

nlew for a UiiIp hr. ...4 ^ 


The waves were dead : tbe tid^ were In their 
grave. 

The Moon, their mistress, bad expired before : 
The winds were wither'd in the stagnant air. 
And tbe clouds perish'd : Darkness had no seed 
Of aid from them— ^he w as ibe Universe 1 



* — r— *«' w, «Mu Mincjco, and 

hideousness they died. 
“P®® whose brow 
The world was void 
*be powerful was a lump. 
heibkM. treeless, maoless. Ufel^, 

* <*“*» •» they 

Tht, .bpt TO *e rtyi. wUliou. . 


MONODY ON THE DEATH OF 
THE RIGHT HON. R. B. SHERIDAN. 
5POKEM AT DRUSy-LAKg THEATRE. 
Whe**! the last sunshine of expiring day 
In summer's twilight weeps Itself away. 

Who hath not felt the softness of the hour 
Sink on the heart, as dew along the flower } 
With a pure feeling which absorbs and awes 
\Vhi1e nature makes that melancholy pause, 
Her breathing moment on the bridge where 
Time 

Of light and darkness forms nn arch sublime, 
Who hath not dinred that calm, so still and deep, 
The voiceless thought which would not spcidc 
but weep, 

A holy concord, and a bright regret. 

A glorious sympathy w ith suns that set ? 

'Tis not harsh sorrow, but a tenderer woe. 
Nameless, but <iear to gentle lieans below, 

Felt without bitterness, but full and clear. 

A sweet dejMiion. a transparent tear, 

Unmix'd with worldly grief or sclHsh slain, 

S^ed without shame, and secret without pain. 

Even as the lendemcis that hour instils 
When summer's day declines along the hills. 

So feels the fulness of our heart and eyes. 

When all of Genius whieh can perish dies. 

A mighty spirit is eclipsed— a power [hour 
Hath p^'d from day to darkness— to whose 
Of light no likeness is bequeath'd— no name. 
Focus at once of all the rays of Fame 1 
The flash of Wit. the bright Intelligence, 

The beam of Song, the blase of Eloquence, 

Set with their Sun. but still have left behind 
The enduring produce of immortal Mind : 

Fruits of a genial morn, and glorious noon, 

A deathless part of him who died too soon. 

But small that portion of the wondrous whole, 
Tbe« sparkling segments of that circling soul. 
Which all embrac^. and lighten'd over .dl, 

To cheer, to pierce, to please, or to appal. 

From the charm'd council to Ibe festive board. 
Of human feelings the unbounded lojvl ; 

In whose acclaim the loftiest voices vied, 

Tbe praised, the proud, who made his praise 
their pride. 

Wbea the loud ciy of trampled Hindostan 
^ose to Heaven to her appeal from man. 

His was the thunder, his the avenging rod. 

The wrath— the delegated voice of God I 
Which shook (he oations through his Ups and 
biased. 

Till vanqui^'d senates trembled as they praised. 

^And here, oh I here, where yet all young and 
The gay creatioas of his spirit charm, (wunn. 
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T1)6 matchl^ dialogue, (be dealhWss wit, 

Which knew not what it vra£ to intermit ; 

The glowing portraits, fresh from life, that bring 
Home to our hearts the truth from which they 
spring : 

These wondrous beings of his fancy, wrought 
To fulness by the hat of his thought. 

Here in their first abode ;^ou still may meet. 
Bright with the hues of his Promethean heat ; 

A halo of the light of other days. 

Which still the splendour of its orb betrays. 

But should there be to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight. 

Men who exult when minds of heavenly (one 
Jar in the music which was bom their oNvn, 

Still let them pause— ah I little do they know 
That what to them seemed Vice might be but 
Woe. 

Hard is his fate on whom the public gase 
Is fix’d for ever to detract or praise ; 

Repose denies her r^uiem to his name. 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret ertemy whose sleepless eye 
Stands sentinel, accuser, judge, and spy : 

The foe, the fool, the jealous, and the vain, 
i'he envious, who but breathe in others' pain— 
Behold Ihe host I delighting lo deprave. 

Who track the steps of glory to the gm>‘e, 

Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to the ardour which its birth bestows. 
Distort the truth, accumulate the lie. 

And pile the pyramid of Calumny ! 

These are bis portion— but If join'd to these 
Gaunt Poverty should league w ith deep Disease 
If the high Spirii must forget (o soar. 

And Stoop to strive with Misery at the door. 

I'o soothe Indignity— and face to face 
Meet sordid rage, and wrestle with Disgrace ; 
To find in Hope but Ihe renew'd caress. 

I'he serpent-fold of further Faithlessness: — 

1 f such may be the Ills which men assail. 

M^at marvel if at last the mightiest fail? 

Breasts to whom all the strength of feeling 
given iheaven 

Bear hearts electric — charged with fire from 
Black with the rude collision, inly tom. 

By clouds surrounded, and on whirlwind borne. 
Driven o’er the lowering atmosphere that nur>( 
Thoughts which have turn'd to thunder— scorch, 
and burst. 

But far from us and from our mimic scene 
Such things should be — If such have ever been ; 
Ours be the gentler wish, the kinder (ask. 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask. 

To mourn the vanish'd baam. and add our mite 
Of praise In payment of a long deligbt. 

Ye Orators I wfiom yet our councils yield. 
Mourn for the veteran Hero of your field I 
The worthy rival of the wondrous Tkrte,^ 
wgw I 


Ye Bards J to whom the Drama’s Muse is dear, 
le was your masier^^mulaie him Afrt/ 

/e men wit and social eloquence, 
rte was your brother— bear his ashes hence I 
While powers of mind almost of boundless 
range, 

Complete in kind. as\arious in their change , 
While Eloquence. Wit, Poesy, and Mirth. 
That humbler Harmonist of care on Earth. 
Survive wlthm our souls — while lives our sense 
Of pride in Went s proud pre-eminence, 

Long shall we seek his likeness, long in vam, 
And lum to all of him which may remain, 
Sighing that Nature form’d but one such man. 
And broke the die— in moulding Sheridan I 


VttK yK. 


CHURCHILL’S GRAVE. 

A FACT UTEBALLV RENDERED, 
t STOOD beside the grave of him who biased 
The comet of a season, and I saw 
The humblest of all sepulchres, and gawd 
With not the less of sorrow and of awe 
On that neglected turf and quiet stone, 

With name no clearer thart the names unknown, 
Which lay unread around it ; and I ask d 
The Gardener of that ground, why It 7 
That for this plani strangers his memory tasK o. 
Through the thick deaths of half a century f 
And thus he answer'd : ' Well, I do not know 
Why frequent travellers turn to pilgnms so i 
He died before my day of Sexionship, , 

And I had not ihe digging of Ihis grave. 

And is this all? 1 thought— and do we np 
The veil of I m mot ta I Uy, and 
I know not uhat of honour nnd of ■'K'jl;. 
rhfoujh unt>om ages, to endure this blight* 

So soon, and SO successless ? As I said, 

'ITie Architect of all on which we tread. 

For Earth is but a tombstone, did essay 
To extricate remembrance from the clay. 
Whose minglings might confuse a Newtons 
thought, 

Were it not that all life musl end in one. 

Of which we are but dreamers t— as he caugnt 
As 'twere the twilight of a former Sun, 

Thus spoke he : ‘ i beUeve the man of whom 
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb. 

Was a most famous writer in his day. 

And therefore travellers step frorn out their 
To pay him honour,— and myself whate er 
Your wnour pleases.' Then most pleaseo 
From out my pocket's avaricious nook fsnoo* 
Some certain coins of silver, which as fY^'^,v^Te 
Perforce 1 gave this man, thou^ I 
So much but inconveniently xC 
1 see ye, ye profane ones I sU the while. .. 
Because my homely phrase the truth wwld l 
You are the fools, not 1 ; for 1 did dwell 
With a deep thought, and with a »ften d eya> 
On (hat old Sexton's natural homily. 

In which there was Obscurity and Fame — 

The Glory and the Nothing of a Name* 
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PROMETHEUS. 

Tjtan ! to whose irDtnon&] eyes 
The sufferings of mortaliiy, 

Seen to their sad reality, 

Ww not as things that g«U despise. 

What was thy pity’s recompense? 

^ilent suffering, and intense ; 

Ije rock, the vulture, and the chain. 

M that the proud can feel of pain 
agony they do not show, 
ine suffocaung sense of woe, 

WhKh spedtf but in its loneliness. 

And then is jealous lest the sky 
hhouW havea listener, nor will sigh 
Until his voice is ei^ol^s. 

Titan I to thee the strife was given 
wiw«n the suffering and fne will, 
wnich torture where they cannot kill : 

And in the inexorable Heaven, 

And the deaf tyranny of Faie. 
m ruling principle of Hate. 

Which for iis pleasure doth create 
ihe things it may annihilate. 

Kjrused thee even the boon to die : 

The wretched gift Eternity 

^Mhai the Thunderer wrung from thee 
menace which flung back 
^ mm the tormenu of thy rack : 

The faie t^hou didst so well foresee. 

eppease him tell ; 

And n thy Silence was his Sentence, 

A .?'? repentance, 

» HI dissembled 

hat In his hand die lightnings tremWed. 

'^y godlike crime was to be kind. 

To render i^th thy precepts less 
human wretchedness. 

own mind ; 
^”>m high. 

still in thy patient energy, 

WkUk lmp«Pictnible Spirit, 

A ml^^ Heaven could not convulse, 
A mighiy lesson we nherii; 

T1«yr. »«„bol .ndajign 

UV. “V’-''" i 

^ m part divine. 

Aad from a pure source ; 

Hfe ^2 r Portions can foresee 
g!* «wn fuBcrea destiny • 


A FRAGMENT, 

Could I remount the river of my years. 

To the first fountain of our smiles and (ears, 

I would not trace again the stre.im of hours 
Between (heir outworn banks of wither'd flowe*x 
But Ud j( flow as now— until it glides 
Into the number of ihe nameless (ides. 

e • • • • 

What is this Death ?- -a quiet of the heart 
1 he whole of that of which w*e are a part ? 

For life is but a vision— what 1 see 
Of .'ll! that lives alone is life to me ; 

And being so— the absent are the dead, 

Who haunt us from tranquillity, and spread 
A dreary shroud around us, and Invest 
With sad remembrances our hours of rest. 

I The absent are the dead— for they are cold, 
Rnd neer can he what once we did behold ; 
Knd they are changed, and cheerless.— <r if ya 
n^he un forgotten do no< all forget, 

^nce thus divided^^ual must it be 
If (he deep barrier be of earth, or sea ; 

It may be both— but one day end it must. 

In the dark union of insensate dust. 

The under>earth inhabitants— are they 
Hut mingled millions decomposed to clay? 

The ashes of a thousand ages spread 
Wherever man has trodden or shall tread? 

Or do they in (heir silent cities dwell 
Each in hl$ incommunicative cell? 

Or have they their own language? and a sense 
Of breathless being ?—dai ken 'd and intense 
As midnight in her solitude?— O Earth I 
Where are the past?— and wherefore had (hey 
The dead are thy inlieritors— and w e [birth ? 

But bubbles on thy stirface ; and (he key 
Of thy profundity is in the grave. 

The ebon portal of tliv peo|>led cave, 

Wliere I would w.ilk in spiril, and behold 
Our elements resolved to things untold, 

And fat lion I -hidden wonders, and explore 
The essence of great bosoms now no more. 


*' SONNET TO LAKE LEMAN. 
RoussfiAU— Voltaire — our Gibbon — and De 
Sta«l— 

Leman I these names are worthy of thy shore.* 
Thy shore of names like these I wert thou no 
more. 

Their memory thy remembrance would recall : 
To (hem thy banks were lovely as to dl, 

^( they have made them lovelier, for the lore 
Of mighiy minds doth hallow in the core 
Of human hearts the ruin of a wall [Mrr, 

Where dvrelt the wise and wondrous : but hy 
How much more. Lake of Beauty i do we fwl. 

In sweetly gliding o'er thy ciysial sea. 
rbe wild glow oi that uoi ungentle seal. 

* Centtv Hemx Copet, learr.-iat 
c 
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Which of the heirs of inimortahty 
Is proud. And makes the breath of glory real 1 


A VERY MOURNFUL BALLAD 

ON THE SIEGE AND CONQUEST OF ALHAUA, 
WhUh. in the AruhU language » is ta the /W- 
lowing furforl. 

The Moorish King rides up and down 
Through Granada's royal town ; 

From Elvira’s gates to those 
Of Bivarambla on he goes. 

Woe is me. Alhama I 

Letters to the monarch tell 
How Ahiama’s city fell ; 

In the fire the scroll he threw, 

And the messenger he slew. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

He quits his mule, and mounu his horse. 
And through the street directs his course ; 
Through the street of Zacatin 
To the Alhambra spurring in. 

Woe is me. Alhama I 

When the Alhambra walls he gain'd, 

On the moment be ordain'd 

That the trumpet straight should sound 

With the silver clarion round. 

Woe is me, Alhama 1 

And when the hollow drums of war, 

Beat the loud alarm afar, 

I hat the Moors of town and plain 
Might answer to the martial strain. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

Then the Moors, by this aware 
That bloody Man recall'd them there. 

One by one, and two by two, 

To a mighty squadron grew. 

Woe is me, Albama I 

Out then spaSce an aged Moor 
In these words the king before, 

* Wherefore call on us, O King? 

^^^at nay mean this gathering?' 

Woe is me, Albama I 

* Friends I ye have, alas I lo know 
Of a most disastrous blow ; 

That tbe Christians, stem and bold. 

Have obtain'd Alhama's hold.' 

Woe is me, Albama I 

Out then spake old Alfaqui, 

With bis beard so white to see ; 

* Good King I thou art justly served. 
Good King I this thou bast deserved. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

* By thee were slain, in evil hour, 

Tlie Abencerrage, Granada's flower : 

And strangers were rectived by thee 
Of Cordova the Chivalry. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 


* And for this O King ! is sent 
On (bee a double chastisement : 

Thee and thine, thy crown and realm. 

One last wreck shall overwhelm. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

* He who holds no laws in awe. 

He must perish by the Uw' ; 

And Granada must be won. 

And thyself with her undone. 

Woe is me. Alhama ! 

Fire flash'd from out the old Moor's e)TS, 
The Monarch's wrath began lo nse. 
Because he answer'd, and because 
He snake exceeding well of lavi-s. 

Woe is me, Alhama i 

* There is no law to say such things 
As may disgust the ear of kings : 

Thus, snorting with hi$ choler, said 

The Moorish King, and doom'd him dead. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

Moor Alfaqui 1 Moor Alfaqui I 
Though thy beard so hoary be. 

The King fits sent to have thee 
For Alhama's loss displeased. 

Wee is me, Albania \ 

And to fix thy head upon 
High Alhambra's loftiest stone ; 

I'hat this for thee should be the law. 

And others tremble when they saw. 

Woe Is me, Alham.i I 

* Cavalier, and man of worth I 
1^1 these words of mine go forth 
Lei the Moorish Monarch know, 

That to him I nothing owe. 

Woe is me. Alhama i 

* But on my soul Alhama weighs. 

And on my inmost spirit preys ; 

And if the King his land hath lost, 

Yet others may have lest the most. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

‘ Sires have lost their children, wives ^ 
Their lords, and valiant men their uvea . 
One what best his love might claim 
Hath lost, another wealth, or fame. 

Woe is me, Alhama 1 

' t lost a damsel In that hour, 

Of all the land the loveliest flower ; 
Doubloons a hundred 1 would pay. 

And think her ransom cheap that day. 

Woe is me, Alhama I 

And as these things the old Moor said. 
They sever’d from the trunk his hej^ 
And to the Alhambra's wall with spceo 
'Twas carried, as the King deemed. 

Woe is me. Alhama 

And men and Infants thereiri weep 
Their loss, so heavy and so deep : 
Granada's ladies, all she rears 
Within her walls, burst into tears* 

Woe is me, Alhama I 


—1824. 


OCCASIONAL P/MCES. 


67 


And from Ihe windows o’or ihe w'alls 
The s^le web of mourning falls ; 
Tlw King weeps as a woman o’er 
His Joss, for it is much and sore. 

Woe i$ me, Alhama I 


, STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

that Hope Is happiness ; 

But genuine Love must priie Ihe past, 
And Memory wakes the thoughu that bless 
They rose the fint— they set the last ; 

^ Memory loves the most 

Was once our only Hope to ^ 

Am aU that Hopeadoied and lost 
Hath melted into Memory. 

Alas I It is delusion all ; 

The future cheats us from afar. 

Nor can we be what we recall, 

Not dare we think on what we arc. 


, TO THOMAS MOORE. 

My boat is on the shore, 

And my hark Is on ihe sea : 
out. before I go, Tom Moore, 

Here s a double health to thee I 

'•ho love me 

And a smile to those who hate : 

And. whatever sky's above me, 
s a heart for every fate. 

^ Tl^ugh tlie ocean roar around me. 

Vein still shall bear me on; 

*hould surround me. 

It hath spnngs that may be won. 

Were’ t the last drop In the well. 

As 1 gasp'd upon the brink, 
y fainting spirit fell, 

Hs to thee Ojat I would drink. 

water, as thU wine, 
cu ‘^^hbatlon I would pour 
^ thine and mine, 

And a healih to thee, Tom Moore. 

TO SAMUEL ROGERS. ESQ.» 

still to thee. 

A^J\ «P«IU belong I 

m turn thy convene and thy song. 

^ »haU come. 

Sh.i?^*“2^T ® "her Druid's tomb 
ShaU weep tlat aught of ibee can die 

she then repay 
at her^rine, 
'rMle agmroU avmy, 
^^naioe immortally with tiimi/ 


Wrtiua la , bUak ft, . 




ON THE BUST OF HELEN BY CANQVA. 
Ik this beloved marble view. 

Abo^’e the works and thoughts of nian, 
What Nature eauid. but tuonld not. do, 
And beauty and Canova <aH t 
Beyond Imn^nat ion’s power, 

^ond the Bard’s defeated art, 

With immortality her dower. 

Behold the HtUn of the kt^ri ! 


SONG FOR THE LUDDITES. 

As the Ubeny bds o’er the sea 
Bought their fre^om. and cheaply. wU 1 1 blood, 
So w‘e. boys, we 
Will dii fighting, or Iiw free, 

And down with all kinp but King Ludd I 
When the web that we weave is complete. 
And the shuttle exchanged for the sword. 

We will fling the wihding*sheet 
O’er the despot at our feet. 

And dye it deep in the gore he has pour’d. 

Though black as his heart its hue. 

Since his wins are corrupted to mud, 

Yet this is the dew 
Which the tree $h>ill renew 
Of Liberty, planted by Ludd J 




VERSiCLES 
I KEAt) the ' Cristabel ; ' 

Vci7 well : 

I read the * Missionary ; ' 

Pretty^very : 

I tried at * llderim . 

Ahem I 

I read a sheet of * Marg'ret ot Aajou, ' 
C^H t 

1 turn’d a page of Scott's * Waterloo : ' 

I pooh ! (stone Doe 
1 look’d at Wordsworth's milk* white ' Ryl> 
HiUol 
d;c. Ac. Ac. 


. WELL GO NO MORE A ROVING. 
So. we’ll go DO more a roving 
So late into the ojght. 

Though the heart be still as loving. 

And the moon be still as bright. 

For the sword outwears its sheath. 

And the soul wean out the breast, 

And the heart must pause to breathe. 

And love ItseE have rest. 

Tliough the night was made for loving, 
And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we'U go no more a roving 
By the ught of the mooii. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 
Wha t are yon dwng now, 
Oh tboiM Moore? 
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And Sotheby, vriih his * Orestes/ 
(Which, by (he by. the author's best is.) 
Has lain so very long on hand, 

Thai I despair of all demand. 

I've advertised, but see my books. 


What are you doing now, 
Oh Thomas Moore? 
Sighing or suing now, 
Rhyming or wooing now, 
Billing or cooing now. 
Which, Thomas Moore? 

But the Camivars coming. 

Oh Thomas Moore \ 

The Carnival's coming. 

Oh Thomas Moore ! 
Masking and humming. 

Fifing and drumming. 
Guitarring and strumming, 
Oh Thomas Moore I 


TO MR MURRAY. 

To hook the reader, y^. John Murray, 

Have publish'd * Anjou^ Margaret. 

Which won't be sold off in a hurry 
(At least, it has not been as yet) : 

And then, still further to bewilder 'em. 

Without remorse, you set up ‘ Ilderim ; 

So mind you don’t get into debt. 

Because as now. if you should fail, 

These books would be but baddish bail. 

And mind you do aef let esem 
These rhymes to Morning rost or Perry. 
Which would be vrry treacherous — v<ry. 

And get me Into such a scrape I 
for. firstly, I should have to sally. 

AU in my little boat, against a GatUy; 

And . should t chance to slay the Assyrian wight. 
Have next to comliat with the female knight. 


EPISTLE FROM MR MURRAY TO DR 
POLlDORt. 

Deak Doctor, I have read your play. 

Which is a gc^ one in its way,^ 

Pune* the eyes and moves the bowels. 

And drenches handkerchiefs like (ow'els 
With tears, that, in a flux of grief, 

«sflbrd hysterical relief 

To shatter'd nerves and quicken'd pulses. 

Which your catastrophe convulses. 

( like your moral and machinery ; 

Your plot. too. has such scope for scenery 
Your dialogue is apt and smart : 

The play’s concoction full of art ; 

Your hero raves, your herwoe cries. 

All stab, and everybody dies. 

In short, your tragedy would be 
The very thing to near and see : 

And for a piece of publication. 

If 1 decline on this occaskm. 

It is not (hat I am not sensible 
To merits in themselves ostensible, 

But—und 1 grieve to speak it— plays 
Are drugs — mere drugs, sir,— now-a-days. 

I had ^eavy loss by ' Manuel,' — 

Too lucky if It prove not an&uil, — 


Or only watch my shopman's looks ; — 

Still Ivan. Ina. and such lumber. 

My back-shop glut, my shelves encumber. 

There's Byron too, who once did beiier. 

Has sent me. folded in a letter. 

A sort of-^it's no more a drama 
Than Damley, Ivan, or Kehama : 

So alter’d since last year his pen is. 

I think he's lost his wits at Venice. 

In short, sir. what with one and t’oiher, 

I dare not venture on another. 

I wriie in haste ; excuse each blunder ; 

The coaches through the street so thunder 1 
My room's so full— we've Gifford here 
Reading MS., with Hookbam Frere. 
Pronouncing on the nouns and particles 
Of some of our forthcoming Articles. 

The Quarterly— Ah, sir, If you 
Had but the genius 10 review I — 

A smart critique upon St Helena. 

Or if you only would but tell in a 

Short compass what but to resume : 

As I was s.tying, sir, the room— 

The room's so full of wits and bards. [« 
Crabbes, Campbells, Crokers. Freres. ana 
And others, neither bards nor wUs : 

My humble tenement admits 
All persons in the dress of gent, 

From Mr Hemmond to Dog Dent, 

A parly dines with me to*day. 

All clever men, who make their wey • 

Crabbe. Malcolm. Hamilton, and Chantrey» 
Are all partakers of my pantry. 

They're at this moment m discussion 
On poor De StaeVs late dissolution. 

Her book, they sey. was in advance— 

Pray Heaven, she tell the truth of France i 
Thus run our time and tongues away ;— 

But, to return, sir, to your play : 

Sorry, rir. but I cannot deal. 

Unless 'twere acted by O’Neill \ 

My hands so full, my head so busy, 

T'm almost dead, and alw ays dissy : 

And so, with endless truth and burry. 

Dear Doctor. 1 am yours, 

I TOMH MVRRAY. 

^ At/gMsi. 


* EPISTLE TO MR MURRAY. 

Mv dear Mr Murray. 

You're in a damn'd hurry. 

To set up this ultimate Canto \ 

But (if (bey don't rob us) 

You'll see Mr Hobhouse 
Will bring it safe la his portmanteau. 
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For (he Jounwd you hiot of. 

As ready to print off, 

No doubt you do right to commend it : 

But as yet I have writ off 
The devil a bit of 

Our ' Beppo: -when cotued. Ml send it. 
TTiea you've • * • ••5 Tour — 

No gtwt things, to be sure, - 

th^ pompous Tascahion, 

Who don t speak Italian fwork 

Nor French, must have Krihbled by guS- 

Awa l ?P«*« andhUgosrip, 

^T? rausi surely succeU \ 

2 “*'' Epistle-oraft. 

^ ^ ‘ Whistleeraft/ 
MuH make people purchase and read. 

y®!J> General Gordon, 

Who girded h« sword on, 

a^aS 7'^,* M^Morite master, 

And l^lp him (o poUsh 
A nation so owUs^ 

Ocy thought shaving their beards k disaster 

‘ ^ ihrewd,' 
wiih whom you d conclude 
Aconj^pact wlifiout more delay. 

some such pen U 

_Siil extftftt In Venice; 

Bui please, sir, to mention y^urp^,. 

Venice. I, x8x8. 

TO MR MURRAY. 

the bard up Pindus climbs, 

My Murray. 

tessfeirsu 

1, . My Murray. 

»oere is thy new Magarine. 

My Murray? 

*!'• .bin. 

The *Art^Vr“ dcemest most divine- 

Art ofCookery; and mine. 

^ My Murray. 

Essays, too I wiai 

Aiid Ihe^a • 

Ar,A ir blurray. 

«"ciud, 

AJiIk^k .VI® ^ Longitude,' 

“'•Cb this narrow up«r would, 

My Murray. 

Vepka, MareA sStfl 


ON THE BIRTH OF 
JOHN WILLIAM RIZZO HOPPNER 
Hi$ father's sense, his mother s grace. 

In him. I hope, will always fit so ; 
With— still (o keep him in good case — 
Tlie health and appetite of Rizzo. 

February, x8i8. 

ODE ON VENICE. 

The * Ode to Venice* was written during the 
period of Byron's residence in the 'city of a 
hundred isles,’ in t8i8. Shelley, who visited 
him at that period, used to say that all he 
observed of the workings of Byron’s mind during 
his visit, gave him a fax higher idea of its pou ers 
than he had ever before entertained. 

The city, the hist^ of which is so full of 
romantic and poetic incidents, suggested also 
(he poet’s two dramas, * Marino faliero* and 
the 'Two Foscari.’ 

The Umenr for the lost glory of the Ocean 
Queen haj. happily Hot provM prophetic. 

'There Is no Hope for Nations,’ cannot be 
said of the ransomed Veneiia. who shares the 
hopes, the energies, and the future of young 
Italy. There was something prosaic, and like 
this workaday nineteenth century, in ihe means 
emplnycd for her deliverance ; but the origin of 
her freedMn may be traced back to ihe helds of 
Magenta ai>d bolferino, red with ihe best blood 
of her brethren.— E dit. 

f. 

Oh Venice \ Venice I when thy marble walls 
Are level with the waters, (here shall be 
A cry of naiiont o’er thy sunken halls, 

A loud lament along theswcejMngsea I 
If I. a noftbcm wanderer, weep for thee. 
What should thy sons do?— anything but weep i 
And yet they only murmur in their ^eep. 

In coaimsi with their fathers— as the slime. 

The dull green ooze of the receding deep. 

Is with the dashing of the spring*iUe foam 
That drives ihe sailor shipless to hU home. 

Are they to those that were ; and thus they creep. 
Crouching and crab>Uke. through their sapping 
streets. 

Oh t agony— that centuries should reap 
No mellower harvest 1 Thirteen hnndrod years 
Of wealth and glory turn’d to dust and tears. 
And every monument the stranger meets, 
Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets ; 
And even the LIm all subdued appears. 

And the harsh sound of the barbarian drum, 
With dull and daily dissonance, repeats 
The echo of ihy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft waves, once all musical to song. 

That heaved beneath the moonlight with the 
Of gondobs — and to the busy hum (throng 
Of cheerful creatures, whose most sinful deeds 
>% ere but the overbeating of (he httrt. 

And flow of too much happiness, which needs 
Hm* aid of age to turn its course aoart 
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From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 
Of sweet sensations, battling with (he blood 
Hut these are better thao the gloomy errors, 

The weeds of nations in their last dt^y, 

When vice walks forth with her unsoften'd 
terrors, 

And Mirth is madness, and but smiles to slay : 
And Hope t$ nothing but a false delay. 

The sick man's lightning half an hour ere death, 
When Faintness, the last mortal birth of Pain, 
And apathy of limb, the dull beginning (ning, 
Of the cold staggering race which Death as win- 
Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away \ 

Yet so relieving the o'er'tortured clay. 

To him appears renewal of his breath. 

And freedom the mere numbness of his chain : 
And then he talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spirit soaring— albeit weak, 

And of the fresher air. which he would seek : 
And as he whispers knows not that he gasps. 
That his thin finger feels not what it clasps. 

And so the film comes o'er him. and the ditsy 
Chamber swims round and round, and shadows 
busy. 

At which he vainly catches, flit and gleam. 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled scream. 
And all is lee and blackness,— and the earth 
That which it was the moment ere our binh. 

!t. 

There is no hope for nations I— Search the page 
Of many thousand years— the daily scene. 
The flow and ebb of each recurring age. 

The everlasting /e ir which hath htn. 

Hath taught us nought, or little : still we lean 
On things that rot beneath our weight, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestling with the air ; 

For '(1$ our nature strikes us down : the beasts 
Slaughter'd in hourly hecatombs for feasts 
Are of as high an order— they must go 
Ev'n where their driver goacu them, though to 
slaughter. 

Ye men, who pour your blood for kings as water. 
^^at have they given your children In return? 
A heritaM of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, w here your hire is blows. 
What I do not yet the red'hot plough'Shares 
O'er which you stumble in a false ordc^. fburn. 
And deem this proof of loyalty the reef / 
Kissing the hand that guides you to your scars. 
And glorying as you tread the glowing bars ? 
All that your sires have left you, all that Time 
Bequeaths of free, and History of sublime. 
Spring from a diflerent theme 1 Ye see and read. 
Admire and sigh, and then succumb and bleed 1 
Save the few spirits who. despite of all, [der^d 
And worse than all, the sudden crimes ertgen 
By the down-thundering of the prisoa-wall. 

And thirst to swallow the sweet waters tender'd 
Gushing from Freedom's fountains, when the 
crowd. 

Madden'd with centuries of drought, are loud. 
And trample on eaeb other to obtain 
The cup which brings oblivion of a chain 


Httvy and sore, in which long yoked they 
plough’d 

The sand.— or if (here sprung the yellow gram, 
Twns not for them, their ne^s were too much 
bow'd. 

And their dead palates chew'd the cud of pain : 
Yes ! the few spirits, — who. despite of deeds 
Which they abhor, confound not with thecaii^c 
Those momentary starts from Nature's laws. 
Which, like the pestilence and earthquake, smite 
But fora term, then pass, and leave the earth 
With all her seasons to repair the blight 
With a few summers, and again put forth 
Cities and generations— fair, when free— 

For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for thee I 

III. 

Glory and Empire ( once upon these towers 
With Freedom— god like Triad I how ye sate! 
The league of mightiest nations, in those hours 
When Venice was an envy, might abate, 

But did not quench her spirit ; in her fate 
All were enwrapp'd : the feasted monarchs knew 
And loved their hostess, nor could learn to 
hate. 

Although they humbled— with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from all days and climiu 
She was the voyager's worship; even her crimes 
Were of the softer order— born of Love, 

She drank no blood, nor fatten’d on the dead, 
But gladden'd where her harmless conquests 
S|mad : 

Fof these restored the Cross, that from above 
Hallow'd her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Flew between earth and the unholy Crescent, 
Which, If it waned and dwindled, Earth may 
thank 

The city it has clothed in chains, which clank 
Now. creaking in the ears of those who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggle • 
Yet she but shares with them a common w«. 
And call'd the * kingdom * of a conquering foe, 
But knows what all— and, most of all, wt know— 
With what set gilded terms a tyrant juggles I 

TV. 

The name of Commonwealth is past and ^ 
O'er the three fractions of the groaning globe , 
Venice is crush'd, and Holland deigns to own 
A sceptre, and endures the purple robe ; 

If the free Switzer yet bestrides alone 
His chain less mountains, 'tis but for a time. 

For tyranny of late is cunning gro^vn, 

And in its own good season tramples down 
The sparkles of our ashes. One great dime. 
Whose vig^us ofBpring by dividing ocean 
Are kept apart and nursed in the devotion 
Of Freedom, which thdr fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath'd— a heritage of heart and hand. 

Ana proud distinction from each other land. 
Whose sons n»ust bow them at a monarch s 
morion. 

As if his senseless sceptre were a wand 
Full of the magic of exploded sdenco— 

StiU one great clime, in full and free defiance, 
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Yet rears her crest. UDConquer'd and sublime, 
Above the far Atlantic l-^he has (aught 
Her Esau-brethren that (he haughty flag, 

'I he floating fence of Albion's feebler crag, 

May strike to those whose red right hands have 
bought (for ever. 

Rights ^eaply earn'd with blood. Still, still 
better, though each man's life-blood were a river. 
That it should flow, and overflow, than creep 
Through thousand lazy channels in our veins. 
Damm dlike the dull canal with locks and chains, 
And moving, as a &ck man in his sleep. 

I'hree paces, and then faltering : — better be 
Where the eatinguish'd Spartans still are free, 

I n their proud chamel of Thermopylae, 

Than stagnate in our marsh, -><ir o'er the deep 
Ply, and one current to the ocean add. 

One spirit to the souls our fathers had. 

One freeman more, America, to thee 1 

TRANSLATION FROM VITTORELLJ. 

OH A KUN. 

S0M«< e«in^d in pi« Mn* ef • wUms OtweStcr had 

■aTFlHes »d*ddr«u^ (O 
the rather nf her whahad lat^ taJieft (h« veil 

Op two fair virgins, modest, though admired. 
Heaven made us happy ; and now, wretched 
sires, 

Heaven fora nobler doom their worth defies 
And gazing upon tifAtr, required. 

Mine, while the torch of Hymen newly fired 
Becomes extinguish'd, soon-ioo soon-^i- 
7 Pires: 

Thu thine, within the clOMng grate retired 
tieraal capuve, to her Ood aspires. 

jealous door, 
never.meeiingeycs, 
May St hear her sweet and pious voice «ice 


I to the marble, where my daughter lies 
Kush.--ihe swoln flood of bitterness I pour 
And knock, and knock, and knock-but none 
replies. 


STANZAS TO THE PO. 

A perchance recalb 

\i^ ^ fl«Ung memory of me j 

•Ihe read 

Wi fhoughis I now betray to ihee, 

A as thy speed I 

Am^h«! "'T heart? (sUotig? 

Sue^ai^ * eweepiog, dark and 

' ^**^"8* ''^ere and are, thou art • 

And .ucK as thou art were my ^^SiSnong. 

tank.. Md not for .ye 
congenial river I fawav • 
Thy flood. wWde. min, 


But left long wrecks behind, and now again. 

Rome on our old unchanged career, we move 
Thou tendest wildly onwaMs to the main, 

And I — to loving etf r 1 should not love. 

The current I behold will swe^ beneath 
Her native walls, and murmur at her feet : 
Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall 
biMihe 

The twilight air, unharm’d by summer's heat. 

She will look on thee, — I have look’d on thee. 
Full of that thought: and, from that n^omeni. 
ne’er 

Thy waters could I dream of. name, or see, 
Without the inseparable sigh for hur i 

Her bright eyes will be imaged in thy stream. 
Yes ! they will meet the wave 1 gaze on now: 
Mine cannot witness, even in a dream, 

That happy wave repass me in Its flow I 
The wave that bears my tears returns no more : 
Will she return by whom that wave shall 
sweep } (shore. 

Both tread thy banks, both wander on thy 
I by thy source, she by the dark*blue deep. 

But that which keepeih us apart is not 
Distance, nor depth of wave, nor sp.*ice oi 
But the distraciion of a various lot, [earth. 

As various as the climates of our birih. 

A stranger loves the lady of tlic land. 

Dom fiir beyond the mountains, but his blood 
Is all meridian, as if never fann'd 
By the black wind that chills the polar flood. 
My blood is all meridian : were it not, 
i had not left my clime, oor should I be, 

In spite of tortures ne'er to be forgot, 

A slave again of love.— at least of thee. 

'Tb vain to struggle— let me perish young— 
Uve as I lived, and love as 1 have loved ; 

To dust if I return, from dust I sprung, 

And then, at l^i, my heart can ne'er be 
moved. 

SONNET TO GEORGE THE FOURTH. 

ON THIS B£PgAL OP 

LOBt> ED W ABO FJTZGEBALO'S FORFCITUKE. 

To !« the father of the fatherless, fand raise 
To stretch the hand from the thrones height, 
His ofl^ring, who expired In other days 
make thy sire's sway by a kingdom less.— 
7'Air b to be a monarch, and repress 
Envy into unutterable praise 
Dismiss thy guard, and trust thee (o such trails. 
For who would bft a hand, except to bless ? 
Were it not easy, sir. and is’t not sweet, 

To make thyself beloved } and to be 
Omnipotent by mwy's means? for thus 
Thy sovereignty would grow but more coin* 
l^te: 

A despot thou, and yet (by people free, 

And by the heart, not hand, enslaving us. 
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EPIGRAM. 

PDOM THB PRCKCH OF RULHICRES. 

iFi for silver or for gold. 

You couid melt ten tboussnd pimples 
Into half a doien dimples. 

Then your face we might behold. 

Looking, doubtless, much more snugly ; 
Yet even ihtn ‘t would be d d ugly. 


. j STAN2.AS, 

^ Could Love for ever 
Run like a river, 

And Time's endeavour 
Be tried in vain— 

No other pleasure 
With (his could meisure ; 

And like a treasure 
We'd hug (he chain. 

But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying, 

And, form'd for flying. 

Love plumes his wing : 

Then for this reason 
Let's love a season : 

But let that season be only Spring. 

When lovers parted 
Keel broken-hearted, 

And, all hopes thwarted. 

Expect (o die : 

A few years older. 

Ah I how much colder 
They might behold her 
For whtfj^hey sigh I 
When Unk7 log^her, 

In every weather. 
l*hey pluck Love's feather 
From out his wing— 

He'll stay for ever. 

But sadly shiver 

Without bis plumage, vhen past (be Spring. 

Like chiefs of Paction, 

His life is action— 

A formal paction 
That curbs his reign. 

Obscures his glory. 

Despot no more, he 
Such territory 

Quits with disdain. 

Still, still advanring. 

With banners glancing. 

His power enlacing. 

He must move on— - 
Repose but cloys hire, 

Retreat destroys him. 

Love brooks not a degraded ihrooe. 

Wait not. fond lover I 
1 Till years are over, 

\ And then re co ver 
Ai f r o m a dream. 


While each bewailing 
The other's failing. 

With wrath and Tailing, 

All hideous seem — 

While first decreasing, 

Yet not quite cea^ng, 

Wait not till (easing 
AH passion biight : 

If once diminish^. 

Love's reign ts finish'd— , 

Then part In friendship — and bid good-nighh 

So shall Affection 
To recollection 
The dear connexion 
Bring back with joy : 

You had not waited 
TUI. tired or hated. 

Your pasrions sated 
Began to cloy. 

Your last embraces 
Leave no cold traces — 

The same fond faces 
As through the past : 

And eyes, the mirrors 
Of your sweet errors. ^ ^ 

Reflect but rapture— not least though last. 

True, sepamiions 
Ask more than patience ; 

What desperations 
From such have risen I 
But yet remaining. 

What b't but chaining 
Hearts which, once waning. 

Beat 'gainst their prison? 

Time can but cloy love 
And use destroy love : 

The winged b^. Love, 

Is but for b(^*— 

You'll find It torture, 

Though sharper, shorter. 

To wean, and not wear out your joys. 

ON MY WEDDING-DAY. 

I (Rite's a happy new year I but with reason 
I beg you'll permit me to say— 

Wish me many returns of the stoj^n, 

But as Jan as you please of the day. 

^ January % 

EPITAPH FOR WILLIAM PITT. 

WtTH death doom'd to grapple, 

/ Beneath trix cold slab, he 
Who lied In (he Chapel 
Now litt In (he Ahbey. 

EPIGRAM. 

/ Iw digging up your bones, Tom Paioe. 
WUL Cobl«tt bne done wnU : 
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You11 visit him on earth again. 

He'll visit you in hell. 

January, iSao. 


/ STANZAS. 

When a man hath no freedom to fight for ai 
homei 

Let him combat for that of bis neighbours ; 
Let him think of the glories of Greece and of 
Rome, 

And get knock'd on the head for his labours. 

To do good to mankind is the chivalrous plan. 

And is always as nobly requited : 

Ihen battle for freedom wherever you can, 

And, If not shot or bang'd, you'll get knighted. 


ON MY THIRTY-THIRD BIRTHDAY. 

JANUARY *a, iSar. 

Through life's dull road, so dim and dirty. 
I have dragg'd to three-and-thirty. 

What have these yenrs left to mv } 
Nothing— except thirty-three. 


MARTIAL, Lra. L, Epig. I. 

' Ilk ev. teciv ill«. •lueA tequiric, 

Teu aM9» m orSr ac 

Hr unto whom thou art so partial. 

Oh, reader ! is the well*known Martial, 
The Epigrammatist: while living, 

Give him the fame thou wouldsi be giving ; 
So shall he hear, and feel, and know it — 
Post* obits rarely reach a poet. 




EPIGRAM. 

The world is a bundle of hay. 

Mankind are the asses who pull * 
Each tugs It a different way. 

And the greatest of all is John Bull 


THE CHARITY BALU 

What matter the pangs of a husband and 
latner, 

‘’rUf'lT'*. I*'*'* ** P**' " 

tA I^Rrisea s glories around her she gather 

^ And the saint patronises her * chanty ball t ' 

What tnMiers— a heart which, though faulty, 
was leehng, * 

mil! which once could appnl— 

A Ik® ^ doling. 


EPIGRAM. 

COMPANY HAVING 

ItSOLVED TO PRESENT AN ADpRMS TO 
OUEEN CAROL] NB. 

s«ems, are nreparing to pass 

themJly«^ io 

^ •>>« Lord H»rrv! 

yliPIGRAM ON MY WEDDING-DAY. 

TO PBHBLOPB. 

worst for me and you •— 
yean ^nce we were wr, 
since we were tW. 

TtfNwof/a. ifisi. 


BOWLES AND CAMPBELL. 

T« Ike tM* •< * Why, k«* How. Mucy J4de t 

Why, how now, saucy Tom? 

If you thus must ramble, 

I will publish some 
Remarks on Mister Campbell. 

ANSWER. 

Why. how now. Billy Bowles? 

Sure the priest is maudlin I fsouls 1 
{Tp/ie Hotv can you, d— n your 

Listen to his twaddling ? 


v' EPICRAMB. 

Ott Casticreagh I thou art a patriot now ; 

Cato died for his couniry^^ didst thou : 

He perish'd rather than 8« Rome enslaved, 
Thou CMit'rt thy throat that Britain niay i>e 
saved I ^ 




... Casilereagh has cut his throat I— The worst 
Of this is,— that his own was not the first, 


So //< has cut his throat at last I— He I Who? 
The man who cut his country's long ago. 


EPITAPH. 

Poster tTV will ne'er survey 
A nobler grave than this ; 

Here lie the bones of Casticreagh : 
Stop, traveller 




JOHN KEATS. 

Who kill'd John Kbits 7 
* says the Quarterly, 
So sav^ and Taitarly ; 

* ‘Tvras one of my feats.' 
Who shot the arrow ? 

‘The poet-priest Milman 
(So ready to kill man), 
*0r Southey, or Darr^.' 
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THE CONQUEST. 

TUi fngmest fouad aBonrtt Lord npert*ft«r 

his &no« for Creccci 

The Son of Love and Lord of War I sing ; 

Him who bade England bow Co Normandy. 
And left the name of conqueror more than king 
To his unconquerable dynasty. 

Not fanned alone by Victory's fleeting wing, 

He rear’d his bold and brilliant throne on nigh: 
1'he Bastard kept, like lions, his prey fast. 

And Britain’s bravest victor was the last. 


TO MR MURRAY. 

For Orford and for Waldegtave 
You give much more than me you gave : 
Which is not fairly to behave. 

My Murray. 

Because if a live dog, 'tissaid, 

Be worth a lion fairly sped. 

A live lord must be worth tvro dead. 

My Murray. 

And if, as the opinion goes. 

Verse hath a better sale than prose, « 
Certes, 1 should have more than those. 

My Murray. 

But now (his sheet is nearly cramm'd. 
So, \iyouv>iil» I shan’t be shamm'd, 
And if you won't, you may be damn’d, 

My Murray. 


w 


THE IRISH AVATAR. 

'And 1r«iind, ttka 4 toUmitcwd kAccUnf 

««efl4T« rtdcr/^CuaaAH. 

Erb the daughter of Brunswick is cold in ber 
grave, [tide. 

And her ashes still float to their home o'er the 
Lol George the triumphant speeds over the 
wave. 

To the long-cherish’d Isle which he loved like 
bis— bride I 


True, the great of ber bright and brief era are 
gone, [pause 

The rainbow'Uke epoch where Freedom could 
For the few little years, out of centuries won. 

Which betray’d not. or crush'd not, or wept 
not ber cause. 

True, the chains of the Catholic clank o'er his 
lags. (more. 

The castle etHl stands, and the senate's no 
And the famine which dwelt on her freedomkas 
crags 

Is extending its steps to ber desobie shore. 

To her desolate shore— where the emigrant 
stands 

For a moment to gase ere be fliea from his 
hearth; 


Tears fall on his chain, (hough It drops from his 
hands, 

For the dungeon he quits is the place of his 

But he comes ! the Messiah of royalty comes I 
Uke a goodly Leviathan roll'd from the waves; 
ben recdvc him as best such an advent be* 
comes. 

With a legion of cooks, and an army of slaves I 

Ho comes in the promise and bloom of three- 
score. 

To perform in the pageant the sovereigns 
But long Live the shamrock, which shadows him 
o'er I 

Could the green in his be iransferr d to his 

Could that long-wilher'd spot but be verdant 
again. . 

And a new spring of noble anec lions arise— 
Then might freedom forgive thee this danrt m 
thy chain. [the skies. 

And this shout of ihy slavery which saddens 

s it madness or meanness which clings to thee 
now ? feisty. 

Were he God— as he is but the commonest 
With scarce fewer wrinkles than sins on his 
brow— 

Such servile devotion might shame him away 

Ay. roar in his train I let thine omiors iMh 
Their farciful spirits to pamper his pride— 
Not thus did thy Grattan indignantly flash 
His soul o’er the freedom implored and 
denied. 

Ever glorious Grattan 1 (he best of the 
So simple In heart, so sublime in (he rest ! 
With all which Demosthenes wanted endu«, 
And his rival or victor in all he possess d. 

Ere TuUy arose in the senith of Rome, 

Though unequal Id. preceded, the task wns l/fr 
But Grattan sprung up like a god from the to»»* 
Of ages, the first, ]msK. the saviour, the one / 


With the sWU of an Orpheus to soften the brute ; 

With the fire of Prometheus to kindle man- 
kind ; 

Even Tyranny listening sate melted . 

And Corruption shrunk scorch’d from tne 
glance of his mind. 

But back to our theme ! Back to despots ud 
s3.«5! 

Fttsts furnish’d by Famloe 1 rejoicings W 
True freedom but vulcomes, while slavery sUU 
raves, 

When a week's saturnalia hath loosen d her 

Let the poor squalid splendour thy u-reck 
affoid [hide). 

(As the barxkrupt's pnrfusion his niln wouW 
Gwi over (he palace. Lo 1 Erin, thy lord 1 , 

Kiss his foot with thy bles^g, his blessings 
I deoaedl 
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Or if freedom past hope be extorted at last, 

If the idol of brass ^nd hU feet are of clay, 
Mwt what ter JOT or policy wring forth be class'd 
With what monarchs ne’er give, but as wolves 
yield their prey? 

E«h brute hath its nature \ a king’s is to re/fn^ 
To rei^i in that word see, ye ages, com- 
prised 

The cause of the curses all annals contain, 
from Cflcsar the dreaded to Geo«re the de- 
spised I 

Wear, Fingal. thy trapping I O’Connell, pro- 

u, , (country convince 

His accomplishments! M’x/// and thy 
”4 s con^mpt was an error of fame, 
^prinw I ^ l^^eraacaliest, sweetest ycung 

rjp k! ^ millions of Catholic limbs? 
Ur, has U net bound thee the fastest of all 

^ hymSiV' 

Ay P Build him . dwelling I' l« „eh eive hi, 

ivTi'k ki* ’*'* "ew foyid donw^haih 

Ihy beggiirs and helot, their pittance unite 

pri«n‘^'“" » ^r-hou^ 

riUoth, ^gluttonous despot be ..u'?d ,S“.'he 

* iVe^a “o'f z 

‘ Geoi^e r ^ ^ oppressors call’d 

|JS.M f““» U'l 'hey 

A wretch never named but with euri^ 
hiTbinh^ blush for 

her earth "P"** "'"'b «“»''<> from 

And for murder repay, him with ,hou.a 

doubt “^bl plunge Erin in 

lt^*.«exgB,ebir,h to. being „b«.. 


If she did— let her long-boasted proverb 1*6 
hush’d. 

Which proclaims that from Erin no reptile c.m 
spring— [flush'd, 

See the cold-blooded serpent, with venom full 
Still w-arming its folds in the breast of a king I 

Shout, drink, feast, and flatter I Oh I Erin how 
low jljlj 

Wert thou sunk by misfortune and tyranny, 
Thy welcome of tyrants hath plunged thee below 
The depth of thy deep in a deeper gulf still | 

Nfy voice, though but humble, was raised for 
% right, 

My « a freeman’s, still voted ihee free, 
This hand, though but feeble, would arm in thy 
. . (suUforMr#/ 

And this heart, though outworn, had a throb 

Yes, I loved thee and thine, though thou art not 
. y [thy sons, 

I have known noble hearts and great souls in 
^'jTrJ the patriot b.tna 

Who are gone, but I weep them no longer as 
once. 

F« happy are they now reposing afar,— 

^^**'‘* ***y Curran, thy Sheridan, all 
Who. for years, were 0»e chiefs In the eloquent 
'^'ar, (fall 

And redeem’d, if they have not retarded, thy 

Y^happy are they in their cold English giavesi 
* shades cannot start to thy shouts of to* 

**?P? enslavers and chainit^rng 
Be stamp d m the turf o er their feherless ci.iy. 

‘heir shore, 

luJ ’'*"*‘** hunted, Oieir liber- 

»ies iieti ; f^-AM 

Thw WM something $0 warm and sublime in the 
Of an Inshman s bean, that 1 envy-thy 

^ I"? hour 

”so^^^ * «««» so servile, though 

*•'' »orm‘w^:5rrui; 

I IS the glory of Grattan, and ^nius of Moore I 
Sf^em^r, j 82 i. 

WRITTEM ON THE ROAD 
BETWEEN FLORENCE AND PISA. 

Tvi Jw"? to me ol a name great in story ; 
i he days of our youth are the days of our fW • 

Are worth aU your laureU, though ever so plenty. 

flower wl,K MaW^l 
Tbeaa^y with all such from the that is 

What care 1 for the wreaths that can 
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Oh Pamc I— if 1 e'cJ took delight m (>iy praises. 
*Twas less for the sake of thy high*sounding 
phrases, (cover, 

Than 10 see the bright eyes of the dear one dis- 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

TAffrt chiefly 1 sought thee, only 1 found 
thee ; 

Her glance was the best of the rays that surround 
thee ; story. 

When it sparkled o'er aught that was bright id 
1 knew it was love, and 1 felt it was glory. 

i*Jov<mhtr, 1821 . 


STANZAS TO A HINDOO AIR. 

Oh I my lonely— lonely— lonely — Pillow 1 
Where is my lover? where is my lover? 

Is it hU baric which my dreary dreams discover? 

away 1 and alone along the billow ? 

Oh 1 niy lonely— lonely— lonely— Pi Howl 
Why must my head ache where his gentle brow 
lay? 

How the long night flags lovelessly and slowly 
And my head droops over thee like the willow I 

Oh \ thou, my sad and solitary Pillow ! 

Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from 
breaking. 

In return for the tears 1 shed upon thee waking ; 
Let me not die till he comes back o’er the 
billow. 

Then if thou wilt- no more my huth Pillow, 
In one embrace let these arms again enioM him, 
And then expire of the joy— but to behold him ' 
Oh I my lone bosom I— oh ! my lonely KUow 


IMPROMPTU. 

BgHSATH Blessington’s eyes 
The reclaim'd Paradise 
Should be free as the former from evil ; 
But if the new Eve 
For an apple should grieve. 

What mortal vrould not play the Devil ? 


n/ 


TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON 

You have ask'd for a verse the re<)ueai 
In a rhymer 'twere strange to deny ; 

But my Hippocrene was but my breast. 

And my feeUnp (its fountain) are dry. 

Were 1 now as I was. I had sung 
What Laurence has painted so vrell : 

But the strain would expire on my tongue. 
And the theme is too soft for my shell 

1 am ashes where onee I was Are, 

And the bard in my bosom is dead ; 
[What I loved I now merely admire. 

And my heart is ns grey as my head. 

My life is not dated by ytara— 

^ere are moments which act as a plough 


And there is not a furrow appears 
But is deep in my soui as my brow. 

Let the young and the brilliant aspire 
To sing what 1 gase on in vain ; 

For sorrow has tom from my lyre 
The string which was worthy tb« strain. 


ON LORD THURLOWS POEMS. 
When Timriow this damn’d nonsense sent 
(I hope I am not violent). 

Nor men nor gods knew what he meant. 
And since not even our Rogers’ praire , 
To common sense his thought^ could raise' 
Why wuU they let him print his lays ? 


To me. divine Apollo, grant- O I 
Hermilda’s first and second canto. 

I’m fitting up a new portmanteau ; 

And thus to furnish decerit lining. 

My own and others’ bays I'm twining.— 
So. gentle Thuiiow, throw me thine m. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

BaiCHT be the place of th>; soul \ 

No lovelier spirit than thine 
E'er burst from its mortal control. 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 

On earth thou vrert all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally he ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine 
When we know tUt thy God is with ince. 

Light be the turf of thy tomb I 
May its verdure like emeralds be I 
There should not be the shadow of gloom 
In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest ; 

But nor cypress nor yew let u$ see • . 

For why should we mourn for the blest / 


y 


ON THIS DAY 1 COMPLETE MY 
THIRTY-SIXTH YEAR. 

MlSSOLONOHt, Jan. as. x8a4* 

*Tis lime this heart should be unmoved, 

Since others it hath ceased to move : 

Yet. though 1 cannot be beloved. 

Still let me love ! 

Mydays are in the yellow leaf ; 

The flowers and fruits of love are gone \ 

Tbe worm, the canker, and the grief 
Are mine alone I 

Tbe fire that on my bosom preys * 

Is lone as some volcanic isle ; 

No torch is kindled at its bUu^— 

A funeral {nle. 


OCCASIONAL PIECES. 


77 


—1824. 


1 he hope, the fear, the jealous care 
The eicalied portion of the pain 
And power of love, I cannot share» 
But wear the chain. 


But 'lU not /Atfj— and 'ils not 

huch thoughts should shake my soul, norww, 
Where glory decks the hero’s bier, ,, 

Or binds bis brow. \/\ 

the banner, and the field, 
trlory and Greece, around me see I 
me bpaoan, bome upon his shield. y 

Was not more free. w 

Av^ke ! (not Greece— she is awake f) 

Awake, my spirit 1 Think through usAcm 


[ by life-blood tracks its parent lake. 

And then strike home 

Tread (hose reviving passions down, 
Unworthy manhood I— unto thee 
IndifTerent should the smile or frown 
or beauty be. 

If thou regret i*st thy youth, Uvt f 
'I’he land of honoumhle death 
Is here : — up to the field, and give 
Away (by breath I 

Seek out— less ofieci sought than found— 
A soldier's grave, for thee the best ; 

I'liun look around, and choose tliy ground. 
And take (hy resu 
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Metodica 

V 


SHE WALKS \U BEAUTY, 

"‘Khl 

climes and starry skies • 

her aspect and her eyes : 
t*** W that tender light 
wwch heaven to gaudy day denka. 

^ ”^7 l«s. 

Whiik ^ the nameless grace 

h|htcfts o'er her face r 

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place 

o'er that brow 

Buulfof?! * 

‘jSX'KK'K.'™' 

A heart whose love is innocent I 

fHEHARPTHE MONARCH MINSTREL 
SWEPT. 

Tlie iGti*? minstrel swept, 


That felt not. fired not to the tone, 

Till David's ly re grew m igh tier than hii t h roim. 

It told the triumphs of our King. 

It waAad glory to our God : 

It made our gladden'd valleys ring. 

Tht cedars bow. the mountains nod : 

Its sound aspired 10 heaven and there abode ! 
Since then, though heard on earth no more, 
Devotion and her daughter Love. 

Still bid the bursting spirit soar 
To soucmIs that «ecm as from above, [move. 
In dreams that day's broad Light can not re* 


IF THAT HIGH WORLD. 

\ Ir that high world, which lies beyond 
^ Our own, surviving Love endears ; 

If (here the cherish’d heart ^ fond, 

The cn the same, except in tears— 
How welcome those untrodden spheres I 
I tow sweet this very hour to die I 
To soar from earth, and find all fears 
t Lost in thy light- Eternity I 

must be so : 'lis not for self 
^ That we so tremble on the brink r 
And striving to o'erleap the gulf. 

Yet cling to Being's severing Link. 

Oh I in that future let us think 
To ht^d each heart the heart that shares 
With them the immortal waters drink, 


grow deatbkas theirs 1 

•MTuan aoaiioo avivad iw 
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THE WILD GAZELLE. 

The wild g:azeU« on Judah’s hills 
Exulting yet may £^und> 

And dhnk from all the living rills 
lliat gush on holy ground: 

Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance In tameless transport by : 

A step as fleet, an eye more bright. 

Hath Judah witness'd there. 

And o'er her scenes of lost delight 
Inhabitants more fair. 

Tlie cedars wave on Lebanon, 

C\it Judah's statelier maids are gone I 

More blest each palm that shades those plains 
Than Israel's scatter'd race ; 

For, taking root, it there remains 
In solitary grace : 

It cannot Quit its place of birth, 

It will not live in other earth. 

But we must wander wUheringly, 

In other lands to die; 

And where our fathers* ashes be. 

Our own may never lie ; 

Our temple hath not left a stone. 

And Mockery sits on Salem's throne. 

OH I WEEP FOR THOSE. 

Oil I weep for those that wept by Babel's streanV 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream ; 
Wuep for the harp of Judah's broken shell ; 
Mourn— where their God hath dwelt, the god- 
less dwell I 

And where shall Israel kve her bleeding feet ^ 


JEPHTHA'S DAUGHTER- 

SiNCfi our Country, our God— oh, my sire I 
Demand that thy daughter expire : 

Since thy triumph was bought by thy vow— • 
Strike the bosom that's ba^ for thee now I 

And the voice of my mourning is o'er, 

And (he mounuins behold me no more ; 

If (he hand that I love lay me low, 

There cannot be paio In the blow I 

And of this. O my father ! be sure — 

That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow. 

And the last thought that soothes me below. 

Though the virgins of Saleni lament, 

Be the judge and the hero unbent 1 
I have won the great battle for thee, 

And my father and country are free 1 

When this blood of thy giving hath gwh’d, 
When (he vdee that thou lovest is bush a, 
Let my memory still be thy pride, 

And forget not I smiled as I died I 

OH I SNATCH'D AWAY IN BEAUTYS 
BLOOM. 

\ snatch'd away in beauty's bloom. 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 

But on thy tun shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year : 

And the wild cypress wave in lender gloom . 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 


Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast. 
How shall ye flee away and be at rest 1 
The wild-dove hath her nest, (he fox his cave. 
Mankind their country — Israel but the grave I 

ON JORDAN'S BANKS. 

On Jordan's banks (he Arab's camels stray, 

On &on's hill (he False One's votaries pray. 

I he Baal-adorer bows on Sinai’s steep— 

Yet there— even there — O God I Thy Ihuodcis 
sleep: 

Xhere — where Thy finger scorch'd the tablet 
stone I 

There — where Thy shadow to Thy people shonel 
Thy glory shrouded in Its garb of fire : 
Thyself— none living see and not expire I 

Ob 1 in (he lightning let Thy glance appear : 
Sweep from nis 8hivec[d biUMl the oppressor's 
spear: 

How long by tyrants shall Thy land be trod j 
How long Thy temple worshipless. O God I 


Anu iinzetiiiK t j^At 

Fond wretch T as if her step disturb d the dean t 

Away I we know that tears are vain. 

That death nor heeds nor hears distress . 
Will this unteach u$ to complain T 
Or make one mourner Weep the less r ' 
And thou— who tell'st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan. thine eyes are wet. 


MY SOUL IS DARK. 

My soul is dark — oh I quickly 
The harp 1 yet can brook to hear 

And let thy gentle fingers fling 
lu melting murmurs o'er mine ear. 

If In this heart a hope be dear, 

7'hat sound shall charm it forth again : 

If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

'Twill flow, and cease to burn my bram 

But ^ (be strain be vrild and deep. 

Nor let tby notes of joy he first : 

1 tell thee, minstrel, 1 must weep, 

^ rise rhi* heavy heart vdll burst ; 
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5*^0 by sonow nureed. 

And ached m sleepless silence bug \ 

^ ^ «be wZrst. 

And break at <m«-or yield to song. 

I SAW THEE WEEP. 

* '"ff^ehe bl^ bright tear 

^baieyeofblue; 

And then methougbt it did appear 
A violet dropping dew : 

^PPhire's blase 
Beside thee ceased to shine : 

the living rays 
That fiUd that glance of thine. 

oeep and mellow dye, 
rL« of coming eve 

THY DAYS ARE DONE. 

;hy fame begun j 

X-K-sr*-' 

SAUL. 

Eanh . phantom seer I ‘ 

[^ht chtogti lu : 

K“« iS'" ‘ 

S»™"-S5£|S!isr.i... 


' Why is my sleep disquieted ? 

Who is he that calls the dead } 

Is it thoo, O King? Behold. 
Bloodless are these limbs, and cold i 
Such are mine ; and such shall be 
Thine to-morrow, when with me : 
Ere the coming is done. 

Such shalt thou be. such thy son. 
Fare thee well, but for a day. 

Then we mix our mouldering clay. 
Thou, thy race, tie pale and low', 
Pierced by shafts of many a bow ; 
And the falchion by thy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide : 
Crownbss, breathless, headless fall. 
Son and sire, the house of Saul I 


SONG OF SAUL BEFORE KIS LAST 
BATTLE. 

WARRtoitS and chiefs I should the shaft or the 
sword 

Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord. 

Heed not the corse, though a king's, In your path * 
Bury your Steel in the bosoms of Gath I 

Thou who arc be.iring my buckler and bow. 
Should the sohliers of Saul look away from the 
foe. 

Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feci f 
Mine be the doom whkh they dared not to meet. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 

Heir to tny royalty, son of my heart I 
Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway. 

Or kingly the death, which awaits us (o^ay. 


•ALL IS VANITY. SAITH THE 
PREACHER/ 

Famr, wisdom, bve, and power were mine. 
And health and youth p^scss'd me i 

My goblets btiish’d from every vine, 

And lovely forms caress d me : 

I sunn d my heart in beauty’s eyes, 

And fell my soul grow tender ; 

All earth can give, or mortal price. 

Was mine of regal splendour. 

I strive to number o’er what days 
Remembrance can discover. 

Which all that life or earth displays 
Would lure me to live over. 

There rose no day, there roll’d no hou 
Of pleasure unembitter’d ; 

And not a trapping deck'd my power 
That gall’d not while it glitter'd 

The serpent of the held, by art 
And spells. Is vron from harming ; 

But that which coils around the he^, 

Ob I who hath power of charming ? 

It wfll not list to wisdom's lore. 

Nor music's voice ran lure it ; 
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But (here it stings for evermore 
The soui that must endure i(. 


WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS THIS 
SUFFERING CLAY. 


Whcn coldness wraps this sulTering clay. 

Ah I whiiher strays the Immortal mind > 
It cannot die, it cannot stay, 

But leaves its darken'd dust behind. 
Tlien, unembodiedi doth it trace 
By Steps each planet's heavenly way? 

Or nil at once the realms of space. 

A thing of eyes, that all survey ? 

Eternal, boundless, undecay'd, 

A thought unseen, but seei> f all. 

All. all inearth or skies display'd, 

Shall it survey, shall it recall : 

Each fainter trace that memory holds 
So darkly of departed yean. 

In one broad glance the soul beholds, 
Acid all that was at once appears. 


Before Creation peopled earth. 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back \ 
And wnere the furthest Mven had birth. 

The spirit trace iu rning track. 

And where the future mars or makes. 

Its glance dilate o'er all to be, 

While sun is quench'd, or system breaks. 
Fix’d in its own eternity. 


Above or Love, Hope, Hate, or Fear, 

It lives all passionless and pure : 

An age shall fleet like earthly y w ; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 

Away, away, without a wing, 

O er all. through all, its thought shaii fly, 
A nameless and eternal thing. 

Forgetting what it was to die. 


VISION OF BELSHAZZAR. 


THe King was on hit throne. 
The Satraps throng’d the hall : 
A thousand bright lamps sbone 
O'er that high festival. 

A thousand cups of gold. 

In Judah deem'd divine — 
Jehovah’s vessels hold 

The godless Heathen's wine. 


In that same hour and hall. 

The fingers of a hand 
Came forth against the wall. 

And wrote as if on sand : 

The fingers of a mao 
A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran. 

And (raced them like a wand. 
The monarch saw. and shook. 

And bade no more tejcece ; 
All bloodless wax’d his look. 
And tiamulous bis vmce. 


* Let the men of lore appear. 

'^e wisest of the earth. 

And expound the words of fear. 
Which mar our royal mirth.' 


Chaldea’s seeis are good, 

But here they have no skill ; 
And the unknown letters stood 
Untold and awful still. 

And Babel’s men of age 
Are wise and deep in lore ; 

But now (hey were not sage. 
They saw — but knew no more, 


A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youth. 

He heard (he kind's command. 
He saw that writing’s truth. 
The lamps around were brigh(. 

The proph^y in view ; 

He read it on that night,— 
The morrow proved i( true 


* Delshaszar's grave is made. 
His kingdom pass'd aww. 
He, in the balance weigh d. 

Is light and worthless clay ; 
The shroud his robe of state, 
His canopy the stone ; 
TIveMedeisathisgate. 

The Persian on hts throne 1 


SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS I 


Sun of the sleepless I melancholy star 1 
Whose tearful beam glovKS trcntulously , 
That show' St the darkness thou cansi not dtspej. 
How Like art thou to Joy remember d 
So gleams the past, the light of other wys. 
Which shines, but warms not with its powerie» 




rays ; . v 1.1 

A nighi-beam Sorrow watcheth 1 

Disiioci, but disiaal— clear, but oh, how cow 


WERE MY BOSOM AS FAI.SE AS THOU 
bEENTST IT TO BE. 

WEai 5 my bosom as false as thou deem 'si it I® 

I need not have wander'd from 

li was but abjuring my creed to I - 

The curse jwhich, thou sa/si, Is the crime of J 

If the bad never triumph, then God is vdth th^ ] 
If the slave only sin. thou art spotless ano ir« 
If the exile on earth is an outcast on higm 
Live on in ihy faith, but in mine 1 will die. 

I have lost for that faith more than thou 

As the God who permits thee to P^P*^_5 °!b 
I n HU hand U my heart and my hope— 

The land and the life which for Him I resign* 
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UEROtyS LAMENT FOR MARIAMNE. 

Ok. Mariam ne I now for thee 
The heart for which thou bled'stis bleeding : 
Revenge is lost in agony. * 

And wild remorse to rage succeeding. 

Oh. Mariamne 1 where art thou ? 

Thou canst not hear my bitter pleading : 

Ah I couldst thou— thou wouldat pardon now, 
Though Heaven were to my prayer unheeding. 

And is she dead and did they dare 
Obey my frenzy's jealous raving ? 

Mj^rath but doom'd my own despair : 

The sword that smote her's o'er me waving. 
But thou art cold, my murder'd love I 
And this dark heart is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above, 

And leaves fny soul unworthy saving. 

She's gone, who shared my diadem : 

She sunk, with her my Joys entombing ; 

I swept that flower from Judah's stem. 

Whose leaves for me alone were blc^ing ; 
And ntine's the guilt, and mine the hell. 

'I'his bosom's desolation dooming : 

And I have earn'd those tortures well. 

Which uneonsumed are still consuming I 

ON THU DAY OP THK DESTRUCTION 
OF JERUSALEM BY TITUS. 

V From the last hill iliat looks on ihy once holy 
dome. ' 

I beheld thee, 0 Sion, when render'd to Rome : 
T was thv last sun went down, and the Aames of 
thy fall [wall. 

Flash'd back on the last glance 1 gave to thy 

l ink'd for thy temple, I look'd for my home. 
And forgot for a moment my bondage to come * 

I beheld but the deaih*fire that fed on thy fane. 
And the fast-fetier'd hands that made vengeance 
In vain. 

Or. may an eve. the high spot whence I gazed 
S *“1 ^nt of day as It ‘'Used ' 

WhiH I stood OQ the height and beheld the' 

ririi?*****/ fshrine. 

u>i the rays from the mountain that shone on thy 

And now on tbm mountain ! stood on that day. 
L . ***« twilight beam melting 

Oh I would that (he Ughinloc had glared In iu 

fhnrl t 

And the thunderbolt burst on the conqueror's 


BY THE RIVERS OF BABYLON WE 
SAT DOWN AND WEPT. 

We sat down and wept by the watem 
Of Babel, and (bought of the day 

When our foe. in the hue of bis slaughter! I 
Made Salem's high places bis prey ; 

And ye, O her desolate daughters I 
Were scatter'd all weeping away. 

While sadly we gnaed on the river 
Whkb roll'd on in freedom below. 

They demanded the song. but. oh, never 
Tbai triumph the stranger shall know 1 

My this right hand be wither'd for ever, 
Ere it string our high harp for the foe 1 

On the willow that harp is suspended. 

O Salem 1 its sound should be free ; 

And the hour when thy glories were ended 
But left me that token of thee : 

And ne'er shall iu soft tones be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler by me 1 


HE DESTRUCTION OF SEN- 
NACHERIB. 


jS«ah disdain'd not to 

And scatter'd and scorn'd as thy people 
Our worship, 0 Father I Is only for^Ke. ^ 


TtiR Assyrian came down like the wolf on the 
fokt. [gold ; 

And his eohoru were gleaming in purple and 

And the sheen of their spears was Ulte sun on 
the SCM. [Galilee. 

When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep 

Like the leaves of the forest when Summer la 
green, 

That host with theirbannen at sunset were seen : 

Like the leaves of the forest when Autumn hath 
blown. 

Thai host on the mMTow lay wither'd and s( rown, 

For the Angei of Death spread his wings on the 
blast. 

Arkl breathed in ihefaceofthe foe as he pass'd ; 

And ihe eyes of the sleepers wax'd de^ly and 
chill. [grew still I 

And their hearts but once heaved, and for ever 

And there lay the steed with his nostril all wide, 

But through it (here roll'd not ihe breath Of his 
pride ; [turf, 

(he foam of his gasping lay white on the 

And cold as the spray of the rock*beating surf. 

And (here lay the rider distorted and pale. 

With the dew on bU brow, and the rust on his 
mail i 

And the tents were all silent, the banners alone. 

The lances unlified. (he trumpet unblown. 

ArKl the widovrsof Ashuj are loud In their wail, 

And the idols are broke iri (he temple of 6ajl i 

And (he ml^( of the Gentile, unsmote by the 
sword. 

Hath melted Ukesnow in the gbnee of (be LordI 
6 


POEMS ON NAPOLEON, 


%% 


A SPIRIT PASSED BEFORE ME. 

PROM JOB. 

A SPIRIT pass'd before me : I beheld 
The face of immorialiiy unveil d— 

Deep sleep came down on every eye save mioe — 
And there it stood — all formle^, but dinnc : 
Along my bones the creeping t^sh did quake ; 
And as my daoip hair stiffen'd, thus it spake : 


‘U man more just than God? Is mao more 
pure 

Than He who deems even Seraphs insecure ? 
Creaiuresof clay— vain dwellers in the dust! 
The moth survives you. and are ye more just ? 
Things of a day I you isiiher ere the night, 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s wasted 
light \ ' 


POEMS ON NAPOLEON. 


ODE TO NAPOLEON. 

Bsp«Bd« A6Wb»k«>-^wo( libcss la dwcc svmao 
laveaM* t * J VVWTaL. S»t. a 

* Th« K«p«« vu MkaavMgae by Cb« S«aM«, by 

Utt (uhMV tad by tH« Pr»Tis<«*l» «f CM : b« mtiI tutm 
tad BUlUary u>tau *«rt lot>dly e«Ubf«Md: aad tMa* •Im 




d*rl*«a tar pdTtct bn«4( rrtia b4 g r >t»a<a t a > taMacad la 
BfOPbtHc MnUt iK« fttMttiM t/ pwtIU rcBear. • • » By 
ihit ibtaKM tbdlctUe*. b« pfamcM Ma bit t («• 
a «aif tsiblitutut •ui*. b4(«««* ta 6a»D«T*t tad •aBttft. 
till. s’^iaaoM^ *«l *L p. taa. 

'Tis done— but yesterday a King 1 
And arm'd with Kinp to strive— 

And now thou art a nameless thing : 

So abject— yet alive t « 

Is this tM man of thousand thrones. 

Who strew'd our earth with hostile bones. 

And can he thus survive? 

Since he, miscall’d the Morning Star. 

Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far. 

IU*minded man ! why scourge thy kind 
Who bow'd so low the knee ? 

By gasing on thyself grown blind, 
l^ou taught’st the rest to see. 

With might unauestion'd.^powerloave,— 
Thine only gift^th been tbe grave. 

To those that worshipp’d fliee : 

Nor till thy fall could mortals fuesa 
Ambition's less than littleness I 

Thanks for that kssoa— U will (each 
To after-warriors more 
Than high Philosophy can preach. 

And >wo1y preach'd before. 

That spell upon the mirKls of men 
Breaks never to unite again. 

That led them to adore 
Those Paged things of sabre sway. 

With fronts of bn^ and feet of clay. 

The trioroph, and the vanitjr, 

Tbe rapture of tbe strife* — 


• « c^ftaaUtiVHAa*— 4bce>preada««C ABQa M ^ 
to bis any, ^aflemtDtMbKUaarCbataaa.Clveala 
gAvlAdova^ 


The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To thee the breath of life ; 

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem'd made but to obey, 
Wherewith renown was rife — 

Ail quell'd I — Dark Spirit I what must be 
The madness of thy mernory 1 

The Desolator desolate I 
The Victor overthrown 1 
The Arbiter of others' fate 
A Suppliant for his own 1 
t$ it some yet imperial hope 
That with such change can calmly cope? 

Or dr^ of death alone ? 

To die a prince— or live a slave — 

Thy ehmee is most ignobly brave I 

He who of old would rend the oak,* 
Dream'd not of the rebound ; 

Chain'd by the trunk he vainly broke— 
Alone— how look'd he round I 
Thou, in the steuness of thy strength, 
An equal deed has done at fengih, 

And darker fate has found : 

- He fell, the forest prowlers' prey ; 

But thou must eat thy heart away I 

The Roman.t when his burning heart 
Was slak^ with blood of Rome, 
Threw down the dagger— dared depart 
In savage grandeur, home : 

He dared depart. In utter scorn 
Of men that such a yoke had borne. 

Yet left him such a doom 1 
Hb only glory was that hour 
Of self'U^eld abandon'd power. 

Tbe Spaniaid.t when tbe lust of sway, 
Had lost its quickening spell. 


• HllaCrWriaarifc 

I C&M V.. soa rf J«aa of Spala aad Fbffip Ot e 
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Cast crowns for rosaries away, 

An empire for a cell ; 

A strict accountant of his b^ds, 

A subtle disputant on creeds, 

His dou^ trifled well : 

Yet better had he nrither Itnown 
A bigot's shrine» nor despot's throne. 

But thou— from thy rclucunt hand 
The thunderbolt is wrung— 

Too late thou leav'st the high command 
To which thy weakness clung ; 

All Evil Spirit as thou art. 

It is enough to grieve the heart 
To see thine own unstrung ; 

To think that God's fair world hath been 
The footstool of a thing so mean I 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for him, 

Who thus can hoard his own ! 

And Monarchs bow'd the trembUng limb, 
And thank'd him for a throne ! 

Fair Freedom I we mny hold thee dear, 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fear 
m humblest guise have shown, 

Oh ! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A orjghter name lo lure mankind I 

Thine evil deeds are writ in gore, 

Nor written thus in vain— 

Tl^ triumphs tell of fame no more. 

Or deepen every stain: 

If thou hadst died ns honour dies, 
bo^ new Napoleon might arise, 

To shamo the world a^a— 

But who would soar the solar height. 

To set in such a starless night ? 

Weigh'd in the balance, hero dust 
Is vile as vulgar clay ; 

11^ scales, Mortality 1 are Just 
To a]] (hat pass away : 

But yet methought the living great 
•Some higher sparks should animate. 

To doule and dismay: 

C^tempt could thus make mirth 
Uf these, the Conquerors of the earth, 

And she. proud Austria's mournful flower,* 
Thy still m>pcriai bride, 

her breast (he torturing hour? 

Sim clinp she to thy side } 

Th?u^ \ >hare 

^*P«ntance, long desmdr, 

T/ Homicide? 

If still she loves thee, hoard that gem; - 
Tis worth thy vanish'd diadem I * 


Then haste thee to thy sullen Isle, 
Anc » — — — •• ^ 


AniL) ie upon (be sea ; 

1 hat «cnent may meet thy smile— 


.e'er was ruled ^ thee I 
I •“ WIe hand, 

* ???* “P®® 

1 bat Earth b sow aa free I 


lUfteLeiUM, 


That Corinth’s pedagogue * bath now 
Transferr'd his byword lo thy brow. 

Thou 'Umourl in bis captive's cage.t 
Wliat thoughts will there be thine, 
^Vhile brooding in thy prison'd rage, 
But <me— * Tlie worlrl was mine I ' 
Unless, like be of Babylon, 

All sense is with tby sceptre gone. 

Life will not long confine 
Thai spirit pour’d $0 widely forth— 

So iMig ob^'d— so little worth i 

Of, like the thief of fire from heaven, t 
Will thou withstand the shock ? 

And share, with him, the unforgiven, 
His vuhure and his rock ? 

Forrtoom'd by God - by man accurst, 
And that last act, though not thy worst, 
The very Fiend's arch mock ; 

*n his fall preserved his pride, 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died I 

Tlw was a day-ihere was an hour, 
..While earth was Gaul's— Gaul thine— 
When (hat immeasurable power 
Unsated to resign. 

Had been an act of purer fame, 

Than gathers round Marengo's name. 
And mklcd thy decline. 

TVough the long twilight of all time, 
Uespiie some pawng cToudi of crime. 

But thou, forsooth, must be a king, 

AM don (he purple vest I 
As if that foolish robe could wring 
Remembrance from thy breast. 

JJJcre is (hat faded garment ? where 
T^ gewgaws (hou wert fond to wear, 
The star, the string, the crest ? 

Vajn frowatd child of empire ! say. 

Are all thy playthings snatch'd away? 

Where may the wearied eye repose 
When gating on the Great, 
neither guilty glojy glows. 

Nor despicable slate ? 

one thaflrst- the last— the best- 
ine Cincmnatus of the West, 

Whom eovy dared not hale 
Bequeath J the name of Washington, 

1 o make man Uush there was but one I 


ODE FROM THE FRENCH. 

j. 

We do not curse thee, Waterloo 1 
T^Bh Freedom', blood .hy plain bedew . 
TMte twas shed, but is not sunk— 

Rwng from each g oiy trunk, 

L^ihe waterspout from ocean. 

With a strong and growing motion ; 


^ 8kirr.wlw.»fterUf<U. ke»t •kSaoI w 

««Oer of 
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li soars and mingles in the air, 

With that of lost I-ibcdoyCre— 

With that of him whose honour’d ^ve 
Contains the ' bravest of the brave.* 

A crinison cloud it spreads and glows. 

But shall return to whence it rose ; 

When 'lis full twill burst asunder — 

Never yet w.'ts heard such thunder 
As then shall shake ihc world with wonder- 
Never yet was seen such lightning 
As o'er heaven shall then be brighi ning 1 
Like the Wormwood star foretold 
Bv the sainted beer of old. 

Showering down a fiery flood, 

Turning rivers into blood.* 

ti. 

The chief has failen I bul not by you, 
Vanquishers of Waterloo I 
When the sold ier-citi sen 
Sway'd not o'er his fellow»men— 

Save in deeds that led them on 
Where Glory smiled on Freedom s son— • 
Who, of all the despots banded. 

With that youthful chief competed? 

I Who could boast o’er France defeated, 
h*jll lone Tyranny commanded ? 

Till, goaded by ambition's sting, 

The Hero sunk into the King? 

Then he fell so perish all. 

Who would men man enthrall 1 

111 . 

And thou. too. of the snow*whlie plume. 
Whose realm refused thee even a tomb.t 
Better hadst thou still been leading 
France o'er hosts of hirelings bleeding. 
Than sold thyself to death and shame 
For a meanly royal name ; 

Such as he of Naples wears. 

Who thy blood*bought title bears. 

1 ittle didst thou deem, when dashing 
On thy war-horse through the ranks 
Uke a stream which burst Its banks. 
While helmets cleft, and sabres clashing, 
Shone and shiver'd fast around thee— 

Of the fate at last which found thee I 
Was that haughty plume laid low 
By a slave s dishonest blow ? 

Once— as the moon sways o'er the tide. 

It roll'd in air, the warrior's guide ; 
Through the smeke*created night 
Of the black and sulphurous fight. 


I'he soldier raised liis seeking eye 
To catch (hat crest's ascendancy— 

And. as it onward rolling rose. 

So moved his heart upon our foes. 

There, where death's brief pang was quickest. 
And the battle’s wreck lay thickest. 

Sircw'd beneath the advancing banner 
or the eagle's burning crest— 

(There with ihunder-clouds to fan her. 
fKIn could then her wing arrest — 

Victory beaming from her breast ?) 

While the broken line enlarging 
Fell, or fled along the plain ; 

Tliere be sure was Murat charging I 
There he ne'er shall charge again 1 
IV. 

O'er glories gone the invaders march, 

Weeps Tnumph o'er each level Id arch- 
But let Freedom rejoice, 

Wiih her heart in her voice : 

Rut her hand on her sword, 

Dwbly shall she be adored : 

France hath twice too well been taught 
The ' moral lesson ' dearly bought— 

Her safety sits not on a throne. 

With Ca^i or Napoleon I 
But in equal rights and Laws, 

Hearts and hands In one great cause— 
Freedom such as God hath given 
Unto all beneath His heaven. 

With ihelr breath, and from their Nrih, 
I'hough Guilt would sweep it from the earth 
With a fierce and lavish hand 
Scattering nations' wealth like sand ; 
Pouring nations' blood like water, 
in im|>cria1 seas of slaughter 1 
V- 

But the heart and the mind. 

And the voice of mankind. 

Shall arise in communion— 

And who shall resist that proud union ? 

The time is past when svrords subdued— 
Man may die— the soul's renew'd : 

EvM in this low world of care 
Freedom ne'er shall want an heir ; 

Millions breathe but to inherit 
Her for ever bounding spirit— 

When once more her nosts assemble, 
Tyrants shall believe— and tremble : 

Smile they at this idle threat } 

Crimson tears wiU follow yet. 


« i*t R«», *jH. J, tie.. • 71 i« So* •"cet w nd e S. *1^ 
hftll and n>(Afl«d WMd/ a«. Ver. a 
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TO NAPOLEON. 

FROM THZ FRENCH. 
MOST thou go, my glorious Chief, 
Sever'd from thy faithful few f 


• 'AS wfpK. but pertlevUrJy Senw. god 4 
who bod bm cuKed freia the nokr to 
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Who ean tel) thy wjuriore' grief, 
Maddening o’er (hat long adieu ? 
Woman's love, and friendship's seal, 
Dear as both have been (o me— 

What are they to ail I feel. 

With a soldier's faith for thee? 

Idol of the soldier’s soul I 
First io fight, but mightiest now ; 
Many could a world control : 

Thee alone no doom can how. 

By (by side for years I dared 
Death ; and envied those who fell. 
When their dying shout was heard 
Blessing him they served so well.* 
Would tliat I were cold with those. 

2 ^nce this hour I live to see ; 

When the doubts of coward foes 
Scarce dare trust a man with thee 
Dn^ing each should set thee free I 
A,?’: • in dungeons pent. 

AU their chains were light to me. 

Gazing on thy soul unbent. 

Would the sycophanu of him 
..Now « deaf to duty's prayer. 

Were Ins borrow'd gloriea dim. 

In his native darkness share ? 
wem that world this hour his own. 

All thou calmly dost resign, 

Could he purchase with that throne 
Hearu hke those which still are thine? 

My chief, my king, my friend, adieu I 
^ ^ Never did I droop before ; 

Nmr Jo my sovereign sue. 

. * now implore : 

All I ask is to divide 
e P®rtl he must brave ; 
u. **l htto's side 
His fall, his exlie, and his grave. 


ON THE STAR OP ‘THE LEGION OF 
HONOUR.’ 
nou TH6 eRBNCH. 

fjch be*'" h..h Ah*d 

® dead— 

rush'd in arms to greet,- 
S^Jj^'w'onmmortalbinh: * ’ 

Why rise In Heaven to set on Earth? 

Swls of slain heroes form'd thv rav* • 
j^mlty flash'd through thy bla« ^ * 

TJ« music of thy ma^ ' 

Anrf /i? il I” honour here : 

^ thy 1 ght iMe on human eyes 
Ulce a volcano of the skies. ^ ' 


I Rmawe*#. Mnl a • T?-!! fnmntm. •• Vl*« 


Like lava rolTd thy stream of blood. 
And swept down empires with its flood ; 
Earth rock'd beneath thee to her base. 
As thou didst lighten through all space ; 
And the shorn Sun grew dim in air, 

And set while thou wert dwelling there 

Before thee rose, and with thee grew; 

A rainbow of the loveliest hue, 

Of three l^ght colours, each divine,* 
And fit for that celesual sign ; 

For Freedom's hand had blended thci,.. 
Like lints in an immortal gem. 

One tint was of the sunbeam's dyes ; 
One. the blue depth of Seraph's eyes i 
One, the pure Spirit s veil of white 
Had robed in radiance of its light * 

The three so mingled did beseem 
llie texture of a heavenly dream. 

Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale. 

And darkness must again prevail f 
But. O thou Rainbow of the free I 
Our tears and blocMl must flow for thee 
When thy bright promise fades away, 
Our life is but a load of clay. 

And Freedom hallows with her tread 
The silent cities of the dead ; 

For beautiful in death are they 
Who proudly fall in her army ; 

And soon, 0 Goddess I may we be 
F« evermore with them or thee I 


NAPOLEON'S FAREWELL, 

PROM THE FRENCH. 

lo^*"^ where the gloom of my 

A^ and o’ershadow'd the earth w^ih"'hcr 
She abandons me now— but the page of her 

The brighioi or blackesl. is fill'd wiih my fame. 
I have wart d with a world which vanquish'd mr 
onlv ’ 

When (he meteor of conquest allured me too far 
* “gjj^wiih the nations which dread mt 

The last single captive to millions In war. 

FarewU to thee, Fiance I when thy diadem 
crown a me, 

j^made thee the gem and the wonder of earth t 
‘^^we^ess decrees I should leave os 1 

De<»/d in thy glory, and sunk In thy worth. 

hearts that were wasted 

In stnfe with the storm, when their battles were 

'b® 

Had still soar'd with eyes fix’d on victory’s swn ' 


• TbetrkoW 
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Faiewell to thee, France I— But when Liberty 
rallies 

Once mere in thy regions, remember me then,— 
The violet still grows in the depth of thy valleys ; 
Though wither'd, thy tear will unfold it again. 


Yet, yet I may baffle (he hosts that surround us. 
And yet may thy heart leap awake to mv voice— 
There are links which must break in the chain 
that has bound us. tchoice 1 

ThtH turn thee and call on the Chief of (by 


POEMS TO THYRZA. 

l8ll TO 1812. 


TO THYRZA. 


Without a stone to mark the spot. 

And say. what Truth might well have said. 
By all. save one, perchance forgot. 

Ah I wherefore art thou lowly laid ? 


By many a shore and many a sea 
Divided, yet beloved in vain ; 

The past, the future fled to thee, 

To bid us meet— no— ne'er again I 



Could this have been— a word, a look. 

That softly said, * We part In peace,* 
Had taught my bosom how to b^k. 
With water sighs, thy souVs release. 

And didst thou not. ^nce Death for thee 
Prepared a light and pangles* dart. 
Once long for him thou ne’er shalt see, 
Who held, and holds thee in his hearth 


y 


Oh I who Ukehim hnd wateh’d thee here 
Or sadly mark'd thy gladng eye, 

In that dread hour ere death appear, 
When silent sorrow fears to sigh, 


*1111 all was past ? / But when no more 
'Twas thine to reck of human woe, 
A/Tection’s heart>drops, gushing o'er. 

Had flow'd as fast— as now they flow. 

Shall they not flow, when many a day 
In lhese> to me. deserted tovren. 

Ere call’d but for a time away, 

Affection's mingling tears were ours ? 

Ours too the glance none saw beside 
The smile none else might understand ; 
The whisper'd thoughts of hearts allied, 
The pressure of (be thrilling band ; 

The kiss, so guiltless and refined, 

That Love each warmer wish forbore ; 
Those eyes proclaim’d so ptire a mind. 
Ev'n passion blush’d to plead for more. 

The tone, (bat taught me to rejdce. 

When prone, unlike thee, to repine ; 
The song, celestial from thy voice. 

But sweet to me from none but thine ; 


The pledge we wore — I wear it still, 

But where is thine ?— Ah I where art thou 7 
Oft have I borne the weight of ill. 

But never bent beneath till now I 

Well hast thou left in life's best bloom 
The cup of woe for me to drain. 

If rest alone be in the tomb. 

I would not wish thee here again. 

But if in worlds more blest than this 
Thy virtues seek e fitter sphere, 

Impart some portion of thy bliss, 

To wean me from mine anguish here. 


Teach me— too early taught by thee ! 

To bear, forgiving and forgiven : 

On earth thy love was such to me ; 

It fain would form my hope In heaven 1 


AWAY, AWAY. YE NOTES OF WOEl 

^ Awat. away, ye notes of woe I 

Be silent, thou once soothing strain, 

Or 1 must flee from henc^— for, oh I 
1 dare not trust those sounds again. 

To me they speak of brighter days— 

But lull the chords, for now, alas I 
I must not think, i may not gase. 

On w hat 1 am— on what I was. 

/The voice that made those sounds more sweel 
^ Is hush'd, and aU their charms are fled ; 
And now their softest notes repeat 
A dirge, an anthem o’er the dead ! 

Yes. Thyrsa I yes, they breathe of thee, 
Beloved dust ; since dust thou art ; 

And all that once was harmony 
Is worse than discord to my heart 

'Tis sUent all I — but on my car 
The well-remember'd echoes thrill ; 

I hear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still ; 

Yet oft my doubting soul ’twill shake. 

Ev'n slumber owns its gentle tone, 
nil consciousness will vainly w^e 
To listen, though the dream be flown. 
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Sweet Thyna I wakio^ as ia sleep. 

Thou art but now a lovely dream ; 

A star that trembled o’er the deep. 

Then turn’d from earth its Under beam. 
But he who through life’s dreary way 
Must pass, when heaven is veil’d in wrath, 
Will long lament the vanish’d ray 
That scatter'd gladness o‘er his path. 

ONE STRUGGLE MORE. AND I AM 
FREE. 

One struggle more, and I am free 
From pangs that rend my heart in twain : 
One last long sigh to love and thee. 

iTien back to busy life again. 

It suits me well to mingle now 
With things that never pleased before * 
Though every joy i$ fled below, 

What future grief can touch me more? 

Then bring me wine, the banquet bring • 

Man was not form'd to live alone : 

I ^ighi, unmeaning thing 

That smiles with all, and weeps with none 
It was not thus in days more dear. 

It never would have been, but thou 
H«i fl^, Rnd left me lonely here ; 

1 hou rl nothing— all are nothing now. 

In vain my lyre would lightly breathe I 
\ he smile ihnt sorrow fain would wear 
But mocks the woe that lurks beneath, 

Like roses o'er a sepulchre. 

J hMgh gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 

^Thf **** maddening soul 

The heart,— the heart is lonely silfl I 

On many a lone and lovely nlrht 

For then I deemd the heavenly lie hi 

‘hy P««iye e^ ; 

And oft I thought at Cynthia's noon, 

on that moon'— 

Alas, it gleam d upon her grave 1 

««lch d on fever’s sleepless bed 
« sickness shrunk my throbbinjr veins. 

IfainSysild. * "** 

l.lkc^om to the time-worn sW, 

^ vainly gave 

My life, when Thyrsa ceased to live J 

“LT'*'™'* pledge in better days, 

'be. 

feels, it sickens with the ddU. ^ 


Thou bitter pledge I thou mournful token I 
Though painful, welcome to my breast I 
Still, still preserve that love unbroken. 

Or break the heart to which thou’rt press’d. 
Time tempers love, but not removes, 

More hallow'd when its hope U fled ; 

Oh I what are thousand living lov» 

To that which cannot quit the dead ? 

V^UTH.^NASIA. >y 

. ' When Time, or soon or l.ite, shall brin/^ ^ 
The dreamless sleep that lulls the dead, 
Oblivion I may thy languid wing 
Wave gently o’er my dying bed I 

No band of friends or heirs be (here, 

To weq>, or wish, the coming blow ; 

(No maiden with dlshevell’d hair, 

I To feel, or feign, decorous woe. 

But silent let me sink to earth, 

With no ofllcious mourners near : 
t would not mar one hour of mirtli, 

Nor startle friendship with a tear. 

^Yet l^vt. if Love in such an hour 
> Could nobly check its useless sighs. 

« ktight then exert its latest power 
In her who lives, and him who dies. 

Twere sweet, my Psyche, to the last 
Thy features still serene to see : 

Forgetful of its struggles past, 

£ en Pain itself should smile on thee. 

I But vain the wish— for Beauty still 

Will shrink, as shrinks the ebbing brenth ; 
And women's tears, produced at wul. 

Deceive in life, unman in death. 

Then lonely be my latest hour, 

Without regret, without a groan : 

For tltou&aAds Death hath ceased to lower, 
Ami pain been transientor unknown. 

*Ay, but to die, and go,' alas ! 

Wltere all have gone, and all musi go I 
To be (he nothing that I was 
Ere bom to life and living woe i 

Count o’er the Joys thine hours have seen, 
Count o’er thy days from anguish free, 

And know, whatever thou hast been, 

Tis something better not to be. 

^ND THOU ART DEAD. AS YOUNG 
AND FAIR. 

*ltc«. alttu* ttUrnh V«ruri <iu*n tuJ 

■ICBMUliWl' ' 

And thou art dead, as young and fair 
Aa aught of mortal birih ; 

And form so soft, and charms so rare 
Too soon return’d to Earth I 
pouqh e«b received them in her bed, 

And o er the spot the crovrd may tread 
la carelessness or mirth. 
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There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on thal grave to look. 

I will not ask where thou liest low, 

Nor gaze upon the spot : 

There flowers or weeds at will may grow. 

So 1 behold them not : 

It is enough for me to prove 
That what 1 loved, and long must love. 
Like common earth can rol > 

To me there needs no stone to tell. 

Tls nothing that I loved so NveU. 

Yet did I love thee to the last 
As fervently as thou, 

V/ho didst not change through all the past, 
And canst not alter now. 

The Jove where Death has set his seal, 

Nor age can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nor falsehood disavow : 

And, what were worse, thou canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 

The better days of life were ouri ; 

The worst can be tut mine : 

The sun that cheers, the storm that lowers, 
bhall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep : 

Nor need t to repine 
That all those charms have pass'd away, 

I might have watch'd through long deay. 

Tlie flower in ripen'd bloom unmatch'd 
Must fall the carlJeat prey : 

Though by no hand untimely snatch'd, 

The leaves must drop away : 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, lee? by leaf. 

Than see it pluck'd to^ay ; 

Since earthly eye but ill can bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair. 

t know not if I could have borne 
To see ihy beauties fade : 

The night that follow'd such a mom 
Had worn a deeper shade : 

Thy day without a cloud hath pass’d, 

And thou wert lovely to the last ; 

Extinguish'd, not decay’d : 

As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they &l from high. 

As once I wept, If 1 could weep, 

My tears might well be shed. 

To tnink I was not near to keq> 

One vinl o'er thy bed ; 

To gaze, now fondly I on tby face, 

To raid thee in a faint embrace. 

Uphold thy drooping bead ; 


And show that love, however vain, 
Nor tbou nor I can feel again. 

Yet how much less It were to gain. 

Though thou hast left me free, 
The loveliest things that still remain, 
Than thus remember thee ! 

The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity 
Returns ^ain to me. 

And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 


IF SOMETIMES IN THE HAUNTS OF 
MEN. 

Ip sometimes in the haunts of men 
Thine image from my breast may fade, 
The lonely hour presents again 
'The semblance of thy gentle shade : 

And now that sad and silent hour 
Thus much of thee can still restore, 

And sonow unobserved may pour 
The plaint she dare not speak before. 

Ob. pardon (hat In crowds awhile 
1 waste one thought 1 owe (o thee, 

And. self^condemn'd. appear lo smile. 

Unfaithful to thy memory I 
Nor deem that memory less dear. 

That then I seem not to repine ; 

I would not fools should overhear 
One sigh that should be wholly Mi>e. 

If not (he goblet pass unquafTd, 

1( is not drain'd to banish care ; 

The cup must hold a deadlier draught. 

Thai brills a Lethe for despair. 

And could Oblivion set my soul 
From all her troubled visions free, 

Td dash to earth the sweetest bowl 
That drown'd a single thought of thee. 

For wert thou vanish'd from my mind. 

Where could my vacant bosom lum^ 

And who would then remain behind 
To honour thine abandon'd Um ? 

No. no^it is my sorrow's pride 
That last dear duty to fuJfll ; 

Though aiJ the world forget beside, 

'Tis meet that 1 remember still. 

For well I know, that such had been 
Thy gentle care for him, who now 
Unmoum’d shall quit this mortal scene, 
Where none regarded him but thou : 

And. oh t I feel in /4er was given 
A blessing never meant for me ; 

Tbou wen too like a dream of heaven 
For earthly Love to merit thee. 
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FARE THEE WELL. 

'AIM I 

9«ft wtu^rinc t©i»pm cu pmsmUmA 1 

^*4 «b««e : 

A«d U£« b th«rar. 4bd im>h b rtm 1 
And t» b« wroth Mh am w* itvn. 

Pma ««k Uk« ludDcw b ih« hnU} 

• • • • 
fM »t««f ctthOT loMd vMthM 
to fvM ib« kolow w*it fro* 

^0 chft vhKh hod hoM tOM MuScr. 

A dfoorw oco now low« b«iw««o 

TboBwha of tkoi wWcb omo boA boot.' 

COLMiocft*! CknjCoM. 
FA«e (hee vtW I and if for <v«r 
SiUl for ever, fare thee weJI : 

. Even thouFh unforelvlDe. never 
'Gnlnat mee ehalf my near! rebel 
Would that breaai were bared before ibee 
«* Wn, 

*’'*P 

Which thou ne’ei eaust know again : 

Would that breitti. by thee glanced over. 

Every Inmoai (honghl could ^ow I 
Then ihou wouldM at laat discover 
Twaa not well to spurn It so. 

ITwugh the world for this commend thee— 
Tb^gh it smile upon the blow. 

Even lu praises must offend thee. 

Founded on another a woe : 

Though my many faults defaced me 
Could no other arm be found ' 

Tlwn the one which once embraced me. 

1 0 inniet a cureless wound 7 

Vej, oh yet. thyself deceive iwtr 
Uve may sink by slow decay. 

But by sudden wrench, believe not 
Hearts can thus be tore away : 

Sini thine own its life retaineth. 
btill must inine. though bleeding, beat • 

i5-*that we no more may meet. 

of <l«p.r torrow 

“w/J? /*■ 

Wake US from a widow d bed. 

*bcn thou wouldst solace eaiher 
our child's fim accents flow. " 


Wilt thou leach her to say ' Father { 
Though his care she must forego? 

When her little hand shall press thee. 

When her Up to thine is press'd. 

Think of him whose prayer shall bless thee, 
Think of him thy love had bless’dd 
Should her lineaments resemble 
Those thou never more maysi see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
With a pulse yet true 10 me. 

All ray faulu perchance thou knowest. 

All my madness none can know ; 

All ray hopes, where'er thou goest, 

Wither, yet with M« they go, 

Every feeling hath been shaken ; 

Pnde, w hich not a world could bow. 
Bows to thee— by thee forsaken. 

Even my soul foraakes me now : 

But 'tis don^all words are idle— 

Words from me are vainer siill ; 

But the thoughu we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will 

Fare thee well I thus disunited, 

Tom from every nearer tie, 

Sear’d in heart, iiid lone, and blighted, 
hfore than this I scarce can die. 


A SKETCH. 

* Hvftfii Soatn I 
ir tk4» (bM iM’w a d«vll. ] ufiAM UU »he«. 

SKAKSeBARH. 

Bobn in the garret, in the kitchen bred, 
jTomoied thence to deck her mistress' head ' 
Next— for some gracious service unexpress’d. 
And from its wages only to be gueas'd— 

Raised from the toilette to the table, where 
woftdenng belters wait behind her chair. 
With eye unmoved, and forehead unabash'd. 
^ mnes from off the plate she lately wash’d, 
Quick with the talc, and ready with the He. 

The genial confidante, and general spy 
'^gtS— ’ ^ employment 

^ only infant's earliest governess I 
xJT the child to read, and taught so well, 

piat she herself, by teaching. leare'd to spell 
An ad^i next in penmanship she grows, 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows i 
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Wh&t s 1 )e bad made (he pupil of ber art 
Not«s know — bu( that high Soul secured the 
heart, 

And panted for (he truth it could not bear. 

Witli longing breast and undeluded ear. 

Foird Nvas perversion by that youthful mind, 
Which Flattery fool'd not, Baseness could not 
Heceit infect not, near Contagion s<m1. {blind. 
Indulgence weaken, nor Example spMl. 

Nor master d Science tempt her to down 
On humbler talents with a pitying frown. 

Nor Genius swell, nor beauty render vain, 

Kor Envy rufRe to retaliate pain, [bow. 

Nor Fortune change. Pride raise, nor Passioo 
Nor Virtue teach austerity^till now. 

Serenely purest of her sex that live. 

But wanting one sweet weakness^to forgive : 
Too shock’d at faults her soul can never linow, 
She deems (hat all could be like her below ; 

Foe to all vice, yet hardly Virtue’s friend. 

For Virtue pardons those she would amend. 

But (0 the theme, now laid aside too long, 
The baleful Burthen of this honest song : 
Though all her former functions are no more. 
She rules the circle which she served before. 

A mothers— none know why— before her quake ; 
If daughters dread her for the mothers’ sake ; 
if early habits- those false links, which Nnd 
I ft times the loftiest (o the meanest mind— 
Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deadly will ; 

If like a snake she steal within your walls, 

Till the black slime beiny her as she crawls ; 

If like B viper to the heart she wind. 

And leave (he venom there she did not hnd ; 
What marvel that this hag of hatred works 
Eternal evil latent as she Turks. 

To make a Pandemonium where she dwells, 
And reign the Hecate of domestic hells? 

Skiird by a touch to deepen scandars tints 
With all the kind mendacity of hints, 

While mingling truth with fiOsebood — sneers 
with smiles— 

A thread of candour with a web of wiles : 

A plain blunt show of bKefly'Spoken seeming, 
To hide her bloodless heart’s souhharden’d 
scheming ; 

A lip of lies— a face form'd to conceal ; 

And, without feeling, mock at all who feel : 
With a vile mask the Gorgon would disown ; 

A cheek of parchment, and an eye of stone. 
Mark, how (he channels of her yellow blood 
Oose to her skin, and stagnate there to mud, 
Cased Uke the centipede in saffron mail. 

Or darker greenness of the scoqMon's scale— 
[For drawn from reptiles only may we trace 
Connnial colours in that soul or face)— 

Low on her features I and behold her mind 
As In a mirror of itself defined : 

Look on the picture I deem it not o'ercharged — 
There U no trait which might not be enlarged : 
Yet (rue to ' Nature’s journeymen,* who made 
This monster when their mistress left off trade— 


’This female dog'Star of her little sky, 

Where all beneath her influence droop or die. 

Oh ! wretch without a (ear— without a thought. 
Save joy above the ruin thou host w rought— . 
’The time shall come, nor long remote, when thou 
Shalt feel far more than thou inflkicst now ; 
Feel for thy vile self-loving self in vain, 

And turn thee howling in unpitied pain. 

May (he strong curse of crush’d affections light 
Back on thy b^m with reflected blight I 
And make thee in thy leprosy of mind 
As loathsome to thyself as to mankind I 
Till all thy self-thoughts curdle into hale, 
Black— as thy will for others would create : 

Till thy hard heart be calcined into dust. 

And thy soul welter in its hideous crust. 

Oh, may thy grave be sleepless as (he bed. 

The widow’d couch of fire, that thou hast spread I 
Then, when thou fain wouldst weary Heaven 
with prayer. 

Look on thine earthly victims — and despair I 
Down to the dust I— and. as thou rott’st away. 
Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay. 
But for the love I bore, and still must ^ar. 

To her thy malice from all lies would tear— 
Thy name- thy human nanie — to every eye 
The climax of all scorn should hang on high, 
Exalted o’er thy less abhorr'd compeers, 

And festering in the Infamy of years. 


/ 


STANZAS TO AUGUSTA. 

When all around grew drear and dark. 

And reason half withheld her ray, 

And hope but shed a dying spark 
Which more misled my lonely way ; 

In that deep midnight of the mind. 

And that internal strife of heart. 

When dreading to be deem’d too kind. 
The weak despair— the cold depart ; 

When fortune changed, and love fled far. 
And hatred's shafts flew thick and fust, 
^IThou werl the solitary star 
tA Which rose and set sot to the last. 

Oh i Nest be tfaine unbroken light. 

Tliat watch’d me as a seraph a eye. 
And stood between me and the night. 

For ever sbioing sweetly nigh. 

And when the cloud upon us came, 
Which strove to blacken o’er thy ray— 
Then purer spread its gentle flame. 

And dash'd the darkness all away. 

Still may thy s^rit dwell on mine. 

And teach it what to brave or brook— 
There’s more in one soft word of (hine 
Than in the world’s defied rebuke. 

Thou stood'st, as stands a lovely tree, 
TTkat Still unbroke, though gently Nnt, 
Still waves with fond fidelity 
Its boughs above a monument. 
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Th« winds might rend, the skies might pour,^ 
s/ But there thou wert— aud sdU wt^dst be 

Devoted in the stormiest hour 
To shed thy weeping leaves o‘er me. 

But thou and thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever fate on me may fall ; 

For Heaven in sunshine will requite 
The kind-^ad thee the most of aU. 

Then let the ties of baJTied love 
Be broken— thine will never break ; 

Thy heart can feel, but will not move ; 
ITiysoul, though soft, will never shake. 

And these, when all was lost beside 
Were found and still are fix'd in thee 

And bearing still a breast so tried, 

Earth is no desert— ev’n to me. 
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Though the day of my destiny’s over, 

And the star of my late hath declined. 

Thy soft heart refused to discover 
^The faults which so many could find ; 
Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 
It shrunk not to share it with me, 

And the love which my spirit hath painted 
It never hath found but in tkft. 

Thw when nature around me is smiling, 

The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe Jt beguiling. 

Because it reminds me of thine j 
And when winds are at war with the ocean 
^ beUeved in with me. 

If heir billows excite an emotion, 
it is that they bear mo from 

Though the rock of my last hope Is shiver’d. ' 
And its fragments are sunk in the wave. 
TImugh I feel that my soul is deliver’d 
To pain— H shall not be Us ^ve 
is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall no? contemn- 

of ' ' 

1 is of tAti that 1 think— not of them. 

ThMgh human, thou didst not deceive me v 

forsake. * 

^ forborest to grieve me 

Though ^nrler d, thou never couldst shake 
Tl^ugh t^ied. thou didst n« db^Wri mT ' 
Though parted, it was not to fly • ‘ 

Though watchful, 'twas not to d^me me 
Nor, mute, that the world might belle. ' 

w of ibe many with SSe- ^ 

If my so^ was not fitted to prim it 

io shun : 

Ajrf If dearly that eiror hath cost me 

1 1^**^ ">®fe >1^ I once could 
I h»vc found Ui«, whMce, ^ 

It could out deprtye me of tto" ' 




From the wreck of the past, which hath perish'd, 
Thus much 1 at least may recall. 

It hath taught me that what I most cherish’d 
Deserved to be dearest of all : 

In the desert a fountain is springing. 

In the wkJe waste there still is a tree. 

And a bird in the solitude singing. 

Which speaks to my spirit of fAet. 


t/ 
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My sister I my sweet sister I if a name 
Dearer and purer were, it should be thine ; 
Mountains arid seas divide us. but 1 claim 
No tears, but tenderness to answer mine : 

Go where 1 will, to me thou art the same— 

A lox'cd regret which I would not resign, 
There yet are two things in my destiny- 
A world to roam through, and a home with thee. 

The first were nothing— hart I still the Inst, 

It were the haven c? my happiness ; 

But other claims and other ties thou hast, 

And mine is not the wish to make them less 
A strange doom is thy father’s son's, and past 
KccalUhg, as it lies beyond redress ; 
kcveised for him our grandsire's fate of yore,— 
He lud no rest at sea, nor 1 on shore, 

If my inlierirance of storms hath been 
In other elements, and on the rocks 
Of perils, overlook’d or unforeseen, 

I have sustain’d my share of worldly shocks, 
The fault was mine ; nor do 1 seek to screen 
My errors vrtth defensive paradox ; 

Ihave been cunning In mine ovcrihrow. 

^c careful pilot of my proper woe. 

Mlne were my faults, and mine be their reward : 

My wherte life was a contest, since iheday 
Tlw ga^ me being, gave me that which marr’d 
^ c«n— jJaiejig wiJUJiat walk’d astray ; 
And I at times have found the struggle hard 
And thought of shaking off my bonds of clay: 
^t now I fain would for a time survive. 

If but to see what next can well arrive. 

Kingdoms end empixes in my Utile day 
I have outlived, and yet I am not old ; 

And when I lo^ on this, the petty spray 
Of ray own years of trouble, which have roll’d 
breakers, melis away : 

Southing— I know not what-nloes si 1)1 ud* 
A spim of Slight patience ;— not In vain, [hold 
fcvea for jis owa sake, do we purchase pain. 

th e workii 

.L.nie— or perbaos a mlrt rt^inair 

Brought on when ills ha bitually r ecur. -1 
Perhaps a kinder cTmie, or pureTair, 

If or ^ron to this may change of soul refer. 

And with light amour we may learn to hear.) 
^ve taught me a slrangn quiet, which was no* 
loe Chief companiOQ of a calmer lot, 
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1 feel almost at times as I have felt 
Id happy childhood, trees, and flowere, and 
brooks. 

Which do remember me of where I dwelt 
Ere my young mind was sacrificed to books. 
Come as of yore upon me, and can melt 
My heart with recognitioo of their looks : 

And even at moments 1 could think 1 see 
Some living thing to love — but none like thee. 

Here are the Alpine landscapes whkh create 
A fund for contemplation to admire 
Is a brief feeling of a trivial date ; (sj^re 

But something worthier do such scenes in> 
Here to be lonely U not desolate. 

For much I view which I could most desire. 
And, above all. a lake 1 can Mold 
l^oveller, not dearer, than our own of old. 

Oh that thou wert but with me f— but I grow 
The fool of my own wishes, and forget 
The solitude which I have vaunted so 
flas lost its praise in this but orie regret : 
There may be others which I less may s^w 
i. am not of (he plaintive mood, and yet 
1 an ebb in my philosophy^ 

And the tide rising in my alter'd eye. 

1 did remind thee of our own dear Lake. 

By the old Hall which cikay be mine c»o more. 
Leman's U fair ; but think not 1 forsake 
The sweet remembrance of a dearer shore : 
Sad havoc Time must witli my memory make. 
Ere ih.it or thpu can fade these eyes b^ore : 
Though, like all things which I have loved, they 
Resign'd for ever, or divided far. fare 

f ' 

1'he world is all before me ; I but ask 
Of Nature that with which she will comply — 
It is but in her summer’s tun to bask. 

To mingle with the quiet of her sky. 

To see her gentle face without a maw. 

And never gate on it with apathy. 

She was my early friend, and now shall be 
My sister— dll 1 look ag^n on thee. 

I can reduce all feelings but this one ; 

And that I would not for at length I see 
Such scenes as those wherein my life begun. 

The earliest— even the only paths for me— 
Had 1 bu t_sccner learnt the to shu^ 

.^had been bett^ than I nw Mn_b 5 ; (^PC 
The passions which Tia'Ve' fom nte wc^a have 
/'had iioi suffer’d, and fiewhadst not w^. " 


I have outlived myself by many a day, 

Having survived so many things that were 
, My years have tieen no slumber, but the prey 
; for I had the share 
'Ofhfe which might have fill'd a century. 

Before its fourth in time had pass'd me by. 

And for (he remnant which may be to come 
I am content ; and for the past I feel 
Nw thankless,- for within the crowded sum 
Of struggles, happiness at limes would steal : 
And for the present, I would not benumb 
My feelings further— Nor shall I conceal 
That with all this I still can look around, 
AndNvorship Nature with a thought profound. 

For thee, my own sweet sister, in thy heart 
I know myself secure, as thou in mine ; 
we were and are — I am, even as thou art— 
wings who ne'er each other can resign ; 

It IS the same, together or apart, 
krom life's commencement toils slow decline 
'rv* entwined : let death come slow or fasL 
I he tie which bound the first endures the last! 


v/with false Ambition what had I to do 7 

Uttle with Love, and least of all with Fame : 
And yet (hey came unsought, and with me grew. 
And made me all which they can make — a 
Yet this was not the end I did pursue ; [name. 

Surely i ooce beheld a nobler aim. 

But all is over— I am one the more 
To baffled millions which have gone before. 

And for (he future, this world's future may 
Ffpip me demand but little of my care ; 


ENDORSEMENT TO 
THE DEED OP SEPARATION. 

IN THB ABRIL OB l8l6, 

A VMR ago. you swore, fond she I 
To love, to honour,' and so forth r 
Such was the vow you pledged to me. 

And here's exactly wnat (is worth. 

K/ THE DREAM. 

I, 

OWR Ufe is twofold • Sleep hath its own world. 
A bound^ twiween the things misnamed 
^ih aM existence : Sleep hath its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reality. 

And dreams In thtir development have breath, 
AM tars, and tortures, and the touch of joy : 
^ey leave a weight upon our waking thoughts, 
Tney ^e a weight from off our waking toils, 
pey do divide our being; they become 
lA portion of ourselves as of our time, 

B\Dd lo^ like heralds of eternity • 

TS? *pinis Of the past, -they speak 

sibyls of the future ; they have power— 
The tyranny of pleasure and of pain • 

They m^e us what we were not-what they will, 
^ shake us with the vision that's gone by, 
Tbe dread of vanish'd shadows— are they so? 
lIs not the past all shadow ?— What are they? 
'Crauons of the mind ?-The mind can make 
^tetana, and people pbnets of its own 
i* u bnghier than have been, and give 

?A breath to forms which can outlive all flesn 
I would recall a vision which I dream'd 
Perchance In sleep ; for in itself a thought, 

A slumbenng thought, is capable S^t% 

And curdles a long life into one hour* 
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It. 

1 saw (wo beings In the hues of youth 
funding upon a hlh. a ^tle hill. 

Green, and o( mild declivity, r];e bst 
, As ’(were the cape of a long ridge of such, 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

But a most living landscape, and the wave 
Of woods and comhelds. and the abodes of men 
Scatter’d at intervals, and urreathing smoke 
Anung from such rustic roofs the hill 
Was crown'd with a peculiar diadem 
f trees, in circular array, so fix'd. 
i*^ot by the sport of nature, but of man : 

These two. a maiden and a youth, were there 
Gnang— the one on all that was beneath. 

Fair as herself-^but (he boy gared on her : 

And both were young, and one was beautiful : 
And both were young- yet not alike in youth. 
As the sweet moon on the horison’s verge, 

The maid was on the eve of womanhood ; 

The buy had fewer summers, but his heart 
Had far outgrown his years, and to his eye 
There was but one beloved face on earth 
And that was shining on him ; he had look'd 
upon il till it could not pass away ; 

He had no breath, no being, but in hers ; 

Mte was hks voice ; he did not speak to her. 

{tut t^reinbled on her words ; she W'aa his sight, 
fnllowd hers, and saw with here : 
Which colour’d nil his objects be had ceased 
To Uve within himself: she was his life, 

«ean to the river of his thoughts. 

Which terntinated all : upon a lone. 

A touch of hers, his blood would ebb and flow. 
^ his cheek change tempestuously— his heart 
unknowing of Its cause of agony. 

But she in these fond feelings had no share : 
ner signs were not for him ; to her he was 
Even as a brother— but no more : iwas much, 
^ihcrlcss she was. save in the name 
Her infant friendship had bestow'd on him : 
Herself the solitary Kion left 

*i"*^honour'd ruce.^lt was a name 

him, and yet pleased him not— 

Time taught him a deep answer— when sht loved 
Another ; even aeto she loved another. 

And on the summit of that hill she stood 
[-»king afar If yet her lover's steed 
Aept pace with bet expectancy, and flew. 

III. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream, 
there was an ancient mansion, and before 

caparisoa'd : 

Wibln an antique Oratory stood 

to and fro ; anon 

• pen. and traced 
not guess of; then he 

SSk.***^ hands, and sboedTaa 

Whb a convuUiou-Uten arose again. 


And w’ith his teeth and Quivering hands did tear 
What be had written, but he shed no tears, 

And he did calm himself, and fix his brow 
nto a kind of quiet : as he paused. 

The l.ady of his love re-enter’d (here : 

She was serene and smiling then, aod ye I 
She knew she was by him beloved,— she knew. 
For quickly comes such knowledge, that his 
heart 

Was darken’d with her shadow, and she saw 
That he was wretched, but she saw not al). 

He rose, and with a cold and gen lie grasp 
He took her hand : a moment o'er his face 
A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, aiMl then it faded, as it came : 

He dropp'd the hand he held, and with slow slops 
Retired, but i»ot as bidding her adieu, 

F(w they did part with mutual smiles : he pass'd 
Freun out the massy gate of that old Hall, 

And mounting on his steed he went his way ; 
And ne’er repass’d that hoary threshold more. 

IV. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream, 

The Boy was sprung to manhood ; in (he wilds 
Of fiery climes he made himself a home. 

Ai>d his soul drank their sunbeams ; he was girt 
With sirartge arwl dusky aspects ; he was noi 
Himself hke what he li.'id l:^n : on the soi 
Arsd on the shore he was a wanderer ; 

There was a mass of inany images 
Crowded like waves upon me, but he was 
A part of ah ; and in the last he lay 
Bepoaing from the iMontide sultriness. 

Couch’d among fallen columns, in the shade 
Of ruin’d walls that had survived the nam^ 

Of those who rear'd them ; by his sleeping side 
Stood camels grating, and some goodly slee^ 
Were fasten’d near a fountain : aiuj a man. 

Clad in a flowing garb, did watch the while, 
While many of his tribe slumber'd around : 

And they were canopacd by the blue sky. 

So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful. 

That Cod alone was to be seen in heaven. 

V, 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 

The Lady of his love was wed with One 
Who did not love her better;- in her home, 

A thous^ leagues from his,— her native borne, 

I She dwelt, begirt with growing Infancy, 
jl^ughters and sons of tauty,— but behold I 
I Upon her face there was the lint of grief, 
iThe settled shadow of an inward sinfe, 

I And an unquiet droo^ng of the eye 
As if its Ikl were charged with unshed tears. 
What couid her grief be ?— she had all she loved • 
.And he who had so loved her was not there 
To trouble with bad hopes, or evil wish. 

Or ill-repress'd affliction, her pure thoughts. 
Wbat could her grief be>-$he^d loved him not. 
Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved i 
Nor could he be a pan of tbai which prey’d 
Upon her reiod— a spectre of (be past! 
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A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 
The Wanderer was return'd. — I saw him stand 
Before an altar— with a gentle bride ; 


And voices from the deep at^ss reveal d 
I A marvel and a secret.— Be it so. 


My dream was past ; it had no further change. 


Her face was fair, but was not that which made] jt was of a strange order, that the doom 


The starlight of his Boyhood. As he stood Of these two creatures should be thus traced out 
Bven at the altar, o'er his brow there came Almost like a reality— the one 
The self-same aspect, and the quivering shock Xo end in madness— both in misery. 

That in the antique Oratory shook 

His bosom in its solitude ; and then — t tuirc 

As in that hour— a moment o’er his face N c.o 

The tablet of unutterable thoughts OM kearinO that lady byRON was ill. 

Was traced,— and then »t faded as it came, sad— yet 1 was not with thee 1 

/And he stood calm and qti«t. and he spoke yet i was not near ; 

The fitting vows, but heart not his own words, i^i^jhought that )oy and health alone could be 
And all things reel’d around him : lie could see where 1 was and pain and sorrow here I 

Not that which wm. nor that which should have ^ U ,hus?— it is as I foretold. 

been— And shall be more so ; for the mind recoils 

But the old mansion, and the accustom d hall, y wreck'd heart lies cold. 

And the remember'd chambers, and the pbce, heaviness collects ihe shatter'd spoils. 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade, jj |s „oi in the storm nor in the strife 
All things pertaining to that place and hour, benumb'd, and wish to be no more. 

And her wno was his destiny,— came Pm after-silence on the shore, 

And thrust themselvesbetweenhimaod iheligQt: when all is lost, except a little life. 

// What business had they there at such a time? | avenged I— but 'twas my right t 

vtt Whnie'er my sins might be, fhau wen not sent 


K change came o’er the spint of my dream. 

The Lady of his love oh I she was changed 
As by the sickness of the soul ; her mind 
Had wander'd from iu dwelling, and her eyes. 
They had not their own lustre, out the look 
Which is not of the earth ; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm : her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed thinp ; 

And forms impalpable and unperceived 
Of others' sight familiar were to hers. 

And this the world calls frenry : but the wisa 
Have a far deeper madness, and the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gift ; 

What is it but the telescope of truth 7 
Vi^lch strips the distance of Its fanlaves. 

And brings life near in utter nakedness. 

Making the cold reality too real 1 
Vlll. 

A change came o'er the spirit of my dream. 
The Wanderer was alone as heretofore. 

The beings which surrounded him were gone. 
Or were at war with him ; he was a mark 
For blight and desolation, compass'd round 
With Hatred and Contention ; Paio mix d 
In ^l which was served up to him, until. 

Like to the Pontic monarch ♦ of old days. 

He fed on poisons, and they had no power, 


To be the Nemeris who should requite— | 

Sordid Heaven choose so near an instrument. / 
Mercy is for the merciful !— if thou I 

Hast been of such, 'twill be accorded new. ' 
Thy nights are banish’d from the realms of 

Ytt^they may flatter thee, but thou shalt fed 
A hoUow agony which will not heal. 

For thou art pillow'd on a curse too deep ; 

Thou hast sown In my sorrow, and must reap 
The Wiler harvest in a wee as real I 
I have had many foes, but none hke thee ; 

For 'gainst the rest myself I could defend, 

And ue avenged, or turn them into fn^jd] 

But thou in safe impUcabiUiy [shielded. 

Hadsl nought to dread— in thy own wetness 
And in my love, which hath but too much yielded. 
And spared, for thy sake, some I should not 
spare : 

And thus upon the world— trust in thy truth, 

And the wild fame ^myungovem'd yout^ jl 
On things that wererol, and bn things that 
are— 

Even upon such a basis hast thou built 
A monument, whose cement hath been guilt I 
The moral Clytemnestra of thy lord, ^ 

And hew’d down with an unsuspected sword, 
Feme, peace, and hope— and all the better life 
Which, but for this cold treason of thy bcari, 


..w . Which, but tor tnis cola treason ot iny oca**, 

But were a kind of Might still have risen from out the grave of strife. 

Through that had ^ ^ And found a nobler duty than to part, 

a”h ihJ^u!5S"4^”t^f^the Universe [stars But of thy virtues didst thou make a vice, / 

S TrafficldDg •i.h them ia « puipose cold, 


He held his dialogues ; and they did teach 
To him the magic of their rnysterms ; 

To him the bo^ of Night was open d wide* 


For present anger, and for future gold— 
And buying other’s grief nt any price. 

.And thus once enter d into crooked ways. 
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Did not still walk tMude tkte— but at Uiims, 
And with a breast unkuowiDf Its own crimes. 
Decdt. averments incompatible. 
Equivocations, and the thouFhta which dwell 
In Janus>spiKts— the signiScant tjt 
Which learns to lie with silence — tiU pretest 


Of prudence, with advancafes annex'd — 
The acquiescence in all things which tend* 
No matter how. to the dcsii^ end— 

All found a place in thy philosophy. 

The means were wcethy. and the end is won* 
1 would not do by thee as thou bast done 1 
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( Sae nik«r b* a feMaa, and c'y w«wVl 
Thas aa*« weCK UM lai 


Ta«re ar« u a«d. abAaeoa’d cikka ua.' 


PREFACE TO THE THIRD EDITION. 

my friends, learned and unlearned, have urged me noi to publish this Satire with my name. 
It f to be ' turned from the career of my humour by quibbles quick, and paper bullets of 
u ^it? 2' ^ l'^'^ complied with their counsel ; but I am not to be terrined by abuse, or 

Dunw by revlewrs. with or without arms. I can safely say that 1 have attacked none 
sonatiy, wm did not commence on the offensive. An author's works are public property: he 
Who purch^s may judge, and publish his opinion if he pleases; and the authors I have 
commemorate may do by me as 1 have done bv them : I dare say they will 
succeed Miter in condemrunr my senbbUngs ihaa In mending ihcir own. But my owed is not 
to Prove that I can write well, but. to make others write better. 

• e»P«l«l. I have endeavoured in this 

1 n alterations, to render it rrwe worthy of public perusal. 

P«to^«<*^»noayrae«»Jy, fourteen lines on the subject of 
Im n^ “ ingenious friend of mine, 'who 

OMmTe whS i .i ****' ^ conceive would 

name anv ^ tnanner,^ determination not to publish with my 

with *l !i?? r** entirely and exclusively my own composition. ^ 

"*"5' ^ Womiances are men- 

d^euM 0 It Upresui^bv the author that there can be little 

tabSSuVe of wKer securies. each has his separate 

mdri^ canoitt ^ his abibties ^ overrsted, his faults overlooked, and his 

P<>»*«sloS^?^i3d«2u wilhoiu consideration. But the unquestionable 

iOllea : Dervened ItnbedHty i^y be pitied, or. at worst, bughed at and for* 

Uie authw ^St2>Srk2,2?iS? ‘w *^2* tepreheasioo. No one can wish more than 

hasde^^ ttnS to exposure; but Mr Gifford 
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extension of so deplorable an epidemic, provided there be no quackery In his treatment of the 
malady. A caustic is here offered, as it is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery can 
recover the numerous patients afflicted with the present prevalent and distressing rabia for 
rhyming. 

As to the Edinburgh Reviewers, it would indeed require a Hercules to crush the Hydra ; but 
if the author succeeds in merely * bruising one of the heads of the serpent/ though his own Itand 
should suffer in the encounter, he will be amply satisfied. 


Sntt must 1 hear?— shall hoarse Fitzgerald 
His creaking couplets in a tavern hall, [bawl * 
And I not sing, lest, haply. Scotch reviews 
Should dub me scribbler, and denounce my 
muse? 

Prepare for rhyme— I'll publish, right or wrong : 
Fools are my theme, let satire be my song. 

Oh ! nature's noblest gift— my grey-goose 
quill 1 

Slave of my thoughts, obedient to my will. 

Tom from ihy parent bird to form a pen. 

That mighty instrument of little men I 
iThe pen I foredoom'd to aid the mental throes 
lot brains that labour, big with verse or prose, 
I’iltough nymphs forsake, and critics niay deride. 
’The lover's solace, and the author's fmde. 

What wits, what poets, dost thou daily raise 1 
How frequent is tuy use, how small thy praise 1 
Condemn'd at length to be forgotten quite. 
With all the pages which 'iwas thine to write. 
But thou. At least, mine own especial pen 1 
Once laid aside, but now assumed again, 

Our task complete, like Hemet's, shall be freeif 
Though spurn'd by others, yet beloved by me : 
Then let us soar to-day ; no common theme, 
no distemper'd dream 

inspires— our path, though full of thorns, b 
plain : 

Smooth be the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sovereign 
Obey'd by all who nought beside obey ; [sway. 
When Polly, frequent harbinger of crime. 
Bedecks her cap with bells 01 every chime : 
When knaves and fools com^ned o'er all pee- 
And weigh their justice in a golden scale, [vail. 
E'en then the boldest start from public sneers, 
Afraid of shame, unknown to other feara, 

More darkly sin. by satire kept In awe. 

And shrink from ridicule, though oot from law. 

Such b the force of wit I but not belong 
To me the arrows of satiric song ; 

The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener weapon, and a mightier hand. 


• lurT/^noK: 

* S«Bptr ^0 uieitec tumiat ira^qmiwit , 

todes nod TSeteid* CoUn t*— 

> luvmMAUS^r I. 

Mf FiUcenM. flcetiOMlr termed br C»bbcn the *SmUI 
ficee FmtT InJUds U» taaeu oib«(eer«em«*tbe 'Utmry 
Faad $ * aoc ceoccat iHih writtaf, b« tpoM (• aAer 

Ihe cosauay tuve lmWb«d • rcMtetible ad bad 

DM to C(UM (Sem to MOia ttc oemsUam 
*4 Od H4MI OiamUl srvmtM up me (* au pa h tSe 
Uat ekapKr vT Ara OmibhIb. Ob tM ow valMtooao eew 
wogid reWwtbe matplo ol CM H«mM It a ra c r a I 


Still there are follies, e'en for me to chase. 

And yield at least amusement in the race : 
Laugh when I laugh, 1 seek no other fame 
The cry is up, and gcribblers are my game. 
Speed. Pegasus 1— ye strains of great and small, 
Ode. epic, elegy, have at you all 1 
I too can scrawl, and once upon a time 
I pour'd along the town a dood of rhyme : 

A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or blame : 

I printed — older children do the same. . 

'Tis pleasant, stire, to see one's name in print \ I 
A book's a b^k, although there's nothing In’ti 
Not that a title's sounding charm can save 
Or Mrawl or scribbler from an equal grave : 

'I’ll is Lambe must own, since his patrician name 
Fail'd to preserve the spurious farce from $h ame. * 
No matter, George continues still to write, f 
Though now the name Is veil'd from public sight. 
Moved by the great example. I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review : 
Not seek great Jeffrey's, yet like him will be 
Self-constituted judge of poesy. 

A man must serve his time to every trade 
Save censure — critics all are ready made. 

Take hackney'd jokes from Miller, got by rote. 
With just enough of learning to misquote ; 

A mind well skill'd to find or forge a fault ; 

A turn for punning, call it Attic salt : 

To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 

His pay is Just ten sterling pounds per sheet : 
Fear not to lit. 'twill seem a sharper hit ; 

Shrink not from blasphemy, 'twill pass for wit ; 
Care not for feeling— pass your proper jest, 

And stand a critic, hated y^ caress d. 

And shall we own such judgment? No: u 
Seek roses in December— ice In June ; 

Hope constancy in wind, or com In chaff ; 
Believe a woman or an ef^taph, 

Or any other thing that's false, before 
You trust in critics, who themselves are sora • 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey's heart, or Lambe’s Bosotian head.* 
To these young tyrants, $ by themselves tn»* 
placeo, 

Combined usurpers on the throne of taste ; 

• Tbb la reBlo a* Is mon pvtKvisiir. 

U( pree*eiMB. to oMer ptoee. 

Metm ie€rvy ud Sf« Alpha wd OneQ 

wn od tW toA of Ike B4mhtrrk Kfpton the etkert w 
■e aticeed S erT Mlar 
S.lMrT4Vi')H: 

* SMta e«t CiMatto. con tot btalqge 
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To (bese, whea uithors bend in humble ewe. 
And bail (heir voice as (ruth, tbeii word as 1aw~ 
While these are censors, '(would be sin to spare. 
While such are critics, why should I forbear ? 
But yet. so near all toodem worthies run. 

'Tis doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun ; 
Nor koow we when to spare, or where to strike. 
Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

Then should you ask roe, why I venture o'er • 
The path that Pope and Giflbrd trod before ; 

If not yet sicken'd, you can still proceed : 

Go on; my rhyme will tell you as you md. 

‘ But hold I ' exclaims a friend, ' here's some 
neglect : 

Thla^that— and t'other line seem incorrect.' 
What then? the self-same blunder Pope has 
got, 

And careless Dryden— ‘ Ay. but Pye has not:*— . 
Indeed l— ns granted, faith !— but v.\m care l> 
I Better to en with Pope, than shine with 1^. 

f degenerate days 

Inoble themes obtain’d mistaken praise. 

When sense and wit ulth poesy allied. 

No fabled graces, flourish'd side by side ; 

Froni the same fount their Inspiration drew. 
And, rear'd by taste, bloom'd fairer as they 
grew. ' 

Then, In this happy isle, a Pope's pure strain 
bought the rapt soul to charm, nor sought in 

' A polish'd nation's praise aspired to claim, 

And raised the people’s, as the |>oet's fame. 

Mke him mat Dtj^en pour'd the tide of song, 
msirem less smooth, indeed, yet doubly strong, 
Then Congreve s t scenes coukl cheer, or Ot« 
waysf meli-^ 

For nature then an English audience feU 
But why the« names, or greater still, re., ace. 
j^en all to feebler bards resign thwr place ? 

to such times our lingering looks are ast. 
When taste and reason with those times are past 
Now look around, and turn each trifling page, 
w^cy the precious works that please the «e : 
This truth at least let satire's self allow, 

5J . tw complain'd of now. 

I J he lo^ed press beneath her labour groans. 
And printer s devils shake their weary bones t 
I creaking shelves. 

Ok In hot-press’d twelves. 

iTius saith the preacher : ' Nought beneath the 

Sun Trun • 

Still from change to change we 
wnat varied wonders tempt us as they pLs I 
The cow-pox, tractors, galvanism, and gas. 

• JjtlVAf ION! 

m quM amM AerwKS SciltaZB 
K wsM tTpQiui rsuoaea »MaiiU. 

1 r *( y*mtm ** A*. 


In turns appear, to make the vulgar stare. 

Till (he swoU'u bubtde bums— and all is air I 
Nor less new schools of Poetry arise. 

Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize : 
O’er taste awhile these pseudo-bards prevail : 
Each country book-club bows the knee to Baal, 
And. hurling lawful genius from the throne, 
Erects a shrine and idol of its own : 

Some leaden calf— but whom It maciers not, 
Prom soaring Southey down to grovelling 

Stott.* 

Behold ! in various throngs the scribbli'ig 
For notice eager, pass in long review : [erwu 
Each spurs bis jaded Pegasus apace. 

And rhyme and blank maintain an equal race 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode i 
And tales of terror jostle on the road ; 
Immeasurable ine.isures move along ; » 

For simpering folly loves a varied song, 

To strange mysterious dulness still the friend. 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehend. 
Thus Lays of Minstrels — may they be the 
last If — 

On half strung harps whine mournful to the blast; 
While mountain ^irlis prate to river sprites, 
'n)at dames m.ay listen to the SouikI at nights : 
And goblin br.ais, of Gilpin Horner's liro^,t 
Decoy young Under noUcs through (he wood. 
And skip at every step. l.ord knows bow high. 
And frighten foolish babes, the Lord knows why; 


* aiMk Wuct kMan Ia the f***/ hy the nainr •»( 

ItNtl. tkn p«r«*A it M l>rc««A( ike imw |»tnlA«in<l eiij.|nr«<r 
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t^McnlArwKUuhiy Ova (lie dbl-ifM Wi»e«» Hnti^iirt 
Splmt of iiMl h»li in tJi« SfU cam©. Th«n we c 
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Whil« bigh^bom ladies in (heir m^ic ceU. 
forbidding knights to read wbo cannot spell.* 
Despatch a courier to a wizard’s grave. 

\nd hghl with honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in slate, proud prancing on hh roan, 
The golden-crested haughty Mannion, 

•ow forging scrolls, now foremost in the fight, 
Sot quite a felon, yet but half a knight, 

( he gibbet or the field prepared to grace ; 

K mighty mixture of the great and base. 

And Ihink'st thou. Scott I by vain conceit per- 
chance. 

On public taste to foist thy stale romance. 
Though Murray with his Miller may comWne 
To yield thy muse iusi half-a-crown per line ? 
No I when the sons of song descend to trade, 
Their bays are sear, (heir former laurels fade. 
Let such forego the poet's sacred name. 

Who rack their brains for lucre, not (or fame : 
Still for stern Mammon may they toil in vain I 
And sadly gore on gold they cannot gain \ 

Such be their nteed. such still the >usi reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard X 
For this we spurn Apollo's venal son, 

And bid a long 'gOM-night to Marmion.'* 

Tbese are the themes (hat cbim our plaudits 
now ; 

These vt the bards to whom the muse must bow; 
While Milton. Dryden. Pope, alike for^t, 
Resign their hallow'd bays to Waller Scott. 

The time has been, when yet the muse was 
young. 

When Homer swept (he lyre, and hlarosung. 
An epic scarce ten centuries could claim. 

lie awe-struck nations hail'd the magic name: 
The work of each immortal bard appears 
The Single wonder of a thousand years.t 
Empires have moulder'd from the face of earth. 
Tongues have expired with those who gave (hem 
birth. 

Without the glory such a strain can give. 

As even in rum bids the language live. 

Not so with us, though minor bards eooteot, 
/On one great work a life of labour spent ; 

* With eagle pinion soaring to the skies. 

E^hold the balbd-monger Southey rise I 
To him let CamoCns, blilton, Tasso yield, 
Wliose annual strains, like armies, take the field. 
First in (he ranks see Joan of Arc advance. 

The scourge of England, and the boast of Prance! 
Though burnt by wick^ Bedford for a witch. 
Behold her statue placed in glory's nicbe ; 

Her fetters bursty and just released from prison. 
A virgin phosnlx from her aslies risen. 


* u Ma/^oe*^ae MiacOc 

ghetk ucUiutiM o4 Hevy BloMt, Eteiiitt. «• the o<*ta m 
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Next see tremendous Tbalabacome on,* 

Arabia's monstrous, wild, and wondrous son ; 
DomdanieVs dread destroyer, whoo'erihrew 
More mad magicians than the world e'er knew, 
ImmortaJ hero I all thy foes o'ercome. 

For ever reign— the rival of Tom Thumb I 
Since startled metre fled before thy face, 

Well wert thou doom’d the last of all ihv race I 
Well might triumphant genii bear thee hence, 
Illustrious conqueror of common sense 1 . p 

Now, and greatest. Madoc spreads his sails. 
Cacique in Mexico, and prirtce in Wales ; 

Tells us strange ules, as other travellers do, 

More oW than Mandeville's. and not so Irue- 
O I Southey ! Southey ! cease thy varied song if 
A bard may chant too ofien and too long : 

As i 1 m 3 u art sirong in verse, in mercy spare t 
A fourth, alas, were more ihan we could bear, 

But if, in s|.iie of all (he world can say. 

Thou still will verse ward plod thy weary way ; 

If still in Berkley ballads most uncivil, ^ 

Thou will devote old women to the devil, 

The babe unborn thy dread intent may rue : 

• God help thee,’ Southey, and thy readers too.| 

Next comes the dull disciple of thy school 
That mild apostate from poetic rule, 

The simple Wordsworth, franwr of a lay 
As soft aa evening in bis favourite May. , 
Who warns bia friend ' to shake on toil ai« 
IrouWe, .Cbl*' > 

And quit bia books, for fear of growtog dou- 
Who.^ih by precept and example, shows ^ 
That prose is verse, and verse is merely prose , / 
Convincing all. by demonstration plain, 

Poetic souls delJgnt in prose insane ; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme 
Contain the essence of the true sublirM. 

Thus, when he tells the tale of Belly Foy. 
Theidjot mother of ' an idiot boy ; 

A moon-sifuck. Silly lad, who lost his way, 

And. Uke bis bard .co nfounded night with day ^ 

teUmM «S pmedcat po*lq »r f 

^e). aad MC«e«ilce 1 * a BbAde. 7**" 

«AA taSr^UouA oMtgb, bgt 
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So close on each pathetic pan be dwells. 

And each adventure so sublimely tHlt, 

That all who view the ‘ldk>t in bis glory/ 

Conceive Che baxd the hero of the story. 

Shall f CD tie Coleridge pass unrroticed here, 

To turgid ode and tucDid stanza dear ? 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best, 

Yet still obscu city's a welcome guest. 

If Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy for a muse,* 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
I'hc bard who soars to elegise an ass. 

^ well the subject suits his noble mind 
He brays the laurcat of the long-ear'd tribe. 

Oh I wonder-working Lewis ! monk, or bard. 

Who fain wouldst make Parnassus a churchyard! 

^ t wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow 
T^ muse a spme, Apollo's sexton thou I 
Wheihe ron ancient tombs ibou laC'si thy stand 
Kygibbnng spectres hail'd, thy kiruJ red band 
or imcesl cliasie dwcripiions on thy page, 

T« P females of our mod^t atre • 

Thihh infernal brain 

Uin-sheetcd phantoms glide, a erislv train • Kt ■ 

At whose command ' grim women' thrAni * bestow some meet reward 

crowds, * On dull devotion-Lo 1 the Sabbath bard, 

And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds. . ^'*han>e, pours his notes sublime 

^VithJmsU grey men/ • wiffyagM whattL^ ^ 

Scott ; 

Even <he diseii ; ‘ 

A^d i? hi li^u n*i«hi dread to dwell. 

Ana m thy skuU discern a deeper bell. 


Whose plaintive strain each love-ack miss ad- 
mires. 

And o'er harmonious fustian half expires. 

Learn, if thou cansi, to yield thine author's 
sense. 

,Nor vend thy sonnets on a false pretence. 
Think'si tliou to gain ihy verse a higher place, 
By dressing Camoens in a suit of lace ? * 

Mend, Scrangford I mend thy morals and ihv 
taste ; ' 

Be warm, but pore ; be amorous, but be chaste ; 
Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer'd harp restore, 

Nor teach (be Lusian bard to copy Moore. 

Behold !— ye tarts ! onemomeni spare ihetexi 
Hayley's last work, and worst— until his nevi ; 
w heiher he spin poor couplets into plays, 

Of damn the dead with purgatorial praise 
His style in youth or age b still ihe same, 

Few ever feeble and for ever lame. 

’Triumphant first sec T<m/er'4 Tnnm/As ilmt I 
At least 1 m sure they triumph'd over mine- 
Qi Mm sift Trikm/As, all who read may swear 
That luckless music never triumph'd there. f 


ui •MAijgicu prove, nor e cn asptres to rhyi 
Breaks into blank the Gospel of Si Luke 
And boldly pilfers from the Pcmaieuch ; 

And, undisiurb’d by conseieniious oualms 
Perveruthe Propheu. and purloins ihc Psalms.; 

Hail, Sympathy I thy soft idea brings 
A thouMd visions of a thousand things. 

And shows, still whimpering through thr»*e* 
score of years. 

The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 
And art thou not their prince, harmonious 
Bowles f 

g^*al oracle of tender souls f 

CMC and griei. 

The fall of empires or a yellow kaf ; * 

Whether thy muse inoii laiiientaldy fells 

Or ,!m Oxford bells i| 
Of, still ID ^lls del igh ling, finds a friend * 

in SVerv AhinM rk.if f .K 


m *«" 0 “ndcd by a choir 

With [flwh’d. 

•"d «heek by passion 
•Tk^nru i'^ ^ listen ing^S^sre 

CatuUiisof his dSy. IhiSi'd ? 

^ wiinoral. in his lay | ^ 
t*rieve<l locontk-nin. 11 h; muse must still h* inu 

vZTH Advocate, " 

She bSu o'er, , - r »"os a ineua 

bids thee mend thy Loe and sin no more/ iV.T.'’' «*>'">« that jlnglii from Ostend ; 

lhe«. trtnslator of the tiosel sene lf*U h^P- 

JP »hefn such gliitering orpameota^k«» rvn ^ '‘<^«>dsi but add a cap ; 

^‘fAAgford I with thine eyes of ^ Bowl« t still blessing and still blest, 

And boasted loots of red or 
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j With th«e our nursery danseb shed their (ears. Another epie I Who iofUcts again 
« Ere miss as yet oompletes her infant yean w More books of blank upon the sons of men ? 
But in her teens thy whining powers are vain — Bceotian Cottie» rich Bhsiowas boast, 


She quits poor Bowles for Uttle's purer strain. 
Now to soft themes thou scomest to confine 
The lofty numbers of a harp like thine : 

* Awake a louder and a loftier strain/ * 

Such as none heard before, or will again : 
Where all Discoveries jumbled from the flood, 
Since hrsi the leaky ark reposed in mud, 

By more or less, are sung in every book. 

Prom Captain Noah down to Captain Cook. 
Nor this alone ; but, pausing on the road, 
The bard sighs forth a gentle episode 


Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 
And sends his goods to market^all alive 1 
Unes forty thousand, cantos twent/'flve f 
Fresh fish from Helicon I who'll buy. who 11 
buy? 

The precious bargain’s cheap—in faith, not I. 
Your (urtle'feeder's verse must needs be flat. 
Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant fat J 
If Commerce Alls the purse, she clogs thebratn, 
And Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 

In him an author’s luckless lot behold, [sold. 


And gravely tells— attend, each bttuteous I Condemn'd to make the books which once he 

*0h, Amos Collie 1— Pbosbus I what a name 


niss I— 

When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowles I in thy memory let this precept dwell. 

Stick to thy sonnets, man f— at least they sell. 

But if some new 'born whim, or larger bribe. 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a Who will peruse thy prostituted reams? 

scribe ; [fear’d, Ob I pen perverted I paper misappU^ 1 

If chance some bard, though once by dunces Had Cottle still adorn'd the counter’s side, 
Now, prone in dust, can only be reverM : Bent o’er the desk, or, bom to useful toils, ^ 


To fill the speaking trump of future fame 1— 
Oh, Amos Cottle ! for a moment think , , 
What meagre profits spring from pen and ink i 
When thus devoted to poetic dreams. 


If Pope, whose fame and genius from the first Been taught to make the paper which h* 

Have foil’d the best of cntics. needs the worst, Plough’d, delved, or pllw the oai with lusty 
Do thou essay ; each fault, each failing scan ; limb. 

The first of poeii was, alas 1 but man. He had not sung of Wales, nor I of him. 

Rake from each aircient dunghill ev’ry pearl. . . .... « 

Consult Urd Fanny, and confide in CurU ^ As Sisyphus against the infernal ste« 

Let all the scandals of a former age RolU the huge rock, whose motions ncer may 

Perch on thy pen, and flutter o'er thy page i sleep, , , . j 

Affect a candour which thou canst not feel, ambrosial Richrnond. heavw 

Clothe envy in the garb of honest seal : Maurice all his granite weight 

Write, as if St John’s soul could still inspire, ^^tnooth, solid monumcnis M mental pain i 
And do from hate what Mallet did for hire-$ pelrtfacjions of a pl^dlng 

Oh 1 hadst thou lived In that congenial time. Th*t * 

T 0 rave w iih Den nis, and with R alph to rhyme ; | again. 

Throng’d with the rest around his living head. 

Not nosed thy hoof against the lion dead : 


T^hrong’d wiih ihe resi .round his lunng head, wilh broken lyre, and check serenely pal«. 
Not rawd thy hoof agamsl the Iiot dead : Lo 1 sad Alc*us wanders down the vale j 

Though fair they rose, and might have bloom d 

And linkd thee to the Dunciad for thy p^os.5 at last ' 

HU hopes 'have perish’d by the northern blast ; 

S‘PP;d ‘he bud by CaWoni« gate, 

Xiu^ otter <Kq>rt»iu Uat« wt f o B ow ^ s His blossoms Wither as the bUsi prcvaJis > ^ 


O’er his lost works lei t/ojjtc Sheffield weep . 
May no rude hand disturb Iheir early sleep i * 

Yet, say I why should the bard at once WJf® 
His claim to favour from the sacred Niner 


SteU em (ti« llttWlac lOme, Mm ret 
Kerv i chejr troabM rres m 1/ tb« Ac 

Te«t U. (he woods of Uodek* treoibSed to o kiM. tery ith 

. Hi* cUim- to favour fwm the 

MicNU* ond * Aou S Arfev’ t p»k ct cieitiin looen. who FoT ever Startled by the mingled noui , . 
SM»7e!i‘^* -^uoMd. airiM ib« ...is Qf il.at stilkin darkness pro« ' . 

t Curll b one of the heroes the giHrSed, oitd wos • ^ 

booksenor. Lord Fenor Uth« poetbol MaeefLoed lleroer. . ^ . . a, a i...,««hkh,hutonee' 

•irther «4 Limti f tht CoWl^ A»^ Jo»et*> I IJd no**^**^ 

I Urd Bollftfhfok* bIrod M«Uct to ir^oco Fop* »n«» «•« eoie^ of book* lUydkl rw* *">«» 


hb deeew. b««MM Ow po« hod f«**lMd so** of <d,t^.Ut*t 4* *?.*^*^” 

0 wort by Ufd BoHmI^* Abo ^ , 

iKUig^ a— Ud oed;;^,* p, •^2rSSS;‘t-KTi..«fe<wred 

- ...a .... • poodaoM oonrte, u|soo the 

•Ad the like : k «bo Ukes in e durBlor oert* 

Cfceo. H»M«»kh. Dreotroed.OldongNBW.andtDeP* 




thel selcmdM hot nSfosM gto l M b*4 eedertd to he 
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I *t>««Bletboaf(lc, •Adlt«lfhih«rhy»cMers 
SUeoeo, ye *oHe« I white lUlph to Cywhia howk. 

MeklAf (Ogbthldeoae; •Aeweehia.ycowb— ’ rndbem ^ ^,r.ki a*. 

Dy>vi^. iFoer MooifoiMry, tbowh prilsed by 

e See Bowke'e tete edlHoe of Fepe^s W«rfcs. foe whkb be view, heo binenj’ rrriln W Ute : hi* 
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A coward brood, which mangle a$ ihey prey 
By hellish insUoct aD chat cro&s fheir way • ' 
Agfed or young, the living or the dead, 

^o mercy find-ihese harpies must be fed. 

V Why do the injured unresisiing yield 

calm possession of their native field ? 

Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat 

bloodhounds back to Anhur's 

F.Sf*'!!' I one*, in name. 

Lngland could boast a judge almost the same : 
In soul so like, so merciful, yet just. 

^rne think that Satan has resign'd his trust. 
And given the spine to the wortd again 

sentenced men. 

With hand less mighty, but with heart as black 
With voi« as willing to decree the rack : 

Bred in the courts betimes, though all that bw 
As yet hath taught him 1$ eo find a flaw ; 

Since well instructed in the patriot school 
though a party i<kJ. 

Sis patrons should restore 
Back to the sway they forfeited before. 

some recompense may meet 
And raise this Daniel to the judgmeni-sttt ? 

Ut Jefl^s* sh^e Indulge the fioos ho^ 

And gwiing thus, present him with a rope : 

i sSfi 1? ^ "••'od 1 

^ as to traduce mankind, 

with care. 

To wield In judgment, and at length to wear. 

Health to great Jeffrey 1 Heaven preserve his 
To flourish on the fertile shores of FffeT^ fijS 
And guard It sacred in its future wars, ^ 
Sinw authors sometimes seek the field of Mars! 
Can none remember that eventful day 
wu o^mosl fatal fray. 

aIm * l«dl€S$ pistol met h« eye, 

ns H laughing by H 

n .'''*«trous I on her firm-set idek 

Dark roll d the sympathetic wave* of Forth 

whlrlwISstf fl^ii'rth ; 

Thf^k ^o form a tear 

The other half pursued Us calm career • * 

summit nodded to its base 


«J. « .u>du.te«. lajxm Sfil 5 

•f JM Mi»taur>^ we« e — i Mt 

»•*« •«MU* M 

r.X”~ - xssjrsf:^. 

Wen «nM aITmc* on M h««c 


Nay. last, not least, on that portenious inoni, 
Ihe sixteenth storey, where himself was bom, 
pits patrimonial garret, fell to ground, 

And pale Edina shudder'd at the sound • 
Sifew'd were the streets around with milk-white 
reams. 

Flow'd all the Canongaie with inky streams ; 

1 nis of his candour seem'd the sable dew. 

That of hi* valour show'd the bloodless hue • 
And all with justice deem'd the two combined 
IThc mingled emblems of his mightv mind. 

^Wonta’s goddess hover'd oer [Moore ; 
lAe field, and saved him from the wrath of 
From either pistol snatch’d the vengeful lead, 
A^ straight restor'd it to her favourite's head ; 
That head, with greater than magnetic power, 
^ughi It, as Danae caught the golden shower. 
lAnd, though the thickening dross will scarce 
' refine, 

Augments it* ore, and h itself a mine. 

M y son ' she cried. • ne'er thl rst for gore again. 
Resign the pistol and resume the i>en ; 

O er politics and poesy preside, 

Boast of thy country, and Bntannias guide I 
M Albion's Iwedless sons submit. 

Or taste decides on English wit, 

^ long shall last thine unmolested reign, 

*0 lake ihy name in vain. 

»I»ld, a chosen band shall aid thy plan. 

And own thee chieftain of the criiic clan, 
first in the oat-fed phalanx shall be seen 
Ihe travell'd thane. Athenian Aberdeen.* 
Herbert shall wield Thor's hammer, + and 
someiimes. 

In gTaiiiude. ibou'lt praise his rugged rhymes, 
bmug 5)ydngr,J too, thy Niter page shall seek. 
And cUssac Hallam , { much renown 'd for G reek • 
Scott may perchance hisnameand influence lend. 
And paltry Pi Hans | shall traduce his friend ; 


(111 (he prew reMere* 

Ir he** ^ renew |.»t<l HellMd'i perfurttuc& 

I Fima* w«* t Qii«i ai *iie^ 


102 


ENCUSH BARDS AtfD SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


iSoS. 


While gfay Thnlia's luckless votary, I^nibe,* 
Damn'd like the devil. devilOike will damn. ^ 
Known be thy name, unbourvlcd be ihy sway 1 
Thy Holland's banquets shall each toil repay ; 
While grateful Dritaln yields the praise she owes 
To Holland's hirelings and to learning s foes, 
yet mark one caution, ete ihy next Review 
Spread its light wings of saffron and of blue, 
Beware lest blundering Btoughamf destroy the 
sale. 

Turn beef to bannocks, cauliflowers to kail. 
Thus having said, the kilted goddess kiss’d 
Her son, and vanish'd in a Sottish mist.; 

Then prosper, Jeffrey I pericst of the train 
Whom .Gotland pampers wiih her fiery grain I , 
Whatever blessing waits a genuine Scot. 

In double portion swells thy glorious lot ; 

For thee Edina culls her evening sweeis. 

And shovN ers their odours on thy candid sheets. 
Whose hue and fragrance to thy work adhere— 
This scents its pages, and that gilds ill rcar.f 
Lo I blushing Itch, coy nymph, enamour'd 
grown, 

Forsakes the rest, and cleaves to thee alone ; 
And, loo unjust to other Piciish men. 

Enjoys thy ^rson, and inspires thy pen I 

illustrious Holland I hard would be his lot. 

His hirelings mentioned, and himseU forgot I 
Holland, with Henry Peilyii at his Ivtck, 

The whipperrin and huntsman of the pack. 

Blest be the banquets spread at Holland House, 
^ Where Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse 
Long, long beneath that hospitable roof. 

Shall Grub Street dine, while duns are kept aloof. 
See honest HaUam lay aside his fork, 

Resume his pen, review his Lordship's work. 
And, grateful for (he dainties on his plate, 
Declare his landlord can at least translate I T 
Dunedin I view ihy children with delight, 

n f write for fM — and feed because they 
write t 


lAnd lest, when heated with Ihe unusual grape. 
Some glowing thoughts should to the press 
escape, . . . , 

And tinge with red the female reader s cheek, 
My lady skims the cream of each critique ; 
Breathes o cr the page her purity of soul, 
Refewms each error, and refines the whole.* 


* Th« HohwnblcG, L— Wterl e^ j B^TBANd** Vtt<rtu. 
■Ad li. a«reov«r. ■uther aT a fArtc es*<ted oMtek 

S AUM At th« yriery, dWAWMAt A*d dAoiAcd «tili fret* empe 
UoA It Coreot C«rdelb (t wiA wHUed WhiitU/»r it. 
f Mr OrAiifbia. ia ti*. of the Sdtm^wTH iV mo . 
t>itMc>*ov( (ht Artkl* «OAc«ralAf D«a r«dr« d« tTevAUit. h«s 
diipbred oter* pclitkl Iha* Mxr: MAT id« w^fthy 
burv«>»«« «r EdlndwrfH d«in( le iiK*«»ed at the iaTinMuA 
ptiAci^JrAK Cnaco. M (o Mva wilbdriM TtirirtiilMtnrtrtiin 
J 1 owchi to Apoloffb* to (he worthy de«Hc» Se« (Mtodocos 
A nc* (Oddeu viih iherl peukoiu MtMr ■«)«* ; hvl. etai. 
•rhii *AA to to donct I <e«ld tot My CalodoaiA'i gtorov S 
beiAf *tll ktoom (hm U to ceaiwto to fevod boa Cloek 
ftfAAiA to CwthactA ; r«t *Wtoot Btormitiirel efetor. tov 
VIA Jeffrey to to u«ed> The tuileeJ ’ koHJes’ £e. . lee too 
un^MkeLAAdtto A»d *R«d« eelehtoatfs 

•r • coed ditpcdeol nftmtl to sRnceee uto A 
(tomeM huboeo celled See the torP«*« '• 
to to the fiadiode of Jeffeev. eedac fi to (to « 
eetleo to ever bddT «e a lately w toU. wiefa eaythtor 
toetonty. 

I 5«o (to celov ed (to beck Wndlng of tto ffdMtopyA 
Juow*!. 

I Uernlc od L^todowoc 

q Urf H. to! totoleudie— tpeetoMof Loped* Vcn> 
loMtedleblAUre edlto etoheet toekmtopnleedbyhleae* 
eifcwto riBto 



Now lo the Drama turn— Oh I motley sight I 
What precious scenes the wondering eyesinvjtel 
Puns, and a prince within a barrel pent,t 
A nd Dibdin' s nonsense, yield complete content. + 
Though now, thank Heaven I the Rosciomanla s 
oet.i 

And fuU-grow'n actors are endured once more ; 
Yet what avail their vain attempts to please, 
While Brliiih critics suffer scenes like these ; 
\\'hile Reynolds vents bis ' Dammes i ' Peoh» I 
acKl - Zounds I'll [founds? 

And common* place and common sense Jon* 
While Kenny's H WorU.^ I where is Ken- 
ny's wit? 

Tires ihe sad gallery, lulls the listless ; 

And Beaumont's pilfer'd Caraiach afforas 
A tragedy complete in all hut words?* 

Who but must mourn, while these are aU tne 
The degradation of our vaunted stage I 
Heavens I is all sense of shame and talent goner 
Have we no living bard of merit ?— none 1 
Awake, George Col man I Cumberland, awake i 
Ring the alajum-bell I let folly quake I 
Oh, SherSdan I if aught can move thy pen, 

.Let Comedy assume her throne again ; 

A^ure the mummery of the German schools , 
Leave new PlMirros to translating fools ; 

Give, as (hy last memorial (o the age. 

One classic drama, and reform the stage. 

Gods I o'er those ly^ards shaU Folly rear her 

Where Garrick trod, and Siddons Uv«tp tread? 
On (hose shall Farce display Buffoon lyt 
And Hook conceal his heroes in a cask / 

Shall sapient managers new scen« , 

From CheiW, Skeffington. and Mother Go<W| 
While Shakespeare. Otway, M^lnger. forgo , 
On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot r 
Lo ! with what pomp the daily pnnts proclaim 
The rival candidates for Attic fame I 
In grim anay though Lewis' spectrrt dse. 

Still Skeffington and Goose divide the pr'sg> _ 
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And ^re^«/SkeflxngtoD must claim oof praise, Where yoo proud palace, Fashioo’s hallow d 
Pot sVirtless coats and skeletons of plays fane, 

Renown'd alike : whose genius ne’er confines breads wide her petals for the motley train, 
Ker flight to garnish Greenwood's ga? designs : • Behold the new Petronius of the day • 

Nor sleeps with ' Sleeping Beauties, but anon Our arbiter of pleasure and of play I 
in hye faceUous «is comes thundering on.|* There the hired eunuch, the Hesperian choir 
While poor John Bull, bewilder'd with the scene, The melting lute, the soft lascivious lyre, 
btares, wondenng what the devil it can roeaji ; The song from Italy, the siep from France 
but as some hands apolaud. a venal few ! The midnight orgy, and the mazy dance, 

'The smile of beauty, and the flush of wine. 

For fc^. fools, .gamesters, knaves, and lords 
eon.bine : 

Each to his humour^Comus all allows : 
Champagne, dice, music, or your neighbour's 
spouse. 

Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade I 
Of piteous ruin, w hich ourselves have made ; 

In Plenty's sunshine Fortune's minions bask 
Nor think of pos'erty. except en mASfue. 

When for the night some lately titled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandsire was, 
Tlw' curtain dropp'd, the gay burlelta o'er, 

The audience take their turn upon the floor : 
Now round the room the circling dow’gerfi 
aweep. 

Now in loose walls ihethJn^hd daiighiers leap . 
Fhe first in lengthen’d line majesiic: swim. 

The last display the free unfetter'd limb I 
'I hose for Hibernia's lusty sons repair [spare ; 
With art the charms which nature could not 
These afier husbands wing their eager flight, 
Nor leave much mystery ior the nuptial mglii, 

. ' Oh 1 blest retreats of infamy and ease. 

Where, all forgotten but the power to please 
Each maid may give a loose to genial thought, 
Each swam may teach new systems, or lie 
^ taught : [Spain 

There Ibe blithe youngster, just return’d Vroen 
Cuts the light pack, or calls the raiiling main * 
The jovial caster's set, and seven's the nick, 
Or^lone I— a thousand oa ilie coming trick I 
If, mad with loss, exisience 'gins to tire. 


But as some hands applaud, a venal few ! 
Rather than sleep, why. John applauds it too. 

Such are we now. Ah ! wherefore should we 
turn 

To what our faihers were, unless to mourn? 
Degenerate Britons I are ye dead to shame. 

Or, kind to dulness. do you fear to blame ? 

Well may the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distortion of a Naldi's face ; 

Well may they smile on Ualy's buffoons. 

And worship Caialani's pantaloons t 
Since their own drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns, of humour than grimace. 

Then let Ausonia, skill’d in every art 
To soften raannen, but comipt the heart 
Pour l*er exotic follies o'er the town, 

To sanction Vice, and hunt Decorum down : 
Ut willed slfumpeis languish o'er Ueshayes. 
Vi??. ^ promise which his form displays • 
^unds before Ih* enraptured 

Of how mar<)uises and stripling dukes • 

^ vei" rieedirts 

Ut AngioUnl bare her breast of snow, 

P®*"* loe ; 

Lolljni trill her love-lnspinng song, 

listening 
of our Yice 1 

Kefoming saints I too deUcatcIy nice ! 
g' who» decrees, our sinful souls to save, 

iSd ^rbers ^ve ; 


I oatoers simve ; it, mad with loss, exisience 'gins to tir 

oUv unmown, dis* And all your h<^ or wish is lo expire 


Your holy reverence for the Sabbwh^y. 
vtce and tolly, Greville and ArgyleU 
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Heres Powells pistol ready for your hfe, 

And, kinder still, two Pageis for your wife ; 

Fit comum mai ion of an earthly race 
Bepin in folly, ended in disgrace, 

While none but menials o'er the bed of death 
Wash thy rad wounda or watch thy wavering 
breath ; * * 

Traduced by liars, and forgot by all, 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl, 

To live like Oodius, and like Falkland fall.t 
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Truth ! rouse some grnuine bard, and guide 
his hand 

To drive this pestilence from out the land. 

E en I— least thinking of a thoughtless throng. 
Just skiird to know the right and choose the 
wrong. 

Freed at that age when reason's shield is lost, 
To fight my course through pas^n's countl^ 
host, 

Whom every path of pleasure's flowery way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray — 

K en I must raise my voice, e'en I must M 
Such scenes, such men. destroy the public weal : 
Although some kind, censorious hiend will say. 

* W hat art thou bet ter. medd 1 1 ng fool , than t hey ? ' 
And every brother rake will smile to see 
I'hat miracle, a moralist in me. 

No matter — when some hard in virtue strong. 
Giffurd perchance, shall raise the cl.asieniAg 
song. 

Then sleep my pen for ever ! and my voice 
be only heard to hail him. and rejmce ; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though 1 
May feel the lash that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry. who swarm in shoals 
From silly Hafiz up to simple Bowks.* 

Why should we call them from their dark abode. 
In broad St Giles’s or in Toitenham*foad? 

Or (since some men of fashkm nobly dare 
*lu scrawl In verse) from Bond«sireet or the 
Square? 

U things of ton their harmless lays indite. 

Most widely doom’d to shun the public sight. 
What harm ? In spile of every ctitk elf, 

Sir T. may read his stantas to himself ; 

Miles Andrews still his sirengih in couplets tty. 
And live in prologues, ihou^ his dramas die. 
Lords too are bards, such things at times befall. 
And ’tis some praise in peers to write at all. 

Yet, dkJ or taste or reason sway the times. 

Ah I who would Ul;e their titles with their 
rhymes ? 

kosconimon I Sheffield I with your spirits Aed. 
No future lautvls deck a noble head : 

No muse will cheer with renovating smile. 

The paralytic puling of Caxlisk. 

The puny schoolboy and his early lay 
Men pardon. If his follies pass away : 

But who for^ves the senior’s ceaseku verse. 
Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow 
worse? 

What helerogcneous honours deck the peer! 
Lord, rhymester, pelit-mcitn, and pamphlet- 
eer It 

th«si. He died Mke 4 ^e*« bwa Ia 4 be«et «4as« (be 
*ras kllkd In t duel); fee had he feOen « hke ■■nerr «• the ' 
deck eT Ute fileace (e which he ww Jest apttMied. hfe 1 m 
aeaeoti «e«M heve bee* held np by U» cdweuviaeh utm 
cumplete >uce«edlne beree». 
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So dull in youtb, so drivelling in his age. 

His scenes alone had damn’d our sinking stage; 
But managers for once cried, ' Hold, enough 1 ' 
Nordrugg'd their audience with the tragic stuff. 
Yet at their judgment let his Lordship laugh. 
And case his volumes in congenial calf; 

Yes I doff that covering, where morocco shines, 
And hang a oalf-skia on those recreant lines.* 

With you, ye Druids I rich in native lead, 
Who daily scribble for your daily bread ; 

With you I war not : Gifford’s heavy hand 
Has crush'd, without remorse, your numeroui 
band. 

On ' all the talents* vent your venal spleen ; 
■Warn is your plea, let pity be your screen. 

Let monodies on Fox regale your crew, 

And Melville's Mantle prove a blanket too :t 
One common Lethe waits each hapless bard. 
And. peace be with you I ’tis your best reward. 
Swh damning fame as Dunciads only give 
Could bid your lines beyond a morning live ; 
But now at once your fleeting labours close. 
With names of greater note in blest repose. 

Far be t from me unkindly to upbraid 
The lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade. 

Whose strains, the faithful echoes of her mind. 
Leave wondering comprehension far behind.^ 
Though Crusca’s bards no more our journals All, 
Some stragglers skirmish round the columns 
still : 

Last of the howling host which once was Bell’s. 
Matilda snivels yet. and Hafiz yells ; 

And Merry's meiaphora appear anew. 

Chain’d to the signal ure of O. F. Q.§ 

WIten some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, V 
Employs a pen kss pointed than his awl. 

I .eaves his snug shop, forsakes his store of shoes. 
St Crispin qulu. and cobbles for the muse : 
Heavens I how the vulg.v stare I how crowds 
applaud I 

How l^ies read, and Uttreti laud I 
If chance some wicked wag should pass his Jest, 
Tis sheer II l-nat ure— don’t tbe worn know best? 
Genius must guide when wits admire iherbymOr 
And Capel Loflt declares ’tis quite sublime. Y 


BCMy MBphkt on tbe ftMc 4< the eSbn hb pUa 

fee bwiTiW 4 new tbcjiw ; b tt feU b«p^ bb Lof«islitp 
b« pemMcU fe befee r^wted 4byUw« fw iha We(9-«a«<P( 
Me oww treceOfei. 

V * Doff ilvei Jfeo'e Wde, 

Aad hue 1 64tf<»kiA «a (Smc r«ere«ot . 

SHAKSPIAAB, XOf 

L«eS C.’< worfcv moot reipfe*de*(ly booftS. tons • 

•m oni4ac4t to hb boek.eheire*: 

*Tb4 ml b 4B but kathee 4*4 pninelU.* 


bu pubibbej two rafean of eety respecttble 

CUA^ Mveb b the Myl* ^ 

t Tba« uo ib« avMira of vufeur wortUes «bv SsW 
b ttc pocifeiieeparneats «(tbe ocwvMpeev 
I J«wpb kfackfR. U»esh««aMJier. ^ 

^ Cape] Left, Em., the hiceeoaa ef 
peefere ■ie<i entjgtedlwwee ttottmru : 4 bbS^ 
4eceecbc*e to tbgM wb* wbb lo be drilvefcd sf rbftte. ^ 
Oe Ml bM* baw t» hAg faffUk 




ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


lo6 


Blfest IS the mso who daxes approach the 
bower 

Where dwelt the muses at their natal hour : 
Whose steps have press'd, whose eye has mark'd 
afar. 

The cUme that nursed the sons of song and war, 
The scenes which glory still must hover o'er, 
Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore. 

But doubly blest is he w’hose heart eNpands 
With hallow'd feelings for those classic lands \ 
Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 

And views their remnants with a poet's eye. 
Wright ! * 'twas thy happy lot at once lo view 
Those shores of glory, and to sing them too : 
And sure no common muse inspired thy pen 
To hail the land of gods and godlike men. 

And you, associate bards 1 who snatch'd to 
light t [sight i 

Those gems too long withheld from modern 
Whose mingling taste combined to cull the 
wreath 

Where AlUc flowers Aonian odours breathe, 
And all their renovated fragrance flung 
To grace the beauites of yotir nAti>‘e tongue ; 
Now let those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious spirit of the Grecian muse. 

Though soft the echo, scorn a borrow'd tone : 
Resign Achaia's lyre, and strike your own. 

I.et these, or such as these, with Just applause' 
Restore the muse's violated laws ; 

But not in flimsy Darwin's pompous chime. 
That mighty master of unmeaning thyme ; 
Whose gilded cymiMiK more adorn d than clear, 
The eye delighted, but fatigued the ear ; 

In show the simple lyre could once surpass. 

But now, worn down, appear in native brass ; 
While all his train of hovering sylphs around 
Evaporate in similes and sound ; 

Him let them shun, with him let tinsel die : 
False glare attracts, but more offends the eye.. 

Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, 
The meanest object of tl^ lowly group. 

Whose verse, of all but childish prattle void, 
Seems blessed harmony to Uambe and Uoyd : ( 
Let them— but hold, my muse, nor dare to teach 
A strain far. far beyond thy humble reach : 

The native genius with (heir being given 
Will point the path, and peal their notes to 
heaven. 

And thou, too. Scott, | resign to minstrels 
The wilder slogan of a border feud ; [rude 
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Let Others spin their meagre lines for hire ; 
Enough for genius, if itself inspire I 
Let Southey sin^ although his teeming muse, 
Prolific every spring, be too profuse ; 

Lei simple Wordsworth chime his childish verse. 
And brother Coleridge lull the babe at nurse ; 
Let spectre-mongering Lewis aim, at most. 

To rouse the galleries, or to raise a gbost ; 

Let Moore still sigh •. let Strangford steal from 
Moore, [yore ; 

And swear that Camoens .sang such notes of 
l^t Hayley hobble on, Montgomery rave, 

And godly Grahame chant a stupid stave ; 

Let sonneteering Bowles his strains rehne. 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line ; 

Stott. Carlisle,* Matilda, and the rest 
Of Grub Street, and of Orosvenor Place the best, 
Scrawl on. till death release us from the strain, 
Or Common Sense assert her rights again. 

But thou, with powers that mock the aid of 
praise, 

Shouldst leave to humbler bards Ignoble lays : 
Thy country's voice, (he voice of all the Nine. 
Demand a hallow'd harp— that harp is (bine. 
Say 1 will not Caledonia's annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler field. 

Than the wild foray of a plundering clan, 
Whose proudest deeds disgrace die name of 
man? 

Or Marmion's acts of darkness, fitter food 
For Sherwood's outlaw'd tales of Robin Hood ? 
Scotland I still proudly claim thy native bard, 
And be thy praise hh first, bis best reward I 
Vet not with thee alone his name should live, 
But ow’n the vast renown a world can give : 

Be know n, perchance, when Albion is no more, 
And tell the tale of what she was before ; 

To future times her faded fame recall. 

And save her glory, though his country fall 

Yet what avails the sanguine poet's hope. 

To conquer ages, and with time to cope? 
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N«w tns spread iheir wiags* new nations rwe, 
And other victors fill the applauding skies ; 

A few brief generations fleet along. 

Whose sons forget the poet and his song : 

E'ca now, what oncc-loved minstrels scarce may 
claim 

The transient mention of a dubious name t 
When fame's loud tnimp hath blown iu noblest 
blast. 

Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last ; 
And glory, like the phcenix ’midst her fires, 
Exhales her odours, blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons, 

Expert in science, more expert at puns? (flies, 
Shall these approach the muse? Ah, i>ol sire 
Even from the tempting ore of Seaton's prize ; 
Though printers condescend the press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic Wank by Hoyle: 
Not him whose page, if still uplK'ld by whist, 
Requires no sacred theme to bid us list.* 

Ye I who in Crania’s honours would surpass, 
Must mount her Pegasus, a fulUgrown ass * 

A foal well worthy of her ancient dam. 

Whose Helicon is duller than her Cam. 

Clarke, still striving piteously • to 

Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees. 

A would-be satirist, a hired buffoon, 

A monthly scribbler of some low Lampoon, 
Condemn d to dr\4lge, the meanest of the mean. 

furbish falsehoods for a magarine, 

Dwies to scandal his congenial mind ; 

Himself a living libel on mankind-f 

Oh I dark asylum of a Vandal racef? 

At once the boast of learning, and disgrace I 
^ lost to Phccbusihat nor Hodgson's 4 verse 
Can make thee better, nor poor Hewson’s I 
worse 1 ' 

^t where fair Isis rolls her purer wave. 

pariUl muse delighted loves to lave ; 

On her green banks a gieener wreath she wove. 
To crown the bards (hat haunt her classic grove j 
Where RIchsrts wakes o genuine poet's fires. 
And modem Britons glory in their sires. 5 

For me, who. thus unask’d, have dared to tdl 
My country what her sons should know too well, 
M for her honour bade me here engage 
The host of idiou that Infest bet age : 

»• ia« vtudn «r»Mu. 
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No Just applause her honour'd name shall lose, 
As fimt io freedom, dearest to the muse. 

Oh 1 would thy bards but emulate thy fame. 
And rise more worthy, Albion, of thy o.ime I 
What Athens was in science, Rome in power, 
What Tyre n^icar’d In her meridian hour, 

Tis thine at once, fair Albion I to have bwn— 
Earth's chief diefritress. ocean's lovely queen : 
But Rome deca/dand Aihens screw'd the plain, 
And Tyre's proud piers lie shatter’d in the main : 
Like these, thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl’d. 
And Britain fall, the bulw’ark of the world. 

But lei me cease, and dread Cassandra’s fate, 
With warning over scofTd at, till too late ; 

To themes leu lofiy still my lay confine, 

And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine. 

Then, hapless Brilain ? be thy rulers blest. 
The senate’s oracles, the people’s jest i 
Still hear thy motley omtors dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, though not of sense. 
While Canning's colleagues hate him for his wU. 
And old dame Portland * fills the place of Pitt. 

Yet once again, adieu 1 ere this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in (he gale ; 
And A Trie’s coast, and Calpe’s atUerse height, f 
And Siacnboul’s* mlnareis, must greet my sight : 
Thence shall 1 stray through beauty’s native 
clime.f 

Where Kaffl is clad In rocks, and crown'd 
wiih snows sublime. 

But should I back return, no tempting press 
Shad drag my journal from the desk's rcvfss; 
I^t coxcombs, printing as they come from far. 
bnateh his own wreath of ridicule from Carr ; 

I .Cl Aberdeen and Elgin H still pursue 
The shade of fame through regions of virtb ; 
Waste useless thousands on their l^iidian freaks, 
Misshapen monuments and maim'd .‘intiqnus ; 
And make their grand saloo,is a general mart 
For all the muiilaied blocks of art. 

Of Dardan (ours let diUttanti lell, 

* leai’e topography to rapid Gel! ; ■* 

And. quite content, no more shall interpose 
To stun mankind with poesy or prose* 

Thus far I've held my undisturb'd career. 
Prepared for raucour, steel'd 'gainst selfish 
fear ; 

^is thing of rhyme, I ne'er disdain’d to own— 
rhough not obtrusive, yet not quite unknown : 
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ENGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 


My voice was heard again, though not so loud ; 
My page, though nameless, never disavow’d ; 
And now at once I tear the veil away : — 

Cheer on the park ! the quarry stands at bar. 
Unscared by all the din of Melbourne House, 
fly Lambes resentment, or by HoHaod’s spouse, 
By Jeffreys harmless pistol, Hallam’s rage, 
Kdina's brawny sons and biimstone page. 

Our men in buckram shall have blows enough. 
And feel (hey too are ' penetrable stuff ; ' 

And though I hope not hence unscathed to go. 
Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 
The time hath been, when no harsh sound 
would fall 

t'Tom lips that now may seem imbued with gall ; 
Nor fools nor folUes tempt me to despise 
The meanest thing chat crawl'd beneath my ey«; 
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But now, so callous grown, so changed since 
youth. 

I've team’d to think, and sternly speak the truth * 
Lcarn’d to deride the critic’s surch decree. 

And lmJ( him on the wheel he meant for me ; 
To spurn the rod a scribbler bids me kiss. 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss : 
Nay more, though all my rival rhymesters frown, 
1 too can hunt a poetaster down ; 

And. arm’d in ^oof. the gauntlet cast at once 
To Scotch marauder, and to southern dunce, 
llius much I've dar^ ; if my incondite lay 
Hath wrong’d these righteous rimes, let othert 
say ; 

This, let the world, which knows not how to spare. 
Yet rarely blames unjusily, now declare. 


POSTSCRIPT TO THE SECOND EDITION, 

I HAVti been informed, since the present edition went to the press, that my trusty and well* 
beloved cousins, the Edinburgh Reviewers, are preparing a most vehement critique on my 
poor, gentle, unruiuing Muse, whom they have already so bedeviled with their ungodly 
ribaldry : 

' T>wbhc uteh ewlMtibn* Ire: 

I suppose I must sav of Jeffrey as Sir Andrew Aguecheek saith. 'An* I had known he was so 
cunning of fence. I had seen him d ere 1 had fought him.* What a pity it is that I shall 
lie beyond the Bosphorus before the next number has passed (hel’vreed I But I yet hope to 
light my pipe with it in Persia. 

My Nortnern friends have accused me. with Jostke. of personality towards their great literary 
ijilhropophagus. Jeffrey ; but what else was to be done with him and hU dirty pack, who feed 
bv 'lying and slandering.’ and slake their thirst by 'evil speaking’^ I have adduced facts 
•trendy well known, and of Jeffrey’s mind I have stat^ my free opinion : nor has he hence 
sustained any injury : — what scavenger was ever soiled by being peltM with mud? It may be 
said that I quit England because 1 have censured there ' persons of honour and wit about town 
hut I am coming back again, and their vengeance will keep hot till my return. Those who 
know me can testify that my motives for leaving England are very different from fears. literary 
or persona] ; those who do not. may one day be convinced. Since the publication of this thing, 
Riy name has not been concealed : I have been mostly in London, ready to answer for my 
transgressions, and in daily expectation of sundry cartels ; bu(. alas I ' (he age of chivalry is over.’ 
or. In (he vulgar tongue, there is no spirit now*a-days. 

There tea youth yclept Hewson Clarke (subaudt Esquire}, asiter of Emanuel College, and 
I believe a denisen of Berwick* upornT weed, whom I have intr^uced in these pages to much 
better company than he has been accustomed to meet ; he is. notwithstanding, a very sad dog. 
and for no reason (hat I can discover, except a personal quarrel with a bear, kept by me at 
Cambridge to sit for a fellowship, and whom the jealousy of his Trinity contemporaries pre* 
vented from success, has been abusing me. and, what is worse, the defencel<«s innocent above 
mentioned, in the Sa/irtJ/, for one year and some months. I am utterly unconscious of having 
given him any provocation ; indeed. I am guiltless of having heard his name till coupled with 
the Safirisf. He has therefore no reason to complain, and 1 dare say that, like Sir Fretful 
Plagiary, he is rather //ftrrrif than otherwise. I have now mentioned all who have done me the 
honour to notice me and mine, that is. my bear and my book, except the tor of thtSaftrist, 
who. it seems, is a gentleman^God wot t 1 wish he could Impart a little of his gentility to his 
subordinate scribblers. I hear (ha( Mr Jemingham is about to take up the cudgels for his 
Maecenas. Lord Carlisle. I hope not ; he was one of the few who. in the very short intercourse 
I had with him, treated me with kindness when a boy ; and whatever ha may say or do, 'pour 
on, I will endure.' I have nothing further to add. save a general note of thanksgiving to readers, 
purchasers, and publishers : and. in the words of Scott. I wi^ 

( Tg iS tad ach a tklr read BlfSt, 

Aad ragy d«Mg tad litwLui HaSt 
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HINTS FROM HORACE. 


This shall th« author choose, or that reject, 
Precise in style» and cautious to select ; 

Nor slight apolause will candid pens alTord 
To him who furnishes a wanting word. 

Then fear not, if 'lis needful, to produce 
Some lernj unknown, or obsolete in use, 

{As Pitt has furnish'd us a word or two,* 
Which lexicographers declined to do ;) 

So you indeed, with care,— (but be cooienl 
To uke this license rarely)— may invent. 

New words find credit in these latter days. 

If neatk grafterl on a Gallic phrase. 

What Chaucer, Spenser dkJ, we scarce refuse 
To Dryden’s or to Pope’s maturer muse. 

If you can add a little, say u*hy not, 

As well as William Pitt, and waiter Scott? 
Since they, by foice of rhyme and force of lunga 
Enrich'd our island's llhunited tongues : 

T'is tiien— and shall be— lawful to present 
Reform in writing, as in parliament. 

As forests shed their foliage by degrees. 

So fade expressions which in season please ; 
And we and ours, alas i are due to fate, 

And works and words but dwindle to a date. 
Though as a monarch nods, and commerce calls, 
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals : [sustain 
Though swamps subdued, and marshes drain’d, 
The heavy ploughshare and the yellow grain, 
And rising ports along the busy sliore 
Protect the vessel from old Ocm‘s roar, 

All, all, must perish ; but. surviving last. 

The love of letters half preserves the past. 

True, some decay, yet not a few revive ;t 
Though those shall aink, wbkb dow appear to 
thrive. 

As custom arbitrates, whose shifting sway 
Our life and language must alike obey. 

The immortal wars which gods and angels 
wage. 

Are they not shown In Milton's sacred page? 
His strain will (each what numbers best belong 
To themes celestial told in epic song. 

The slow, sod stana will correctly paint 
The lover’s anguish or the friend's complaint. 
But which deserves the laurel— rhyme or blank? 
Which holds on Helicon the higher rank ? 

Let squabbling critics by themselves dispute 
This point, as puscUng as a Chancery suit 

Satiric rhyme first sprang from selfish spleen. 
You doubt— see Dryden, Pope, St Patrick’s 

dean.t 
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Blank verse is now, with one consent, allied 
To Tragedy, aad rarely quits her side, [days, 
Though mad Almanzor rhymed in Diyden's 
No sing-song hero rants in modem plays ; 
While modest Comedy her verse foregoes 
For jest and in very middling prose,* 

Not (hat our Bens or Beaumonts show the 

w’CHse, 

Or lose one p«n(, because they wrote in verse. 
But so Thalia pleases to appear, 

Poor virgin ! damn'd some twenty times a year I 

Whate'er the scene, let this advice have 
weight 

Adapt your language to your hero’s state. 

At times Melpomene forgets to groan, 

And brisk Thalia takes a serious tone ; 

Nor unregarded will the act pass by 
Where angry Townly lifts his voice on high. 
Again our ^lukspeare limits verse to kings, 
When cwnmon prose will serve for common 
And lively Hal resigns heroic ire, (things ; 
To •hollowing Hotspur ’ and the sceptred slre,+ 
'Tis not enough, ye bards, with all your art. 
To polish poems ; they must touch (he heart: 
Where'er the scene be laid, w hare’er the song, 
Still let it bear the hearer’s soul along ; 
Command your audience or to smile or weep, 
Whiche’er m.iy please you— anything but sleep. 
The poet claims our tears ; but, by 1 1 is leave, 
Before 1 shed (hem, let me see him grieve. 

If banish'd Romeo feign’d nor sigh nor tear, 
Lull'd by his languor. 1 should sleep or sneer. 
Sad words, no doubt, become a serious face, 
And men look angry in (he proper place. 

At double meanings folks seem wondrous sly, 
And sentiment prescribes a pensive eye ; 

For nature form'd at first the inward man, 

And actors c^y nature— when (hey can. 

She bids the Mating heart with rapture bound, 
Raised to the stars, or levell’d with the ground ; 
And fcH exprosuon's aid. ‘tis said, or sung, 

She gave our mind’s jnier])rcier— the tongue, 
Who. wrom with use. of laiu would fain dispense 
(At least in theatres) with common sense : 
O'enshfim with sound the boxes, gallery, pit, 
And raise a laugh with anything— but wit. 

To skilful writem it will much import. 

Whence spring their scenes, from common life 
or court ; 

Whether they seek applause by smile or tw 
To draw a 'Lying Valet,' or a ' Lear,' 

A sage, or rakish youngster wild from school, 

A wandering ‘Peregrine, 'or plain 'John Bull 
AJI persons please when nature’s voire prevails, 
Scottish or Irish, bora in Wilts or Wales. 

Or follow common fame, or forge a plot ; 

Who cares if mimic heroes lived or not ? 
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Ill 


Oue precept serves to regulate (he scene : — 
Make it appear as if it might have hun. 

If some Drawcaosr you aspire to draw, 
Present him raving, ai^ above all law : 

If female furies in your scheme are plann'd, 
Macbeth's fierce dame is ready to your hand ; 
For tears and treachery, for go^ and evil, 
^nsiance» Ring Richard, Hamlet, and the 
But if a new deagn you dare essay, I Devil ! 
And freely wattder from (he beaten way, 
to your characters, till all be past, 

Preserve consistency from first to last. 

'Tis hard to venture where our betters fait, 

Ur lend fresb interest (o a twice-told tale ;* 

And yet, perchance, 'tis wiser to prefer 
A hackney'd plot, than choose a oevr, and err: 
Yet copy not too closely, but record. [word ; 
More justly, thought for thought than word for 
Ncff tr^ your prototype through narrow ways, 
But only follow where he merits praise. 

Poryou, young bard I whom luckless fate may 
lo tremble on the ood of all who read, Head 
Kre your first score of cantos time unrolls. 
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* Awake a louder and a loftier strain/— 

And pray, what follows from his boiling brain?— 
He sinks to Southey's level in a trice. 

Whose epic mountains never fail in mice I 
Not so of yore awoke your m^hiy sire 
Tbe temper'd warblings of bis master*lyre ; 

Soft as the gentler breathing of the lute. 

* Of man's first disobedience and tlie fruit ' 

He speaks, but. as his subject swells along. 
Earth, Heaven, and Hades echo with the song. 
Still to the mkisi of things he hastens on. 

'As if we witne^'d all already done : 

Leaves on his path whateN’er seems too mean 
To raise the subject, or adorn the scene ; 

Gi>'es. as each piige improves upon the sight, 
Not smoke from brightness, but from darkness 
-light : 

And truth and fiction with such art compounds. 
We know not wltcre to fix their several bounds, 
if you would please the public, deign to hear 
What soothes the many*headed monster’s cox : 
If your heart triumph vrhen the hands of all 
Applaud in thunder at the curtain's fall. 

Deserve tliose plaudits— study nature’s page, 
And sketch the striking traits of every age ; 
While varying man and varying yearn unfold 
Life’s little tale, so oft. to vainly told ; 

Observe his simple childhood’s dawning days, 
His pranks, his prate, his playmates, and his 
I^ys; 

Till time at length the mannish tyro weans. 

And prurient vice outstrips bis tardy teens I 

Behold him Freshman 1 forced no more to 
groan 

O’er Virgil’s devilish verses and bis own ; * 
Prayers are too tedious, lectures too abstruse, 
He flies from Tavell's frown to ‘Fordham's 
Mew s : ' 

i Unlucky Tavell 1 doom'd to daily cares t 
By pugiltttic pupils, and by bears ;) 
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IfWTS FROAf HORACE^ 


Fines, tutors, tasks, conventions threat io vain. 
Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket plain. 
Rough with his elders, with his equals rash, 

Civil to sharpers, prodigal of cash : 

Constant to nought— save hasard and a whore, 
Yet cursing both — for both have made him 
sore ; 

Unread (unless, since books beguile disease, 
The p— X becomes his passage to degrees); 
Fool'd, pillaged, dunn'd. be wastes hiS term 
And unexpell'd, perhaps, retires M.A.: [iwjy. 
Master of arts ! as and fiuh proclaim,* 
Where scarce a blackleg bears a brighter name ' 

Launch'd into life, extinct his early fire, 

He apes the selfish prudence of his ^re ; 
Mtrnes for money, chooses friends for rank, 
Buys land, and shrewdly trusts not to the Bank ; 
Sits in the Senate ; gets a son and heir ; 

Sends him to Harrow, for himself was there, 
Mute, though he votes, unless when call'd to 
cheer. 

His son's so sharp—he'U see the dog a peer 


Manhood declincs^age palsies every limb ; 
He quits the scene— or else the scene quits him ; 
Scrapes wealth, o'er each departing penny 
And avarice seises all ambition leaves: 

Counu cent, per cent, and smiles, or vainly 

frel, 

O’er hoards diminish'd by young Hopeful s 
Weighs well and wisely uhat to sell or buy. 
Complete in all life's lessons— but to die ; 
Peevish and spiteful, doling, hard to please, 
Commending every time, saw times like these ; 
Crszed, querulous, forsaken, half forgot. 
Expires unwept— is buried— let him rot 1 

But from the Drama let me not digress, [less. 
Nor spare my precepts, though they plense you 
Though woman weep, and hardest hearts are 
sfirr'd, 

When what is done is rather seen than heard. 
Yet many deeds preserved In history's page 
Are better told than acted on the stage ; 

The ear sustains what shocks the timid eye. 
And horror thus subsides to sympathy. 

True Briton all beside, I here am French- 
Bloodshed 'tis surely better to retrench ; 

The gladiatorial gore we leach to flow 
In tragic scene disgusts, though but in sliow ; 
We hate the carnage while we see the trick. 
And find small sympathy in being sick. 

Not on the stage the renclde Macbeth 
Appals an audience with a monarch s death ; 
To gaxe when sable Hubert threats to sear 
Young Arthur’s eyes, can 9urt or mature bear ? 


A halter'd herwne Johnson sought to slay* — 
We saved Irene, but half damn'd the play. 

And (Heaven be praised J) our tolerating times 
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes ; 

And Lewis' self, with all his sprites, would quake 
I To change ^rl Osmond's negro to a snake I 
Because, in scenes exciting joy or grief. 

We loathe the action which exceeds belief : 

And yet, God knows I what may not authors do. 
Whose postscripts prate of dyeing ' heroines 
blue.'t 

Above all things, Dan Poet, if you can, 

Eke out your acts, I pray, with mortal man. 
Nor call a ghost, unless some cuised scrape 
Must open ten trap-doors for your escape. 

Of all the monstrous things I'd fain forbid, 

I loathe an opera worse than Dennis did : 
Where good and evil persons, righl or wrong, 
Rage, love, and aught but morally, in song. 
Hail, last memorial of our foreign friends, 
Wikh Gaul allowt, and still Hesperia lends I 
Napoleon's edicts no embargo lay 
On whores, spies, singers, wisely shipp d away, 
Our giant capital, whose squares are spread 
Where rustics earn’d, and now may beg, meir 
bread. 

In all iniquity is grown so nice, 

It scorns amusements which ore not of price. 
Hence the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing car 
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear, 
Whom shame, not sympathy, forbids to snore* 
His anguish doubling by his own 'encore , 
Squeesed in ‘Fop's Alley.' jostled i)y «he !>«*«»• 
Teased with his hat, and trembling for nis toes , 
Scarce wrestles through the night, nor tastes cu 

Till the dropp'd curtain gives a glad release : 
Why this, and more, hesuflera- can y* . 

Because it costs him dear, and makes him arcB i 


So prosper eunuchs from Etruscan schooU I 
Give us but fiddlers, and they're sure of fooisj 
E» scenes were play'd by many a reverend 

ifWhat^haim. if David danced before the ark?) 
in Christmas reveU, simple county 
' Were^leased with morrice-mumm ly and cows 

ImpJovi^g years, with things no 

Produced bill he Punch and merry Madarnejoan, 

Who still frisk on with feats so lewdly low, 
'Tis Strange BeD»'oho suffers such a show . 9 
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HINTS FROM HORACE. 




Snppre&sifig peer I to whom eftch vice gives place, 
Oa(^ boxing, b^ging,— aU. save rout and race. 

Farce follow'd Comedv. and reach'd her prime. 
In ever*laughing Foote's faniastic time : 

Mad wag 1 who pardon'd none, nor spared (he 
best. 

^Tid turn'd some very serious things to jest 
Nor church nor state escaped his public sneers, 
Arms nor (he gown, priests, lawyen. volunteers : 
' * Alas, poor Yorick I * now for ever mute I 

Whoever loves a laugh must righ for Poole. 

We smile, perforce, when htstrionU: scenes 

K the swoln dialogue of kings and queens, 
m * Chrononhotonthologos muu die,' 

And Arthur struts in mimic majesty. 

Moschus t with whom once more I hope to sit. 
And smile at folly, if vre can't at wit : 

Yes, fnend ! for thee I’ll quit my cynic cell, 

And bear Swift's mono, • Vive la bagaielle I ' 
^ich charm'd our days in each Ag«an cUme. 
M oft at home, with revelry and rhyme. 

Then may Euphrosyne, who sped the past, 
o *5® ihy Hfe 8 scenes, nor leave (hee in the last ; 
Bui find in thine, like pagan Plato’s bed,* 

Some merry manuKripi of mimes, when dead. 

Now to the drama let us bend our eye*. 
Where feller’ d by whig Walpole low sm lies ; 
Comipiion foil'd her, for she fear’d her glance ; 

dance I 

V Yet Chestertcld. whose polish'd pen inveighs f 
t gainst laughter, fought for freedom to our 


Uncheck d by megrims of patrician brains, 

And damning dulness of lord chamberlains. 

1«( Humour roam 

Wild oerthestage— we've time for tears at home. 
Ut 'Archer plant (he horns on ‘Sullen's’ 
brows, 

• Estiiaftia ’ guU her ' Copper ' spouse ; J 
^ moral s scant— hut that may be excused. 
Men go not to be lectured, but amused, 
rt e whom our plays dispose to good or ill 
Must wear a head in w.ini of Willi i skill • 

example— psha l-nomo:-. I 
II iojmd no thieves— the thief was form’d bc> 
fore ( 

And, spite of puritans and Collier's curse, « 

Kiays make mankind no better, and no worse. 




'Then spare ouf stage, ye meihodistic men I 
Nor bum damn'd Drury If it rise agairt 
But why to brain'scorch’d bigots thus appeal ^ 
Can heavenly mercy dwell with earthly ichl f 
or limes of fire and faggot let them ho|« I 
Times dear alike to puntan or rope. 

As pious Calvin saw Servetus blase. 

So would new seels on newer victims gnte. 

E’en now the songs of Solyma begin : 

Faith cants, perplex’d apologist of sm I 
While i he Lord ’$ servan i chastens whom he loves. 
And Simeon kicks.* where Baxter only * shoves. *t 

Whom nature guides, so writes that every 
dunce. 

nrapiured. thinks to do the same at once ; 

But afier inky thumbs and bitten nails, 

And twenty scatter’d quires, the coxcomb fails. 

T.el Pastoral be dumb : for who can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope? 
Yet his and Phillips’ faults, of dllTereni kind. 
For art too rude, for nature too refined, 

Instruct how hard the medium 'ii$ to hit 
Twixt too much polish and too coarse a wit. 

A vulgar Knbbler, cenes, stands disgraced 
In (his nice age, when all aspire to taste I 
The dirty language, and the noisome jest, 
Whkh pleased in Swift of yore, we now detest 
Proscribed not only in the world polite. 

But even too nasty for a city knight I 

Peace to Swift’s faults! his wit hath made 
them pass, 

Un match’d by all. save matchless Hudibras! 
Whose author Is perhaps the first we meet, 
Who from our couplet lopp'd two final feet ; 
Nor less In merit ihan the longer line. 

This measure moves a favourite of (he Nine. 
Though at first view eight feet may seem In vain 
Fortn^. save in ode. ,to bear a serious strain. 
Yet Seott has shown our wondering isle of hie 
This measure shrinks not from a (heme of weight. 
And, varied skilfully, surpasses far 
Heroic rhyme, but most in love and war, 

Whose fluctuations, tender or sublime. 

Are curb'd too rnuch by long-recurring rhymo. 

But many a skilful judge abhors to see, 

What few admire— irregularity. 

Thb some vouchsafe to pardon ; but ’Us hard 
Wheo such a word contents a British bard. 

And must the bard hh glowing thoughts con* 
fine. 

censure hover o'er some faulty line? 
Remove whate’er a critic mav suspect, 

To gain the paltry sufTrage of * corrtet'f 
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Or prune the spirit of e^h daring phrase. 

To fly from error, not to merit praise ? 

Ye» who seek finish'd models, never cease. 

By day and night, to read the worics of Greece. 
But our good fathers never bent ihdr brains 
To heathen Greek, content with native strains. 
The few who read a page, or used a ^n, 

Were satisfied with Chaucer and old wn ; 

The jokes and numbers suited to their taste 
Were quaint and careless, anything but chaste I 
Yet whether right or wrong the ancient rules. 

It wiU not do to call our fathers fools 1 
Though you and I, who eruditely know 


To separate the elegant and low. 

Can aJso, when a hobbling line appears. 
Detect with fingers, in de^uU of ears. 


In sooth I do not know, or greatly care 
To learn, who our first English strollers were ; 
Or if. till roofs received the vagrant art. 

Our Muse, like (hat of Thespis, kept a cart ; 
But (his is certain, since our Shakspeare'sda)^. 
There's pomp enough, if little else, in pl^ ; 
Nor will Melpomene ascend l»er throne [stone. 
Without higa heels, white plume, and ikHlol 
Old comedies still meet with much applause. 
Though too licentious for dramatic laws ; 

At least, we modems, wisely. *tis confest. 
Curtail, or tilence, the lascivious jest. 

Whate'er their follies, and (heir faults beside. 
Our enterprising bards pass nought untried ; 
Nor do they merit slight applause who choose 
An English subject for an English muse, 

And leave to minds which never dare invent 
French flippancy and German sentiment. 

Where is tnat living language which could claim 
Poetic more, as philoso^ic. fame. 

If ail our ba^s. more jMlent of delay. 

Would stop, like Pope, to polish by the way ^ 
Lords of the quUl, whose critical ass.*iults 
O’ertbrow whole quartos with tbeir quires of 
faults. 

Who soon delect, and mark where'er we fail. 
And prove our mari)le with too nice a nail I 
Democritus himself was not so bad ; 

Ht only Ikougki, but y^u would make, us mad ) 

But truth to say, most rhymers rarely guard 
Against that ridicule they deem so hard : 

In person negligent, they wear, from sloth, 
Beards of a weA. and nails of annual growth : 
Reside in garrets, fly from (hose they meet, 

And walk in alleys, rather than the street. 

With Little rhyme, leas mason, if you ptease. 
The name of poet may be got with ease. 

So that not tuns of heilebonc juice 
Shall ever turn your bead to any use ; 

Write but bke Wordsworth, live beside a l,ake. 
And keep your bushy locks a year from Blake ; • 


Then print your book, once more return to 
town, [do'vn. 

And boys shall hunt your hardship up and 

Am I not wise, if such some poets' plight. 

To puige in spring-like Bayes— before I write } 
If this precaution soften'd not my bile, 

I know 00 scribbler with a madder style ; 

But since (perhaps my feelings are too nice) 

I cannot purchase fame at such a price, 

I'll labour gratis as a grinder's wheel. 

And. blunt myself, give edge to others' steel. 
Nor write at ^1, unless (o teach the art 
To those rehearsing for the poet's part : 

From Horace show the pleasing paths of song, 
And from my own example-.- what is wrong. 
Though modem practice sometimes differs 
quite. 

‘Tis just as well to think before you write ; 

I At every book that suits your theme be read, 

So shall you trace it to the fountain-head. 

He w'bo has leam'd the duty which he owea 
To friends and country, and to pardon foes : 
Who models his deportment as may best 
Accord with brother, sire, or stranger guest ; 
Wl^ takes our laws and worship as they are, 
Nor roars reform for senate, church, and bar i 
In practice, rather than loud precept, wiK, 

BiQ% not his tongue, but heart, philosophise : 
Such is the man the poet should rehearse, 

As joint exemplar of his life and verse. 

Sometimes a sprightly wit, and tale well told. 
Without much grace, or weight, or art, will how ^ 
A longer empire o'er the public mind 
Than sounding trifles, empty, though refined, 

Unhappy Greece I thy sons of ancient days 
The muse may celebrate with perfect praise. 
Whose generous children narrow'd not their 
hearts . 

With commerce, given alone to arms and 
Our bm (save (hose whom public schw^ 
compel 

To ‘long and short’ before they're taught to 
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote, 

' A penny saved, my lad, 's a penny got, 


Babe of a city birth I from sixpence take 
The third, bow much will the re™"*'®*. 

make?- , 

• A groat.'-* Ah. bravo I Dick hath d^c tut 
He'S swell my fifty thousand to a plum. 

They whose young souls receive this 
b^mes, 

Tis clear, are fit for anything but thymes •. 
And Locke will tell you, that the father's rigni 
Who hides all verses from his children a sight , 
For poets (says this sage, and many mowj 
Make sad mechanics with thdr lync • 


MINTS FROM HORACE. 


II 


And Delphi dow, however rich of old 
DiscovoR little alver, and less fold. 

Because Parnassus, though a moune divine, 

Is poor as Irus,* or an Irish inine.t 

Two objects always should ihepoct move, 

Or one or both, —to please or to improve. 
V^te’er you teach, be brief, if you design 
For our remembrance your didactic line ; 
Redundance places memory on the rack 
For brains may be o’ertoaded, like the back. 

Fiction does best when taught to look like 
truth. 

And fairy fables bubble none but youth : 

Expect no credit for too wondrous tales, 

Since Jonas only springs alive from whales I 

Young men with aught but eler^; -e dispense • 
Maturer years require a little sense- 
I o end at once :-that bard for all is fit 
Who mingles well instruction with his wit : 

hirn reviews shall smile, for him o'erfiow 
1 he patronage of Patemoster«row ; 

IJsbook. wuh Longman's bberaJ aid, shall pass 
ffifuSh ihat bring him br^ 

And aou St George's Channel and the Tweed. 

TW "O' i*'' unknown 

^al harps ^ fiddles often lose their tone, 

Wl?h o*"”’* cau, 

So.. •”“‘**''0'«. only squall; 

*^*sp«k '' ^hboM the 

And double-baTieU (damn then, I) mlL^Vhlii 

b**-'!** »>nk« the readers 

SS'^onMuallytebooksormen. ‘ ’ 

The slips of human nature, and the pen. 

author, spite of foe or friend, 
aU advice too much to mend. 

^«;tel“a^^i«:So^oro„cc, 


As pictures, so shall poems be ; some stand 
The critic eye, and please when near at hand ; 
But others at a distance strike tlie sight ; 

This seeks the shade, but that demands the 
light. 

Nor dreads the connoisseur s fastidious view', 
But. ten times scrutinired. is ten times new. 

Parnassian pilgrims I ye uhom chance or 
choice 

Hath led to IHten to the Muse's ^oice. 

Receis'c this counsel, and be timely wise ; 

Few reach the summit which before you lies. 
Our church and st.atc. our courts and camps, 
concede 

Reward to very inotlcrjie heads indeed ! 

In these plain common sense will travel far ; 

All are not Hiskines who mislead the bar : 

But poesy between ilte best and worst 
Mo medium knous ; you must be last or first 
For middling poets* miserable volumes 
Are damn'd Alike by gods, and men. and 
columns. 

Again, my Jeffrey I— as that sound inspires, 
How wakes my bosom to its wonted fir» I 
Fires, such as gen tie Caledonians feel 
When Southrons writhe upon their critic w heel, 
Or mild Eclectics, when some, worse than 
Turks. • 

Would rob poor Faith to decorate * good works.* 
buch are the genial feelings thou canst claim— 
My falcon flies not at ignoble game. 

Mightiest of all Dunetim's bmis of chase 1 
For thee my Pegasus would mend his pace. 
Arise, my Jeffrey I or my inkless pen 
Shall never blunt its edge on meaner men ; < 
nil thee or thine mine evil eye discerns 
Alasi * I cannot strike at retched kernes.' 
Inhuman Saxon I wilt thou then resign 
A muse and heart by choice so wholly ihlne ? 
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l>cai d— — d contcmoerof mv schoolboy songs» 
Hast ihou no vengeaace lor my maohood’s 
wTonfs? 

If unprovoked thou ooce could bid me bleed. 
Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed ? 
What 1 not a word I — and am I then so low } 
Wik thou forbear, who never spa^ a foe ^ 
Hast thou no wrath, or wish to give it vent 7 
No wit for nobles, dunces by descent 7 
No jest on * minors.' quibbles on a name, 

Nor one facetious paragraph of bUrne? 

Is it for this on lUon 1 have stood, 

And thought of Homer less than Holy rood 7 
On shore of Euxine or jEgean sea. 

My hate, untraveU d. fondly turn'd to thee. 

Ah 1 let me cease : in vain my bosom bums. 
From Corydon unkind Alexis turns : * 

I'hy rhymes are vain ; thy Jeffrey then forego, 
Nor woo that anger which he will not show. 
What then 7— Edina starves some lankerson, 
To write an article thou canst not shun ; 

Some less fastidious Scotchman shall be found, 
As bold in Billingsgate, though kss renown' d. 

As If at table some discordant dish 
Should shock our optics, such as frogs for ftsh ; 
As oil In lieu of butter men decry. 

And poppies please not in a modem pie ; 

If all such mixtures then be half a crime, 

We must have excellence to relish rhyme. 

Mere roast and boil’d no epicure invites ; 

Thus poetry disgusts, or else delights. 

Who shoot not flying rarely touch a gun ; 
Will he who swims not to the river run r 
And men unpractised in exchanging knocks 
Must go to Jackson ere they dare to box. 
Whate'er the weapon, cudgel, list, or foil, 

None reach expertness without years of toil ; 

But flfiy dunces can, with perfect ease. 

Tag twenty thousand couplets, when they please. 
Why not 7— shall I, thus qualified to sit 
For rotten boroughs, never show my wit? 

Shall 1, whose fathers with the quorum sate, 
And lived in freedom on a fair estate : 

Who left me heir, with stables, kennels, packs. 
To ati their income, and to— /wfVr its tax : 
Whose form and pedigree have scarce a fault, 
Shall i, I say. suppress cny attk salt 7 

Thus think * tbe mob of gentlemen ; ‘ but you. 
Besides all this, must have some genius too. 

Be this your sober judgment, and a rule. 

And print not piping hoc from Soul Ny's school. 
Who {ere another Thalaba appe^) 

{ trust will spare us for at least nine years. 

And hark ye, Southey 1 1 pray— but dwi'l be 
vex’d— (neat- 

Burn all your last three works— and half the 


• lB*«nln*Dva. tiM hk rutidft AlnlA. ^ 

* C«n* of Ke^w*.* mooftt tXv •«*!««( of 

Sm la one !■«««<« bad a vcpoderurcaeca A mtnef r<icM 
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erv ci *o«i« ia •' be »ib»d ilo^, eoSecMd a oMf 


But why this vain advice? once publish'd, books 
Can never be recall'd — from pastry>c^s i 
Though * Madoc.' with ' Pucelle/ instead of 
punk,* 

May travel back to Quito— on a trunk ! t 

Orpheus, we learn from Ovid and Lempriere, 
Led all wild beasts but w'omen by the ear ; 

And had he fiddled at the present hour. 

We'd seen (he Uons waitsing in (he Tower ; 
And old Amphion, such were minstrels then. 
Had built St Paul's without the aid of Wren. 
Verse coo was justice, and the bards of Greece 
Did more chan constables to keep the peace ; 
Abolish'd cuckoldom with much applause, 
Call'd county meetings, and enforce the laws, 
Cut down ermsn influence with reforming 
scythes, [tithes; 

And served (he church— without demanding 


of Irish MxMkfrs Ituppinv »n b«n«r«Jtk la aa adJaceM 
MMvekK pr»c«r«4 ibree n£o$. oae and 4 Uadlar* 

Ml. pad at law Ih^rtcK* r«r«reiu| pulled aut^hia yvo* 
liUw*. tba M<»nuBate stth *4a goae for ev«r, aid to vai a 
larva qu^na wli*tc««th be had ukeo (b« laap. which prawaa, 


o4 aitliaf * wwtae^aiihai It haaaerer sUica beat beard at: 
tbavsh same malnialii thii It ii at Uiia waacat «enccaJ«d at 
Aldarwaa Bin Vs pastry ptafibM. CanhUL OathUasiiMr* 
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lU pcea oeu sasuea. ia Crvb.sireai • Arthur, .AiiraA 
Oarlda^ Xkhard Csar da Uen. fiiadui Eaedia. 
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Scotch caurta Tba euUe aiisiaaalravan (he mmII, aad sy 
/tor publlshan will be subpAAcad as wlina»saa-|ul^flf 
SoMbey has pubhihad (ha ^Cuno of KahJwa. ^a 
siile lo quibblrra By tha by. ii Is a rood deal beneath Sc^u 
■»d CampboH. and aa* wuch above Southey, lo i"* 
booby ialaniyoa (o anutia ihem In the Bdiaburfh AariuaJ 
ftacular (of witch. by4ha>by. Southey U adtiorL Pb'f 
pa ei icjl (rtmavlraia of the day.’ But. oo aaeond thougau, ■ 
eaa ba 00 e**«i dartao of pmoo to ba tha oba^ayad leaden oi 
tba bti^ ihoucb they oMtht as wall heap 
* SooK*! ibHiy ihousaad eopla aoM,’ which auff ■idly dw 
eowM oMr Sooihay’s vn^abka. Poor Sauthey. Ii ahewM 
seam, U (ba * LwhJua 'of thU pootlaal iriuavlrale. 1 aa anly 
MKprvued (a sac iiio la such cooipaAy. 

* Such tlUiM wa knew, or« aolihcr rkb oar nr* 

Ba( waAMt how the da*U 4 k can* there.’ 

Tha irio ora wall daSoad ia rhesiBth propociikn of Euclid’^ 
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river: *111 (ba Satf rampaa t’acher side * Pons AstfarvA ^ 
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« Like Sir Bknd Burvesa s fticbard:’ iba tenth M ^ 
wbMh I lead ai Maha. on a (ruok oT EyraV. tp 
Mraea irihk be doabtad. 1 shall buy a poRosaotcau (» d^'^te 
(reek 
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And hence, throughout e]1 Hellas and (he East, 
Each poet was a prophet and a priest, 

Whose o1d<stabLish’d board of joint controls 
Included kingdoms in the cure of souls. 

Next rose the martial Homer. Epic's prioce, 
And fighting's been in fashion ever since ; 

And oKl Tyncus, when the Sparuns warr'd, 

(A limping leader, but a lofty bard,) 

. Though wall'd 1 ihome bad resisted long. 
Reduced the fortress by the force of song. 

When oracles prevail'd, in limes of old, 

In song alone Apollo's will was told. 

Then if your verse is what all verse should be. 
And gods were not ashamed on't. why should 
we? 

The Muse, like mortal females, may be woo'd ; 

I n luTTtf she’ll seem a Paphian. or a prude : 
Fierce as a bride when first she feels affright, 

M ild as the same upon (he second mght : 

Wild as the wife of alderman or peer. 

Now for his grace, and now a grenadier I 
Her eyes beseem, her heart belies, her sone. 

Ice In a crowd, and lava when alone. 

If verse be studied with some show of art. 

Kind Nature always will perform her pan ; 

1 hough without genius, and a native vein 
Of wil, we loathe an artificial strain. 

Vet art an<l nature join’tl will win (lie prise. 
Unless they act like us and our allws. 

v..T'he youth who trains to ride, or run a race. 
Must bear pnvaiions with unruffled face, 
lie d to labour when he ihinks to dine. 

And. harder still, leave wenching and his wine, 
l^lcs who sing, at least who sing at sighi. 
Have follow d music througti her farthest flight : 
But rhymers tell you nrither more nor Im. 

I ve got a pretty poem for the press : ' 

print so 

If Satan take the hindmost, who’d be last? 

They storm the types, they publish, one and ail. 
^ey leap the counter, and they leave the stall. 
I^l«ial maidens, men of high command 
Yea, baroneu have Ink’d the bloody hand I 
^ piank^ ^wll them ; Polllo play'd thb 

Not all the living only, but the dead. 

^1 on, u fluent aa en Orpheus’ head : • 

^mn d all their days, they posthumously thrive 
Dug up from dust, though buried when alive 1 
Kevicws record this eplMmic crime, 

Thw Books of Martyn to the rage for rhyme, 
AItu 1 worth the scribbler I iltcn seen*^ 

In Morning Post or Monthly Magadna. 

'Z ' 

^ 


There lurk his earlier lays ; but soon, hot press’d. 
Behold a quarto l-^-Tans must tell the rest. 
Then leave, ye wise, the lyre’s precarious chords 
To musc'mad baronets, or madder lords. 

Or country Crispins, now grown somewhat stale. 
Twin Doric minstrels, drunk with Doric ale 1 
Hark to those notes, narcotically soft I 
The cobbler'iaureats * sing to Capel LofTi I f 
Till, lo ! that modem Mklas. as he hears. 

Adds an ell growth to his egregious ears I 
There lives one druid, who prepares in time 
’Gainst future feuds his poor revenge of rhyme ; 
Racks his dull memory, and his duller muse. 

To publish faultswhich friendship should excuse. 
If friendship’s nothing, self-regard miglit leuch 
More polish’d usage of his parts of speech. 

But what is shame, or what is aught to him ? 

He vents his spleen, or gratifies his whim. 

Some fancied slight has roused his lurking hate. 
Some folly cross’d, some jest, or some dellate ; 
Up to his den Sir Scribbler hies, and soon 
The gather'd gall is voided in bmpoon. 
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Perhaps at some pert speech you’ve dared to 
frown. 

Perhaps youx poem may have pleased the toam : 
I r so. alas 1 ’tii nature in the nan— 

May Heaven forgive you. for he never can I 
Then be it so : and may his withering bays 
Gloom fresh in satire, though they fade in praise I 
White his lost songs no more shall steep and 
stink, 

The dullest, fattest weeds on Lethe’s brink. 

But springing upwards from the sluggish mould, 
Be (what (hey never were before) be-^sold 1 
Should some rich bard (hut such a monster now, 
In modem physics, we can scarce allow). 

Should some pretending scribbler of the court. 
Some rhyming peer— there's plenty of the sort—* 
All but one poor dependent priest withdrawn. 

f \h i too regardless of his chaplain's yaw n !) 
'ondemn the unlucky curate to recite 
I'heir Lost dramatic work by candle-light. 

How would the preacher turn each rueful leaf. 
Dull as his sermons, but iwM half so brief 1 
Yet. since 'tls promised at die recurs death, 
He’ll risk no living for a little breath. 

Then spouts and foams, and cries at every line, 
(The Lord forgive him!) 'Bravo I grand I 
divine I * 

Hoarse with those praises (which, byflatt'iyrfed. 
Dependence barters for her Utter bread). 

He strides and stamps along with creaking lioot ; 
Till the door echoes his emphatic foot. 

Then sits again, then rolls his pious eye, 

As when the dying vicar will not die I 
Nor feels, forsooth, emotion ai his heart 
But all dissemblers overact (heir part* 

Ye. who aspire to * build the lofty rhyme.’ 
Believe not all who laud your false ' sublime ; * 
But if some friend shall hear your work, and say. 

' Expunge that stanza, lop (bat line away,’ 

And. after fruitless efforts, yom return 
’Without amendment, and he answers, ' Bum 1 ' 


* M«r« wtOMrOltf«rrf«lowBi«t«{arr*S«<«*MCMr*Mkii 
•etlc« ihe Mit fvryi««r. ^ukisiM aoiMAerviw’ il>« hn 9i 
ih« CrsMMtt— * fiOvte * vS* tr o«r *4 

KftUhBcM I h«t« b» If, M ff H tM wn M ' *<■ nM 

aA«i«d 1K« CfrrtA.’ 1 Fiut«rkM kM b«t« t*y 

•I pear i M. •!«* I helf Mijf ib« pawlii ow e. 

A r A M iLua aeiSTLB to tks aocToa or tki woamM; 
CHROmCLt. 

*^VliU r«AA» of p«p«r, Soedf afiak.* 

Do MS« a<s spoil, *00 rK«et tidak I 
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That instant throw your paper in the fire. 

Ask not hb thoughts, or follow his desire ; 

But if (true bard I) you scorn to condescend. 
And will not alter what you can’t defend. 

If you will breed this bastard of your brains.* 
We II have no words— I've only lust ray pains. 

Yet. if >‘ou only prise your favourite thought. 
As critics kindly do, and authors ought ; 

If your cool friend annoy you now and then, 
And cross whole pages with his plaguy pen ; 

No matter, throw your ornaments aside, — 
Belter let him than all the world deride. 

Give light to passages too much in shade, 

Nor let a doubt obscure one verse you’ve made ' 
Your friend’s a ‘Johnson, ’ not to leave one word. 
However trifling, which may seem absurd ; 

Such erring trines lead to serious ills, 

And furnish food for critics, or their quills. t 

As the Scotch Addle, with its touching tune, 
Or the sad influence of the angry moon. 

All men av^ bad writers’ ready tongues. 

As yawning waiters fly t Fitzscnbble s lungs ; 
Yet on he mouihs— ten minules— tedious each 
As prelate's homily, or placeman's speech ; 

Long as the last years of a lingering lease, 
^^’heft riot pauses until rents increase. 

While such a minstrel, muttering fustian, stray* 
O’er hedge and ditch, through unfrequented 
ways. 

If by some chance be walks into a well, 

And shouts for succour with stentorian yell. 

• A rope I help* Christians, as ye hope for grace I 
Nor woman, man. nor child will stir a pace ; 

For there hU carcass he might freely fling. 

From frenzy, or the humour of ihe thing. 
Though ihtt has bappea’d to more bards than 
one ; 

ru tell you Budgelf s story,— and have done. 

Budgell, a rogue and rhymester, for M good, 
(Unless his case be much misunderstood,) 

When leased with creditors* continual claims, 

' To die like Cato.’ leapt into the Thames I f 
And therefore be It law’ful through the town 
For any bard to poison, hang, or drown. 

Who saves the intended suicide receives 
bmall thanks fma him who loathes the life he 
leaves; 

And, sooth lo say. mad poets must not lose 
The glory of that death they freely choose. 
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Nor is it certain that some sorts of verse 
Prick not the poet's coosdeaee as a curse ; 
Dosed * with drams on Sundajbewas found, 

Or got a cbiid on consecrated ground I 
And hence is haunted with a thymii^ rage— 
Fear'd like a bear just bursting from his cage. 


If free, ail fly his versifying fit< 

Fatal at once to simpleton or wit : 

Rut MSm, unhappy ! whom he seizes,— A///r 
He flays with recitation Umb by limb ; Tbrench, 
Probes to t])e quick ubere’er he makes bis 
And gorges like a lawyer — or a leecb. 
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ATnam: CAn^cKm convimt. M^rtM 17. rtu. 
Sww rinks, more lovely ere hb race be run. 
Along Morea s hills the setting sun ; 

Not. as in northern cliuies, obscurely brieht, 

But <me unclouded blase of livirtg Ughe ; 

r ^ the yellow beam he throws. 

Gilds the green wave that trembles as it glows : 
On oUl Agina s rock and Hydra’s Lrie 
The g^ of gla^ess sheds bis parting smile ; 
ThX.«)k hngerlng loves w shine. 

We^ndlng last, the mountain-shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer'd SaJamis I 

^ tieet his*^ mSowing 

•*“* »“"»">» "riven, 

be^^n* '' ““““ •nd ovm the hues of 

nih,n‘l?M ** «>d deep. 

Behind his Delphian rock be sinks to sleep. 
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1 Mt closed their murder'd safe’s t Latett dav • 
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Sr ^ ‘ 

The cup of woe wuqueffd-ihe spirit fled; 



The soul of him that scorn'd to fear or fly, 

Who lived and died as none can live or die. 

But. lo I from high Hymeltus to (he plain, 
The queen of night asseru her silent re^n ; * 
No murky vapour, herald of the storm, 

Hides her fair face, or girds her glowing form ; 
With cornice gbmmering as the moonl^ams 
p^y> 

There ihe white column greets her grateful ray ; 
And bright around, with quivering beams beset. 
Her emblem sparkles o'er the minaret 
l*he groves of olive scatter'd dark and wide. 
Where meek Cephisus sheds his scanty tide. 
The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque, 
The gleaming turret of the gay kiosk.i* 

And sad and sombre 'mid (he holy ttlm, 

Near 'Theseu^ fane, yon solitsuy palm : 

All. tinged with varied hues, arrest (he eye ; 
And dull were his that pass'd (hem heedless by. 

Again (he Afgean. heard no more afar, 

Lulb his chafed breast from elemental war : 
Again ois waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long expanse of sapphire and of gold, 
Mix'd with (be shades of many a distant isle, 
That frown, where gentler ocean delens (o 
smile. ^ 

As thus, within the walls of Pallas* fane,t 
I mark'd (he beauties of the land and main. 
Alone, and friendless, on the magic shore, 
Whose arts and arms but live in poet’s lore : 

Oft as the matchless dome I turn’d to scan. 
Sacred to gods, but not secure from man, 

’pie past retura'd. the present seem'd lo cease, 
And GlMy knew no dime beyond her Greece I 
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Hour^ roll'd along, and orb on high 

Had gain d the centre of her softest sky ; 

And yvi unwearied still my footsteps trod 
O'er (he vain shrine of matty a vanisli'd god : 
But chiefly, Pallas I thine ; when Hecate^ glare. 
Check'd by thy columns, fell more sadly fair 
O’er (he chill marble, where (hestartbng tread 
Thrills the lone heart like echoes from the dead. 
I.ong had 1 mused, and treasured every trace 
7 he wreck of Greece recorded of her race. 
When, lo I a giant form before me strode 
And Pallas batl d me iu her own abode 1 

Yes. '(was Minerva's self : but eh I how 
changed 

Since o’er the Dardan held In arms she ranged ! 
Not such as ersi. by her divine command. 

1 ler form appear’d from Phidias’ plastic band ; 
Gone were (he terrors of her awful brow. 

I ler Idle aegis bore no Gorgon now ; 

I ler helm was dinted, and the broken lance 
Seem'd weak and shaftless e’en to mortal glance; 
TIte olive branch, w htch still she deign’d (o clasp, 
Shrunk from her touch, and wither'd in her grasp; 
And. ah I though still the brightest of the sky, 
Celestial tears bedimm'd her urge blue eye ; 
Round the rent casque her owlet circled slow, 
And mourn'd his muiresa w ith a shriek of woe I 

'Mortal I * — '(was thus she spake — 'that blush 
of shame 

proclaims (he Briion, once a noble name : 

Pirst of ths mighty, foremost of (he free. 

Now honour'd Un by all. and Mr^rby me : 
Chief of ihy foes shall Pallas sUll be found. 
$eek’a( thou the cause of loathing ?«look 
around. 

Lo 1 here, despite of war and wasting fire. 

I saw successive tyrannies expire, 

'Scaped from the ravage of (he Turk and Goth, 
Thy country sends a spoiler worse than both. 
Survey (hisvtic.int, violated fane ; 

Recount the relics lorn (hat j^t remain : 

Thtit Cecrops placed, tkh nricles adorn'd, * 
Thill Adrian rear’d when drooping Science 
mourn'd. 

What more 1 owe, let gratitude attest-* 

Know Alaric and Elgin did the rest. 

1 hat all may learn from whence (be plunderer 
came. 

The insulted wall sustains his hated name : 

For Elgin 5 fame thus grateful Pallas pleads, 
Below, his name— above, behold his deeds \ 
be ever hail'd with equal honour here 
The Gothic monarch and (he Piciish peer : 
Arms gave (he first his righi, the last had none, 
but basely stole what kss barbarians won. 

So when the llun quits bis fell repost. 

Next prowls Uie wolf, (be filthy jackal last : 

• «Cdw <l(y to A a 
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Flesh, limbs, and blood (be former make tbeir 
Own, 

The last poor brute securely gnaws (he bone. 
Yet still (he gods are just, and crimes are cross’d i 
See here what Elgin won, and what he bsi I 
Another name with pollutes my shrine : 
Behokt where Dian’s beams disdain to shine I 
Some retribution still might Pallas claim, 

When Venus half avenged Minerva’s shame.'* 

She ceased aw hile, and thus I dared reply. 

To soothe (he vengeance kindling m her eye ; 

' Daughter of Jove 1 in Britain’s injured name, 
A true*boro Briton may the deed disclaim. 
Frown not on England ; England owns him not; 
Aibena. no I ihy plunderer was a Scot. 

Ask'st thou die differenced From fair Phyle't 
towers 

Survey Bceoiia Caledonia's ours. 

And well I know within that bastard landt 
Hath Wisdom's goddess never held command ; 
A barren soil, where Nature's germs, confined 
To stem steriUty, can siint the mind ; 

Whose thistle well betrays the niggard eanh. 
Emblem of all to whom the land gives birth ; 
Each genial influence nurtured to resist ; 

A larwl of meanness, sophistry, and mist. 
Eachbreexe from foggy mount and mnrsby plain 
Dilutes with drivel every drirsly brain. 

Till, burst at length, each waiery head o’erflows, 
Foul as (heir soil, and frigid as (heir snows 
Then thousand schemes of petulance and pride 
Despatch her scheming children far and wide : 
SoTM east, some west, some everywhere but 
north. 

Inouesi of lawless gain, they Issue forth^ 

And thus— accursed be ihe day and year 1— 

She sent a Piet to play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some nailve worth, 

As dull Boroiia gave a Pindar birth. 

So may her few, (be letter’d and the brave, 
Bound to no clime, and vlciors of the grave, 
Shake off Ihe sordid dnsi of such a laud. 

And shine like children of a happier strand ; 

As once of yore in some obnoxious place. 

Ten names (if found) had saved a wretched 
race.* 

• Mortal 1 ' the blue-eyed maid resumed, 'once 

more 

Bear back my mandate to thy native shore. , 
Though tolkn, alas, ihis vengeance yet is 
To turn my counsels far from lands like (pine. 
Hear then in silence Pallas’ stern behat : 
and believe, for Time wJU tell (be rest, 

* First on (he head of him who did th» derf . 
My curse shall light.-^n him and all his seed , 
Without one spark of intellectual fire. 

Be all (he sons as seuseless as (he sire i 
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If one with wit the parent brood di^race, 

Relieve him bastard of a brighter race : 

Still with his hireling artists let him prate. 

And Folly's praise repay for Wisdom's h.MC ; 
Long of their patron's gusto let them teU. 

Whose noblest, native gusto is— to sell : 

To sell, and make— may bhame record the 
The state receiver of hU pilfer'd prey, [day ! — 
Meantime, the flattering, feeble donvd, west, 
Europe's wont dauber, and poor Britain's best, 
with palsied hand shall turn each model o'er. 
And own himself an infant of fourscote.* 

Be all the bruisers cull’d from all St Giles', 

^at art and nature may compare their styles ; 
While brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare. 

And marvel at his Lordship's 'stone shoo' 
ihere-t 

Round the throng'd gates shall sauntering cox- 
combs creep, ^ 

^ lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep : 
While many a languid maid, with longiog sigh. 

giant statues casts the curious eye ; Tskim, 
The room with transient glance appears to 
Yet marks the mighty back and length of limb : 
Mourns o cr the difference of and then , 
Exclaims, ’These Greeks indeed were proper 

Draws slight comparisons of these with ikate, 
^d envies Uis nil her Attic beaux. [these 

When shal a modem maid have swains Uke 
Alas, Sir Marry Is no Hercules I 
And last of all amidst (he gaping crew, 

^mc calm spectator, as he takes his view. 

In silent indignation mix’d with grief, 

?.2 abhors the ihief. 

Oh, loath d in life, nor pardon’d in the dust, 
f ssicrilegious lust I 

Unk d with the fo<.l that fired the Ephesinn dome, 
Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb, 
And Eratosiratos: and Elgin shine, 

» branding page and burning line : 
Alike reserved for aye to stand accursed 
Perchance the second blacker than (he first. 

' ^ let him stand through ages yet unborn. 
^ d Slat ue on the pedestal ^Scotn ; 

revenge shall wait, 

B^ut fits ihy wuntry for her coming fate. 

the deeds that Uught l5r lawless son 
had done 

W ^^'^c^-blasing from afar. 

mourns perfidious war. 

SrbrL'v"?? ‘•"'J •«' «i<i. 

plrf^ ‘he compact which herself had made • 

sK flSd ^ faithless fM 

sue lied— but left behind ber Gorgon shield • 


A fatal gift that turned your friends to sioue, 
And left k>s( Albion hat^ and alone. 

' l^k to the East, where Ganges' swarthy 


race 


Shall shake your tyrant empire to its base ; 

Lol there Rebellion rears her ghastly head. 
And glares the Nemesis of native dead ; 

Till Indus rolls a deep purpureal flood, 

And claims his long arrear of northern blood. 
So may ye perish !— Pallas, when she g.-tve 
Your free-bom rights, forbade ye to enslave. 

‘Look on your Spain I — she clasps (he hand 
she hales. 

But boldly clasps, and thrusts you from her gates. 
Bear witness, bright Barossa I thou canst tell 
Whose were the sons (hat bravely fought an . 
Bu( Lusitania, kind .and dear ally, [fell. 

Can spare a few to fight, and sometimes fly. 

I Oh, glorious field I by Famine fiercely won, 
'The G.iul retires for once, and all is aone I 
But when did Pallas teach, that one retreat 
Retrieved three long Olympiads of defeat ? 
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*Look last at home— you love not to look 
there. 

On the grim smile of comfortless despair : 

Your city saddens : loud though Revel howls. 
Here Famine faints, and yonder Rapine prowls. 
See all alike of more or less bereft ; 

No misers tremble when (here’s nothing le^t. 

' Blest pA|>cr credit. « who shall dare to sing ? 

It clogs like lead Corruption's weary wing. 

Yet Pallas pluck'd each premier by the ear. 
Who gods and men alike disdain’d (o hear ; 
But one, repentant o'er a bankrupt state, 

On Pallas calls,— but calls, abs I too late : 

Then raves for • • • ; to lhai hfentor bends, 
Though he and Pallas never yet were friends, 
Kim senates hear, whom never yet they heard 
Contemptuous once, and now no less absurd. 
So. once of yore, each reasonable frog 
Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign * log. 
Thus hail'd your rulers their patrician clod. 

As Egypt chose an onion for a god. 

* Now fare ye well I enjoy your little hour ; 
Go, gmsp (he shadow of your vanish’d power : 
Gloss o'er the failure of each fondest scheme : 
Your strength a name, your bloated wealth a 
dream. 

Cone is (h.ii gold, the marvel of mankind, 

And pirates barter all that’s left behind. f 
No more the hirelings, purchased near and far, 
Crowd to the ranks of mercenary war ; 

The idle merchant on the useless quay 
Droops o’er the bales no bark may bear away ; 
Or, back returning, sees rejected stores 
Rot (^ecemeal on his own encumber’d shores : 
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Tb« starved mechanic brfciks his rusting: loom, 
And desperate mans him 'gainst the coming 
doom. 

Tlien in the senate of your sinking state 
Show me (he maji whose eounseU may have 
weight. (mand ; 

Vain is each voice where tones could once com- 
E'en factions cease to charm a factious land : 
Vet jarring sects convulse a sister isle, (pile. 
And light with maddening hands the mutual 

*'Tis done, '(is past, since Pallas warns in 
The Furies seise her abdicated reign : [vain ; 
Wide o'er the realm they wave (heir kindling 
brands, 

And wring her vitals with their fiery hands. 

[tut one convulsive struggle still remains. 

And Gaul shall weep ere Albion wear her chains. 
The banner’d pomp of war, the glittering files. 
O’er whose gay trappings stem §eI)ona smiles ; 
The brasen trump, tne spirit-stirring drum. 
That bid the foe defiance ere they come ; 

The hero bounding at his country's call, 

The glorious death that consecrates his fall, | 


Swell (he young heart with visionary charms, 
And bid It anic^te the joys of arms. 

But know, a lesson you may yet be taught, 
With death alone are laurels cheaply bought : 
Not in the conflict Havoc seeks delight. 

His day of mercy is the day of fight. 

But when the field is fought, the battle won, 
Though drench'd with gore, his woes are but 
begun : 

His deeper deeds as yet ye know by name : 
The slaughter'd peasant and the ravish’d dame. 
The rifled mansion and the foe-reap'd field, 
ill suit with souls at home, untaugm to yield. 
Say with what eye along the distant down 
Would flying burghers mark the blazing town ? 
How view the column of ascending flames 
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled Thames? 
Nay. frown not. Albion ! for the torch was tbine 
I 'That lit such pyres from Tagus (o the Rhine : 
Now should (h^ burst on thy devoied coast. 
Go, ask thy bosom who deserves them most. 
The law of heaven and earth is life for life. 

And ^e who raised, in vain regrets, (he strife.' 
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TO THE PUBLISHER. 

Sta, — 1 am a country gentleman of a midland county. I might have been a Parliament oun 
for a certain borough ; having had the ofler of as many voles as General T. at the general election 
in T8za.* But I was all for domestic bappiuess ; as, fifteen years ago. on a vi^ to London, 1 
married a middle^ged maid of honour. We liv^ happily at Horaem Hall till last season, when 
my wife and 1 were invited by tbe Countess of Waltsaway (a distant relation of my spoi^) 
pass the winter in (own. Thinking no barm, and our girls being come to a mamapable 
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surprise, on anaving, (o see poor deer Mrs Homem with her arms half round the loins of a huge 
hussar 'looking gentleman I never sec eyes on before; and hia. to say truth, rather more than 
ha^f round her waist, turning round, and round, and round, to a d^— d see^saw up-and-down 
sort of tunc, that remained me of the ‘ Black Joke,* only more ' a.ffeituoi9,' till it made me quite 
pddy with wondering they were not so- By and by they stopped a bit, and 1 thought they would 
fill down. But no ; with Mrs H.‘s hand on his shoulder, ' quam /ami/iaHier^* (as Terence 
sad when 1 was at school), they walked about a minute, and then at it ^ain, like two cock- 
chafers spitted upon the same bodkin. I asked what all this meant, hen, with a loud laugh, 
a child no older than our Wilhelmina (a name I never heard but in the Vuar of Wakefitld. 
though her mother would call her after the Princess of Swappeobach)sajd, * I>ord! Mr Hornem, 
can t you see they are valtang 1* or waltsing (I forget which) ; and then up she got, and her 
mother and sister, and away they went, and round-abouted it tillsupper-iime. Now that I know 
what It is, I like it of all things, and so does Mrs H. (though I have broken my shins, and four 
times overturned Mrs Homem s maid, in practising the preliminary steps ina mommg). Indeed, 
•0 much do I like it. that having a turn for rhyme, tastily displayed in some election ballads, 
and songs m honour of all the victories Ibui till lately I have had little practice in that way). I 
sat down, aad with the aid of William Fitsgerald, Esq., and a few hints from Dr Rushy (whose 
reciutions I attend, and am monstrous fond of Master Busby's manner of delivering his father’s 
latesucc^fgl ‘ Drury Lane Address'), 1 composed the following hymn, wherewithal to make 
my senumenis known to the public; whom, nevertheless, I heartily despise, as well as the 
cntics.— I am. Sir, yours, Ac., 4c. Horace Hornbm, 


Through the full veins thy gentler poison swims. 
And wakes to wantooness the willing limbs. 
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0 Germany I how much to tJiee we owe. 

As heaven-born Piit can testify below. 

Ere cursed confederation made thee France’s. 
And only left us thy d d debts and dances ! 
Of subsidies and Hanover bereft. 

We bless thee still ~for George the Third is left! 
Of kings the best, and last not least in worth. 
For graciously be^tting George the Fourth. 

To Germany, and highnesses serene. 

Who owe us millions— don't we owe the queen? 
To Germany, what owe we not be^es ? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickers and brides : 
Who paid for vulgar, with her royal blood. 
Drawn from the stem of each Teutonic stud ; 
Who sent us— so be pardon'd all our faults— 

A doten dukes, some kings, a queen— and Walts. 

But peace to her. her cmMror and diet. 
Though now transferred to EWsnaparte's ‘fiatl’ 
Back to my theme— 0 M use of motion \ say. 
How first to Albion found thy Walts her way ? 

Borne on the breath of hyperborean gales 
Prom Hamburg's port {while Hamburg yet had 
nar/r). 

Ere yet unlucky Fame, compelled to creep 
I'o snowy Gottenburg. was chill'd to sleep : 

Or. sianing from her slumbers, deign'd arise, 

1 leligoland, to stock thy mart with lies ; 

While unbumi Moscow yet had news to send,* 
Nor owed her Aery exit to a fnend. 

She came— Wnits came— and with her certain 
sets 

Of true despatches, and as true gaseties : 

'i'hen Aamed of Ausierliis the blest despatch. 
Which AhniUur nor hhrning Past can match ; 
And. almost crush'd beneath the glorious news, 
Ten plays, and forty tales of Koisebue's ; 

One envoy's letters, six composers' airs. 

And loads from Frankfort and from t.eipsic fairs; 
i'/elnefs four volumes upon womankind. 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a wind ; 

Bril nek's heaviest tom e for bal last . and. to back It, 
Of Heyne, such as should not sink the packet. 

Fraught with this cargo, and her fairest freight. 
Delightful Walts, on tiptoe for a mate. 

'the welcome vesel reach’d the genial strand. 
And round her flock d the daughters of the land. 


• Tm p*I'**U< «fW <r ♦W >Di»i ttitO be 

ei«fitlrcotf)A«ad€S— M«wbMrtb«erM. A— ywefbwSituSt 
onirtteJ In tba dee^Kbet el Mete^ent itieyider. 

tkc dkl net <tei« (beinf teeawcb oeeapteO vtcb tM eipleiu ef 
Celoaet . tt ewwmlee rWeiV Ireie*. eaa nMmfSmm ever 
Imirmitlri Umi caiirc orertiKe penJiea 
In »«lMcIwl)r yeieer es leSevs:— InCenenJ Ka ew p- 

c bin* ee«ewiA«te eoMaeretlas. (be ««*MMpclM4r uIp* Mid 
vein eS vm m frcet.ikeitbe«iMket vwtaM«e«et« (• tbede* 
Mjid : end tbM hundred lad tkUiy^bfce (bei in d per* 
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eMfOoM. wd • urepet neitteo M Ike yooHO rocker «keo 
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(heoaood b*rr*i fere doy*! acel ce ew nffniod — — - 
Utfiia 


Noi decent David, when, before the ark. 

His grand pas-settl exdted some remark ; 

Not love-lorn Quixote, when his Sancho thought 
The knight’s fandango friskier than it ought ; 
Not soft Herodias. when, with winning tread. 
Her nimble feet danced off another's head ; 

Not Cleopatra on her galley's deck, 

EHsplay'd so much of leg. or more of neeM. 

Than thou, ambro^al Waltr. when hrat the moon 
Beheld thee twirling to a Saxon tune I 

To you. ye husbands of ten years I whose orows 
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse : 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 
. The budding sprouts of those that you Me// wear. 

I With added ornaments around them roll'd 
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold : 

To you. ye matrons, ever on the watch 
To mar a son's, or make a daughter's, match ; 
To you. ye children of— whom chance accords 
Ahiktyj the ladies, and sam/ftmes their lords: 
To you. ye single gentlemen, who seek 
Torments for life, or pleasures for a week ; 

As Love or Hymen your endeavours guide. 

To gain your own. or snatch another's bride:— 
To one and all the lovely stranger came. 

And every ball-room echoes with her name. 

Endearing Walts f to thy more melting tune 
Bow lii>h jig and ancient rigadoon. 

Scotch reels, avaunt land country dance, forego 
Your future claints to each fantastic toe I 
Walts. Walls alone, both legsnnd arms demands. 
Liberal of feel, and lavish of her hands; 

Hands which may freely range in public sight 
Where ne'er before— but— pray 'put out the 
light.' 

kfelhinks the glare of yonder chandelier 
Shines much too far. or 1 am much too near : 
And true, though strange— Walts whispers this 
remark, 

* My slippery steps are safest in the dark I ' 

But here the Muse with due decorum halts. 

And lends her longest petticoat to Walts. 

Observant travellers of every time I 
Ye quartos publish'd upon every clime 1 
Oh, say, shall dull Romaika's heavy round, 
Fandango's wriggle, or Bolero's bound * 

Can Egypt's Almas *— tantalising group— 
Columbia's cuperera to the warlike whoop— 

Can aught from cold Kamschatkato Cape Horn 
With Walls compare, or after Walts he borne ? 
Ah, no I from M oner's pages down to Galt's. 
Each tourist pens a paragraph for ' Walts.' 

Shades of those belles whose reign began of 
yore, (before I— 

With George the Third's— and ended long 
Though in your daughten’ daughters yet you 
thrive. 

Burst from your lead, and be yourselves alive 1 
Back to tbe ball-room speed your spectred host : 
Fools* Haradise Is duU to (bal you lost. 


D— daf gick 
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So treacherous powder bids conjecture i:|uake ; 
No stiff'Starcb’d stays make meddling fingers 
ache 

Crnnsferr'd to thoee ambiguous things that ape 
Goats in their visage, women io their shape) ; ♦ 
No damsel faints when rather closely press'd. 
But more caressing seems when most caress'd ; 
Superfluous hartshorn and reviving salts, 

Boih banish’d by the sovereign cordial, * Walu.' 

^ Seductive Walts I— though on thy native shore 
Even Wericr* s $eU proelaini'd thee half a whore: 
Werter— to decent vice though much incUned. 

Yet warm, not wanton ; dassled. but not blind 

^ough gentle GenUs, in her strife with Stael, 
Would even proscnbe thee from a Paris ^11 ; 
The fashion baila^frocn countesses to queens. 
And maids and valets walls behind (he scenes : 
Wide and more wide thy witching circle spreads. 
And lurr^s— if nothing clsex>at least our Atads ; 
With thee even clumsy cits attempt to bounce 
And cockneys practise what they can't pro- 
nounce. 

Gods I bow (he glorious theme my strain exalts. 
And rhyme finds partner rhyme in praise of 

Blest was the time Walts chose for hot dHu/: 
^ court, the Regent, like herself, were new.t 
Wew face for friends, for foes some new rewards ; 
New omamenrs for black and royal guards ; 
New laws to hang the rogues that roar'd for 
bread ; 

New coins (most new) to follow (hose that tied : 
New victories— nor can we prize ihcm leas. 

I hough JenkyJ wonders at his own success : 
New wars, because the old succeed so well, 

J hat most survivors envy those who fell ; 
mw mistress^ no, old— and yet 'lis true, 

1 hough they be 4td, the Mfng is something new ; 

*>• *SWi>r d« U / llM» tlKi« u "SSKm • • 

•Vr*t?S; tewe 


Wbe ^ t^hg ? ; tfa« UiC ai«* 

>• •••■hfc wridiL-?2 
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Each new, quite new — 'except some ancient 
tricks),* (new sticks I 

New white-sticks, gold-slicks, broom-sticks, alt 
With vests or ribbons, deck'd alike in hue. 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in blue: 
So saitb the muse I my , what say you ? t 
Such was the time when Waits might best 
maintain 

Her new preferments in this novel reign ; 

^Hicb was (he time, nor ever yet was such : 
Hoops are hc mprt, and petticoats net much; 
Morw and minuets, virtue and her stays. 

And teU'tale powder— all have had their days. 
The ball begins— the honours of the house 
First duly done by daughter or by spouse. 

Some potentate — or royal or serene— 

With Kent's gay grace, or sapient Glo'sier's 
mien, 

Leads forth the ready dame, whose rising flush 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush. 
From where the gaxb just leaves the bosom free. 
That spot where hearts were once supposed 
lobe;? 

Round all the confines of the yielded waist. 

The stranger's hand may wander undisplaced : 
The lady's in return gwp as much 
As princely paunches offer to ner touch, (trip. 
Pleased round the chalky floor how well they 
One hand reposing on the royal hip ; 

The other to the shoulder no less royal 
Ascending with aflection truly loyal I 
'thus front to front the partners move or sianrl. 
The foot may rest, but none wiihdraw ihe hand ; 
And all in turn may follow in their rack. 

The Earl of— Asterisk— and Lady— Blank : 
Sir— Such 'S* one— with those of fashion's host. 
For whose blest surnames— v/dx htprniHg Fvst 
(Or if for that impartial print too late, 
bearch Doctors' Commons six months from uiv 
date)— 

'Thus all and each. In movement swift or slow. 
The genial contact gently undergo ; 

Tills- me might marvel, with the modest Turk. 
If * nothing follows all this palming work.'l 


**i vA/ / ' Who 

10 tho 'Mcfry 
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Tnxe, bonest MirzA f-^you may trust my rbynw— 
Something does follow at a filter time ; 

The breast thus publicly resign'd to man 
In private may resist him— if it can. 

O ye who loved our grandmothers of yore, 
Filipatrick, Sheridan, and many more I 
And thou, ray prince I whose sovereign taste 
and will 

It is to love the lovely beldaraes still ! {sprite 
lliou ghost of Queensberry t whose judging 
Satan may spare to peep a single night, 
Pronounce— if ever in your days of blhs 
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this ; 

To teach the young ideas how to rise, 

Flush in the cheek, and languish in the eyes ; 

R ush to the heart , and I ighten Ih rough the frame. 
With haU'told wish, and ill-dl$sembled flame : 
For prurient nature still will storm the breast — 
Who, tempted thus, can answer for the rest ? 

But ye— who never fell a single thought. 

For what our morals are to be, or ought ; 

Who wisely wish the charms you view to reap, 
bay— would you make those beauties quite so 
cheap? 


Hot from the hands promiscuously applied. 
Round the slight waist, ordown the glovnng side, 
Where were (he rapture then to cl^ the form 
From (his lewd gra^aod lawless contact warm ? 
At once love's most endearing thought resign, 
To press the band so press'd by none but tbine ; 
To gase upon (hat eye which never met 
Another s ardent look without regret ; 

Approach (he Lip which all, without restraint, 
Come near enough— if not to touch — to taint ; 
If such thou lovest — love her then no more. 

Or give— like her — caresses to a score ; 

Her mind with these is gone, and with it go 
The little lefi behind it to butow. 

Voluptuous Walts ! and dare I thus blaspheme? 
Thy b^ forgot thy praises were his (heme, 
lerpsichore, forgive I— at every ball 
Kly wife nffv> waltres— and my daughters thcll; 
\My son— (or Slop— 'tis needless to inquire — 
These little accidents should ne’er transpire ; 
Some ages hence our genealogic tree 
Will wear as green a bough for him as me)— 
Walt ting shall rear, to make our name amends. 
Grandsons for me— in heirs to all his friends* 
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PREFACE, 

^ It bath been wisely said, that * Ooe fool tnakes many \ ' and it bath been poedcaBy 
observed— 

'TBal bvbrmife 1» woe fear » uaiA*— POf. 

If Mr Southey had not rushed la where he bad no business, and where be never wes 
and never will 1 m again, the follovring poem would not have been written. It is not imposabie 
(hat it may be as good as bis own. seeing that it cannot, by any spedes of stupidity, natural or 
acquired, be vfom. The gross ftatiery, the dull impudence, the renegade intolemnce, ana 
immous cant, of the poem by tbe author of 'Wat TyW,' are something so stupendous as to 
form (he sublime of himself— containing tbe quintessence of his own attributes. 

So much for bis poem— a word on his pr«a«. In this preface U has pleased “c m^a* 
himous Laureate to draw the picture of a supposed 'Satanic School, the which he aoin 
recommend to the notice of the Legislature ; thereby adding to his other laurels the 
those of an informer. If there esdsls anywhere, except in his imaginaUon, such a school, is ne 
not safficiently armed against it by his own intense vanity ? The truth r that Ihw axe ce^ 
wrliere whom Mr S. imagines, like bcmo. (o have 'talked of htm; for they laughed 
coosucnedly.' 
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I think 1 know enough of roo$t of the writei5 to whom be b supposed lo aitude, to assert, 
that they. In their individual capacities, have done more good, in the chaiities of life, to tiicir 
fdlow-creatur^ In any one ytn, than Mr Southey has done harm to himself by his absurdities 
in his whole life ; and this is saying a great deal. But I have a few questions to ask. 
istly. Is Mr Southey the author of IVat Tyltr f 

idlyy Was be not refused a remedy at law by the highest Judge of hb beloved England 
because it was a blasphemous and seditious publication ? 

entitled by William Smith, in full Parliament, * a rancorous renegado ‘ ? 

^ M^y. Is be not Poet Laureate, with hb own lines on Martin the regicide staring him in the 

And ithly. Putting the four preceding items together, with what conscience dare he call the 
alien Ijon of the laws lo the publications of others, be they what they may ? 

1 say nothing of the cowardice of such a proceeding ; its meanness speaks for itself : but I wish 
to touch upon the moitve, which is neither more nor less than that Mr S. has been laughed at 
a little >n some recent publications, as he was of yore in the AnU-Jaeohin by his present patrons. 
Hence all this ' skimble«scamble stuff' about • balanlc,' and so forth. However, it is wonhv of 
h im— ' qua hs ah inetpto. ' 

if (here is anything obnoxious to the political opinions of a poriioo of the public in ihe 
following poem, they may thank Mr Southey. He might have written hexameters, as he has 
wmien everything else, for aught that the writer cared -had they been upon another subject. 
But to ai tempt lo canonise a monarch who. whatever were his household virtues, was neither a 

as several years of his reign passed in war with 
Araenca and Ireland, lo say nothing of the aggression upon France.— like all other exaggera- 
^ opp«»ion. In whatever manner he may be spoken of In this new Vision. 

taWffmffK ^ favourably transmitted by history. Of his private virtues 

ialthough a little expensive to the nation) there can be no doubt. 

ahimi «P«™»'ural j«r»onages treated of. I can only say that I know as much 

1 hM# *1^^ 1 man) have a better right to talk of them than Robert Southey. 

I nave aJSO treated them mar» iAi*p««fiu 'Tk^ 2 - ^ 



QUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

wim wWeh obiecionable to the frMdom 

uDon ® *!' persons discourse in liiis Vision. But. for precedents 

Ih^vff^s^f riS Pl«Wmg's Journey /rom this Worid to the next, and to 

to o^e ihL Qwvedo, m Spanish or translated. The reader is also requested 

li carefully ‘^k.*** “fwn of discussed ; that the jwrsoo of the Deity 

Iho^ Sew? to if who haS 

to* are cases in iMinr nf works above referred 

in works not Intended tobS ? ^ permitted to converse 

* «ply”w •!?' > «»der.lan<l. 

have acquired a Uttle^nwe iudFiMni*^iJlS^ faculties will in tbe mean time 



fegtlve lyrics upon the sirength^of a poenTcaifed^^ K'"' oppearclh, one of his 
C^ir the aforesaid Savage Candor u 8 ^ • suppose that in this same 

ttgicM no less a person Kan (ha hAP^J^'^ j fP*” cognomen) putleth into the infernal 
the Third l See aKh<^ jSsSSil heaven, -yea. even George 

hU portrait of our late becometh, when he hath a mind, The following U 


•>« ih*d«ar termi «c«0», .t hi» ,«,««. eaM «v 

UaMwd 1 e<iipu» 
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*Ab«.0Ui«1 

tbcrto bore U«» bat tke bre«4 •eeani 

laeks^ Me* UlfM^ frea MrtlM*A* 

* He w«» venter, tbtt, feex’d tAe c«^ * 

*C<bn. beirar'4 tW 4«aeae. «be (Odi. 

Tbewrb tfeca tad rod hk deOy ^ ed»t«d : 

Aed gee ee wentor. yet »kr thtwateil bra 
^•eoder'd. es keocs te ciertUe e 
Aadibe une creepy eed eeU ceSKke— 
uh. — ed loeMiM I ewcu'd. edered ] ~ 

<Wi>, p ai 


[omit noticing some edifying IihyphalUcs of Savagius. wishing to keep the proper veil over 
Aem, if bis grave but somewhat indiscreet worehippet will suffer it ; but certainly these teachers 
of ' great moral lessons/ are apt to be found in strange company. 


r. 

^ Saint PsTtR sat by the celestial ^e : 

His keys were rusty, and the lock was dull, 

So little trouble had been given of late : 

Not that the place by any means was full. 

But since the Gallic era * eighty-eight,’ 

The devils had ta*en a longer, stronger pull. 
And * a pull all together/ as they say 
At sea— which drew most souls another way. 

Jt. 

^ Ibe angels all were singing out of tune, 

And hearse with having little else to do, 
excepting to wind up the sun and moon. 

Or curb a runaway young star or two. 

Or wild colt of a comet, whKh too soon 
Broke out of bounds o'er the ethereal blue, 
SpUtiing some planet with its playful tail, 

As boats are sometimrs by a wanton whale. 

in. 

The guardian seraphs had retired on high, 
Kinding iheir charges past all care below ; 
I'errestrial business uM’d nought in the sky 
bave the recording angel's black bureau ; 
Who found. Indeed, the faeu to multiply 
With such rapidity of viee and woe, 

\ Ibat he had stripp’d off both his wings in quills. 
And yet was in arrear of human Ills. 

IV. 

His business so augmented of late yean. 

That he was forced, against his will no doubt 
(lust like those cherubs, earthly ministers), 

Kor some resource to (urn himself about. 

And claim the help of his celestial peers. 

To aid him ere he should be quite Worn out 
By the increased demand for hU remarks : 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his 
clerks. 

V. 

Thiswas a handsome board-at least for Ir^vcn; 

And yet they had even then eooi^h to do, 

So many conquerors’ cart were daily dnven, 

So many kingdoms fitted up Mew ; 

Each day, too. slew its thousamto 

nn at the crowning carnage, Waiew 

Ibey threw their pens "STrfmi 

I be page was so besmear d with blood and dust 


VI, 

lliis by the way ; ’tis not mine to record 
What angels shrink from : even the very devil 
On this occasion his own work abhorr'd, 

So surfeited with the infernal revel : 

Though he himself bad sharpen'd every sword. 
It almost quench'd his innate (hirst of evil. 
Here Satan's sole good work deserves Inser* 
lion— 

Tis. that be has both generab In reversion.) 

VII. 

Let’s skip a few short years of ho)low peace. 

Which peopled eaiin no better, he)l m wont. 
And heaven none — they form the tyrant 8 lease. 
With nothing but new names subscribed 
upon’t: 

Twin one day finish i meantime they inerwse, 
With seven heads and ten horns, and all in 
front. 

Like bnint John’s fore i old beast ; but 
Lets formidable in the head than horn. iDern 
^ Vltl. 

In the first year of freedom’s second dawn 
[Med George the Third ; although no (yranh 

Wh^lelded tyrantt, till each senw withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun ; 

A better fanner ne'er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse king never left n realm undone I 
He died— but left bli subjeds still behlrid. 

One half as mad— and t’other no less blind. 

IX. 

He died I his death made no great stir on earm : 
His burial made some pomp; there was pro 

Of velvet, gilding, biass, and no 8T«l 
Of aught but tears— save those shed by w 

lUMOD. , 1 *®'*''* 

For these things may be bought at their true 
Of elegy there was the due infusion— 

Bought also; and the torches, cloaks, nno 
banners. 

Heralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, 

X. 

Form'd a sMulchral melodra/ne. Of all 
The fools who Hock'd to swell cf see the tfiom 


lS2t, 
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Who and about the corpse ? llie funeral 
^ Made (he attraction, and the black the woe. 
lliece throbb'd not there a thought which 
pierced the pall : 

And when the gorgeous cocfin was laid low. 

It seem'd the mockery of be!l to fold 
‘*The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 

XI. 

So mix his body with the dust I It might 
Return to what it musf far sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its way back Into earth, and fire, and air ; 

But (he unnatural balsams merely blight 
What nature made him at his birth, as bare 
As the mere million’s base unmummied day— 
Yet all his spices but prolong decay. 

XII. 

He's dead— and upper earth with him has done * 
He’s burled ; save the undertaker's bUI, 

Or lapidary scrawl, the world has gone 
For him. unless he left a German will. 

But where's the proctor who will ask his son ? 
.In whom his qualities are reigning still. 

II Except that household virtue, most uncommon, 
y Of constancy to a bad, ugly woman. 

Xltl. 

' God save the king I' It is a large economy 
In God to save the like ; but if He will 
« “^Ing. ail the better ; for not one am I 
Of those who think damnation better still : 

1 hardly know, too, if not quite alone am I 
' B In this small hope of bettering future ill 
Bv circumscribing, wUh some slight restriction 
The eternity of heU's hot jurisdiction. 

XIV. 

1 this Is unpopular ; I know 


In short, a roar of things extremely great, 
N^ich would have made all save a saint 
exclaim : 

But he. with first a start and then a wink. 

Said, ' There's another star gone out. 1 think I ' 

xvti. 

But ere he could return to his repose. 

A clwrub flapp'd his right wing o'er his eyes-^ 
At which Saint Peter yawn'd, and cubb’d his 
nose ; 

* Saint porter.' said (he angel. * prithee rise ! ' 
Waving a goodly wing, which glow’d, as glows 
An earthly peacock's tail, with heavenly dyes : 
To which the Saint replied, 'Well, uhats the 
maiter 

Is Lucifer come back with all this datler 
xvtii. 

No,* quoth the clierub ; ' George the Third Is 
dead.' (apostle; 

*And who is George the Third ?' replied the 
iVMaf Gtprgtf What Third t' ‘The king 
of England.' said (jostle 

The angel. ' Well ! he won't find kings to 
Him on his way ; but does he we.ir his bead? 

Because the last we saw here had n iiis^le, 
And ne'er vrould have got into heaven s goo<l 
graces, 

Had he not flung his head In all our faces. 


He was. if I remember, king of France ; 

That head of his. which could not keep a 
crown 

On earth, yet ventured in my face to advance 
A claim to those of martyrs— like my own * 

If 1 had had my sword, as I had once 
When 1 cut ears off. i had cut him down ; 


Tls blasphemous ; 1 know one may be damn’d But having but my htys, and not my brand. ' 
for nopiof no one else may e'er be so ; I only knock'd his head from out his hand. 

«^hUm ; I know we're cramm'd x/ w 

W th the hat docinoes till we quite o'erfiow : .... V XX. 

I know that all save England’s church have ^ * headless howl, 

A shamm'd ; That all the saints came out and look him in ; 

V And that the other twice two hundred churches Paul, cheek Iw jowl ; 

And mngogues have made a damn'd bad our. fellow Paul— the parvenu I The skin 

chase. ^ Of Saint Bartholomew, which makes his cowl 

XV. In heaven, and upon earth redeem’d his sm, 

God help us all I God helo rn« iaa 1 f So as to make a m vtyr, never sped 

j knows, u helpless m the’devll^ean wish wooden head, 

more dlfficuit to damn. ' xxi. 

Or to ‘ ^ had It »me up here upon Its shoulders. 

Not that I’m fii Would have been a different (ale to tell ; 

As one dS Im ^ fellow-feeling In the saints beholders 

Of them like a spell ; 

almost everybody bom to die. And so this very foolish head heaven soMeri 

XVI. Back 00 Its trunk : it may be very well. 

Saint Peter sat by (be celestial seems the custom here to overthrow 

And nodded o’er hla kevs ' u Whatever has been wisely done below,' 

A wondrous noise he hidnJt’hiSdlk Ut^ xxti. 

flameT ^ and The angel answer'd. ’ Peter I do not pout ; 

The king who comes has head and all entire. 
9 
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Aod never knsK* much nbat U was about^ 

He did as do(h (he puppet— by its wire. 

And will be judged like all (he rest, no dou^ : 

My business and your own i$ not to inquire' 
Into such matters, but to mind our cue — 

Which is to act as we axe bid (o do.' 

XXtll. 

While thus they spake, the angelic caravan. 

Arriving Uke a rush of nighty wind, 

Cleaving the fields of space, as doth the swan 
Some silver stream (say Ganges. Nile, or Inde, 

Or Thames, or IVeed), and midst them an old 
man , . 

With an old 'soul, and both extremely blind, 
Halted before the gate, and In his shroud 
Seated their fellowdraveller on a cloud. 

XX tv. 

I But bringing up the rear of this bright host, 

A Spint of a diflerent aspect waved 
His wings. Uke thunder-clouds above some coast 
Whose barren beach with frequent WTccks is 
paved ; 

His brow was Uke the deep when (empest-toss a ; 
Fierce and unfathomable thoughts engraved 
I Eternal wrath on his immortal face. 

' And vthtrt he gated, a gloom pervaded space* 

XXV. 

As he drew near, he gated upon the gate 
Ne’er to be enter’d more by him or Sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hale. 

As made St Peter wish himself within : 

He patter’d with his keys at a great rate. 

And sweated through his apostolic skin : 

Of course bis perspiration was but ichor, 

Or some such other spiritual Uquor. 

XXVI. 

The very cherubs huddled all together. 

Like birds when soars the falcon : and (hey 
A tingling to the (ip of even feather, [felt 
And form’d a circle bke Orion's belt 
Around (heir poor old charge ; wbo scarce knew 
whither [dealt 

His guards bad led him, though they gently 
With royal manes (for by many stories, 

|| And true, we learn (be angels all are Tories). 

XXVIJ. 

As thbgs were in this posture, (he gate flevr 
Asunder, a&d the flasbiog M its binges 
Flung over space an universal hue 
Of tDaay<o!oui'd dame, until its tinges 
Reach'd even our speck of earth, and made a new 
Aurora borealis spread its fringes 
O'er tbe North Pole ; (he same seen, when ice- 
bound, 

By Captain Pany's crew, in ' Melville’s Sound.’ 
XXVIIT. 

And from (he gate thrown open issued beaming 
A b^utiful and mighty Thing of Light, 


Radiant with glory, like a banner streaming 
VKtemous from some world • o’erth rowing 
fight: 

My poor comparisons must i>eed$ be teeming 
With earthly likenesses, for here the night 
Of clay obscures our b^t conceptions, saving 
ohanna Southcote, or Bob Southey raving. 

xxrx. 

Twas ihe archangel Michael : all men know 
The make of angels and archangels, unce 
I There’s scarce a scribbler has not one to show. 
Prom the fiends’ leader to the angels' prince 
I There also are some altar-pieces, thoi^h 
I really can’t say that they much evince 
I One’s inner notions of immortal spirits : 

I But let (he connoisseurs explain /Aiir merits. 

XXX. 

Michael flew forth in glory and in good, 

A gwlly work of Him from whom all glory 
And good arise ; the portal pass’d— he stood ; 
Before him the young cherubs and saints 
hoary— 

I (I say yaunf, begging to be understood 

By looks, itot years, and should be very sorry 
I To Slate, they were not older than S( Peter, 

But merely that they seem’d a Utile sweeter). 

XXXI. 

I The cherubs and the mints bow’d dow n before 
That archangel ic hierarch, Ihe first 
I Of essences angelical, w ho w ore 

The aspect of a god ; but this ne’er nursed 
Pride in his heavenly bosom, in whose core 
No thought, save for his Maker’s service, durst 
Intrude, however glorified and high ; 

He knew him but the viceroy of the sky. 

xxxn. 

He and the sombre silent Spirit met— 

They knew each other both for good and ill 5 
Such was their power, that neilber could fo^t 
His former fnend and future foe ; but still 
There was a high, immorul, proud rtgrej 
In either’s eye, as If 'iwere less their will 
Than desliny to make (he eternal years 
Tbrir date of war, and (heir ehamf tue 
spheres. 

XXXMI. 

But here they were in neutral space 1 we knew 
From Job, that Satan hath the power to pay 
A beavcoly visit (hrice a year or so ; 

And that ‘ the sons of ued. Uke those of 
Must keep him company ; and we might snow 
From the same btwk, in how polite a way 
The dialogue is held between the powers 
'Of Good and EvU-but ’twould l-ke up 

XXXIV. 

I And this is DOt a theologic tract ^ 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabia 
If Job be allegory or a fart. 

But a true narrative ; and thus 1 pi» 
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From out (be whole but such aod eucb aa &cL 
As sets aside the slightest (bought oT trick. 
Tis every little true, beyond suspicion, 

And accurate as any otiUr vision. 

v' XJCXV. 

The spirits were in neutral space, before 
‘1 he gate of heaven : like eastern thresholds is 
The place where Death s grand cause is argued 
o cr, ® 

And souls despatch’d to that world or to this; 
And therefore Michael and the other wore 
1 A civil aspect ; though they did not kisv 
ei still between his Darkness and his Brightness 
1 here pass d a mutual gUnce of great poUieness. 
xxxvt. 

The Archangel bow’d, not like a modem beau 
But with a graceful Oriental bend ' 

Pic«mg one radiant a*m just where below 
I he h«ri In good men is supposed to tend 
He turn d « to an equal, not too low, 

But kindly ; Satan met his ancient friend 

«^Ki! « ttlghe an old Castilian 

Poor noble meet a mushroom rich civilian. 

XXXVCI. 

7 Me merely bent his diabolic brow 

An insianl ; and then raising it, he stood 
In act to assert his right or wrong, and sliow 

^oflhoufd^ no means could 

Make out a case to be exempt from woe 

‘'menrio"s“*^ " 1 ™n» 

WIjo long have * paved bell with gdoS^io. 

XXXVIII. 

«i>h ihi* 

•Ince his mortal race began 

»/? ? Speak I a^do 

If t be to : If in this earthly sj«?^ fCtni 

hI duitL^ W fulfil 

His duties is a king and mortal, say 

And he js thine ; i/^not, let him have way.* 

xxxrx. 

'Wchaeir repUrtihePrinceof Air '.woW 

I cUlm my : .nd wiU m«ke apV.S?^ 

e ” L worshipper In 

So shall he be in spirit, although dear ' 

To tliee and ihme. because nor wine nor lust 

J yet <» the throw 
He reign d o er millions to serve me alunc. 

XL. 

4 ' I^k to <urr Mrth. or mtber mint .• it was. 

th y Masier’i : but I Iriuo^^ 

• •NossisUftta# cowwarsw _ — 

MSdblt •/ tb« Mbapoy nitaM 

“ Sit, bell b pevei rtSTfoi WjSSST-^** * 




lolh«_,IwrpUDet’s conquest; nor, alas, 

Need He thou servest envy me my lot : 

With all (he myriads of bright worlds which pass 
In worship round Him, He may have forgot 
Yon weak creation of such paltry things • 

1 Ihmk few worth damnation save their kings,— 

XLI. 

‘ And these but as a kind of quit *7001, to 
Assert my right as lord ; and even bad 

* »®? tnclmatioo. '(were (as you fbad. 
XK . L* » superfluous : they are grown so 
I hat hell has nothing belter left to do 

Than leave them to themselves I so much 
more mad 

And evil by their own iniemal curse, 

He^ cannot make them better, nor I worse. 

J^r XLit, 

'• '?? and say again : 

''fwr woni> * helpless, weak, 

Began in yt»(h‘s first bloom and flush to reign, 
I he world and he both wore adilTerent form, 
Aiid much of earri* and all the watery plain 

storm" ’ Ih rough many a 

SS .k*” bad floated on the abyss of time ; 

For the rough virtues chose them for their clime. 

y xLiJt. 

' ?">«'>? i he leaves It old : 

*J*v- his realm, 

Aim left it . and hts annals too behold 

wilfli® ‘ *be helm : 

”xk ^ • 'birst for gold, 

V*"’ but overwhelm 

The rneanest hearts ; and for the rest, but 
Thme eye along America and France, fglancc 

XLIV. 

* TA*™®* to last 

wprkmen saf^ j but as a tool 

Of ^ consumed. From out the past 
oP since mankind have known the rule 

Of sm and slaughter— from the Csesam’ school 

cumber’d with 

y^LV. 

* *lf with freedom and the free ; 

Nations as men. home subjects, foreign foea 

So that they utter'd the word • Uber^ P ^ 
^ thdr first opponent 

ever stain’d as his will be 
with natlomd and individual woes 
grant his household abstinence ; I grant 
His neutral virtues, which most monnrehs vrani • 


* LerdfiM^ 
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XLVC. 


' I know he was a constant consort ; own 
He was a decent sire, and middling lord. 

All (his is much, and most upon a throne : 

His temperance, if at Apicius* board. 
t$ more than at an anchorites supper shown. 

1 grant him all (he kindest can accord : 

And this was well for him. but not for those 
Millions who found him what oppreswon chose. 

n/ xlvji. 

' The New World shook him off : the Old yet 
groans 

Beneath what he and his prepared, if not 
Completed : he leaves heirs on many thrones 
To all his vices, without what begot 
Compassion for him— his tame virtues ; drones 
Who sleep, or despots who have now forgot 
A lesson which shall be retaught them, wake 
Upon the thrones of earth ; but let them quake I 

XLVtIt. 

• Five millions of the primitive,* who hoW 
The faith which makes ye great on earth, im- 
plored 

A part of that vast e// they held of old— 
Freedom to worship— not alone your Lord. 
Michael, but you. and you. Saint Peter I Cold 
Must be your souls, if you have not abhorrd 
Tht foe to Catholic partlclpetioa 
In all the licence of a Christian nation. 

XUX. 

•True ! he allow’d them to pray God : but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused the law 
Which would have placed them upon the same 
base («'*** 

With those who did not hold the saints m 
But here Saint Peter started from his place, 

And cried. ‘ You may the prisoner withdraw ; 
Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelph, 
While I am guard, may I be damn d myself I 

L. 

• Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 
My office (and Ais is no sinecure), 

Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 
The asure fields of heaven, of that be sure 1 
‘Saint r replied Satan, • you do well to avenge 
The wronp he made your satellites endure ; 
And if to this exchange you should be given. 
rU try to coax aur Cerberus up to heaveo. 

LT. 

Here Michael Interposed : ' Good saint 1 and 

Prey, net so fast ; you both outrun discretiw 
Saint Peter 1 you were wont to be more avil : 

Satan I excuse this warmth of bis expression. 
And condescension to the vulgar s levd : 

Even saints sometimes forget themselves in 
session. 


KMifi cub^Sca 


Have you not more to say? — ‘No.’ — ‘If you 
ril trouble you to call your witnesses.' (please, 

L!I. 

Then Satan turn'd and waved his swarthy hand, 
Which stirr’d with its electric qualities 
Clouds farther off than we can understand. 

Although we find him sometimes in our skies; 
Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In all (he planets, and hell's batteries 
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 
As one of Satan’s most sublime inventions. 

Lilt. 

This was a signal unto such damn’d souls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 
Extended far beyond the mere controls 
Of worlds past, present, or to come : noslauon 
Is theirs particularly in the rolls 
Of Hell assign’d ; but where their inclination 
Or business carries (hem in search of game, 
They may range freely— being damn’d the same. 

L(V. 

They're proud of ihii— as very well they may, 

It being a sort of knighihoM, or gilt key 
Stuck in their loins ; or like to an entri 
Up the back stairs, or such freemasonry. 

1 borrow my comparisons from clay. 

Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be 
Offended wiih such base low likenesses ; 

We know their posts are nobler far than these. 

LV. 

When (he great signal ran from heaven to hell^ 
A^t ten million limes (he distance reckon d 
From our sun to its earth, as we can tell 
How much time it takes up, even to a ^ono. 
For every ray that travels to dispel [betCOT d, 
The fogs of London, through which, dimly 
The weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year, 

If that the jumtrur is not too severe. 

LVI. 

I say that ! can tell— '(was half a minute : 

I know (he solar beams take up more lime ^ 
Ere, pack’d up for their journey, (hey begin it , 
But then (heir telegraph is less sublime : 

And if they ran a race, they would not win It 
’Gainst Satan’s couriers oound for tbeirown 
clime. 

The sun takes up some years for every ray 
To rttch its goal— the devil not half a day. 

LVII. 

Upon the verge of space, about the site 
Of half-a-cro wn, a U tile speck appw d 
(Fve seen a something like it in the skl» 

In the /Egean. ere a squalU I it neard, 

And. growing Wgger, look another g'u** * 

Like an aerial aip, it tack d and steer d. 

Or WAj steer’d (I am doubtful of the 
Of the last phrase, which makes the stansa 
stammer : 
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LVllT. 

But t^ke your chcnce) ; and then it grew a cloud ; 

And so H was— A cloud ol witnesses. 

But such a cloud I No land ere saw a crowd 
Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw these : 
They shadow' d with their myriads space ; their 
loud 

And varied cries were like those of wild geese 
(tr nations may be Liken'd to a goose). 

And realised the phrase of ' hen broke loose.' 

LIX. 

Here crash'd a sturdy oath of stout John Bull, 
Who damn'd away his ey^as hcretc^ore : 
There Paddy brogued ’By Jaaus*'—' What's 
your wall?' (ghost swore 

The temperate Scot exclaim'd : the French 
In certain terms I shan’t iranslate in full, 

As (he first coachman will ; and midst the war 
The voice of Jonathan was heard to express 
' Our President is going to war, I guei* 

LX. 

Besides, there were the Spaniard. DuUh. and 
Dane ; 

In short, an universal shoal of shades. 

From Otaheite's isle to Salisbury Plain, 

Of all climes and professions, years and trades. 
R«dy to swear against the good king's reign 
Bitter as club* in cards are against spadn : 
^ summon d by this grand ‘subpana.' to 
Try If kings mayn’t be damn'd like me or you. 

LXI. 

When Michael saw this host, he first grew pale 

He turn d all colours— as a peacock's taiF 

In Gothic skylight 

iKH Stale. 

Or dlsuni lightning on the horiton ^ night 
Or a fresh rainbow, or a grand review^ ® 

Of thirty regimenu in red. green, and blue. 

LXIt. 

Then ho address’d himself to Satan : • Whv 
^ihwjh "" "* *wh I deem 

Our dlffereiit parties make us fight so she 
I ne cr mista^ you for a firLa/f^^: 

0^ difference is p^luUal. and I 

Trust that, whatever may occur below 
You know my great respect for you - 2^ this 
Makes me regret whate'er you 

LXtII. 

‘ Why, rny dear Lucifer, would you abuse 
witnesses ? I did iw mST 
Tto y™ should talf of «r,h ,nd hell^uce - 
Tls even superfluous, since twobooMLcieaft* 

Our time, nay, our eiernlly. between 
Til* aceuwtioft and defence : If we 
Hear Iwiu siretchot^ ujiro<«aUty.' 


LXJV. 

Satan replied, * To me the matter is 
Indifferent, in a personal point of view : 

I can have fifty better souls than this [through 
With far less trouble than we have gone 
Already ; and 1 merely argued his 

Late Ma^ty of Britain’s case with you 
lipon a point of form : you may dispose 
Of him ; I’ve kings enough below, God knows 1 
LXV. 

Thus spoke the Demon (late call'd ' muliifaced* 
By muho*scribbling Southey). ’Then we II call 
One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Around our congress, and dispense with all 
The rest,’ quoth Michael: ’Who may be so 
graced (wlio shall 

As to speak first? there's choice enough— 
It be ?' Then Satan answer'd, 'There are 
many ; 

But you may choose Jack Wilkes as well as any. 

LX VI. 

A merry, cock-eyed, curiousdooking sprite 
Upon the insiain started from the throng, 
Gross'd in a fashion now forgotten quite ; 

For all the fashions of the flesh stick long 
By people In the next world ; where unite 
All the costumes since Adam's, rlehi or 
wrong, 

From Eve's fig-leaf down to the petticoat, 
Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 

Lxvri. 

The spirit look'd around upon the crowds 
Assembled, and exclaim’d. ' My friends of all 
I The spheres, we shall catch cold amongst these 
' clouds : 

So let’s to business : why this general call f 
If (hose are freeholders 1 see In shrouds. 

And 'tis for an election (hat ihey bawl. 

Behold a candidate with untum d coat I 
Saint Peter, may I count upon your vote ?' 

LXVltl. 

’Sir,’ replied Michael, 'you mistake; these 
things 

Are of a former life, and what we do 
Al»ve is more august ; to judge of kings 
Is the tribunal met : so now you know.’ 
e gentlemen with wings, 

Said Wilkes, ‘are cherubs; and that soul 
, ^ [mind 

I^ks much like George the Third, but (o my 
A good deal older— Bless met is he blind ? ' 

LXtX. 

' He b what you behold him, and hb doom 
i)epend5 upon hb deeds, the Angel said- 
' If you have aught to arraign in him, the tomb 
Gives licence to the humblest beggar's head 
To lift iiself against the lefiiesL'— * Some 
Saw Wilkes, •don’t wait to sea them laid io 
lead 
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?or euch a liberty — and I, for ooe, 

Have toM them wha( I thought beoeatb the 
sun/ 


utx. 

* A bine the sun repeat, (heo, what thou hast 

To urge against him/ said the Archangel. 
•Why,* 

Replied the spirit, '^nce old scores are past, 
Must I turn evidence? In faith, not I. 
Besides, I beat him hollow at the last. 

With all his Lords and Commons : id theslty 
1 don't like ripping up old stories, since 
His conduct was but natunl in a prince. 

LX XI. 

* Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 

A poor unlucky devil without a shilling ; 

But then I blame the man himself much less 
Than Bute and Grafton \ * and shall be un* 
willing 

To see him punish'd here for their excess. 

Since they were both damn'd long ago, and 
still in 

Their place below : for me. I have forgiven. 
And vote his habeas eorfat into heaven.* 

LXXTt. 

•Wilkes.' said the Devil. • t understand all this; 

You turn'd to half a courtier ere you died. 
And seem lo think it would not be amiss 
To grow a whole one on the other side 
Of Charon's ferry : you forget that his 
Reign Is concluded ; whatsoe'er betide. 

He won't be sovereign more : you've lost your 
labour. 

For at the best he will but be your neighbour, 
txxiit. 

* However, I knew what to think of It, 

When I beheld you in your Jesting way, 
FlUllng and whispering round about the sf^t 
Where Belial, upon duty for (he day. 

With Fox's lard was basting William Pitt, 

KIs pupil : I knew what to think. I say : 

'fhat fellow even in hell breeds further ills : 

I'U have him 'twas one of his own bills. 

LXXIV. 

' Call Junius (' From the crowd a shadow stalk'd. 

And At (he name there was a general squeeze. 
So lhat the very ghosts no longer walk'd 

in comfort, at their own aerial ease, [balk'd. 
But were all ramm'd, and jamm'd [but to be 
As we shall see), and Jostl^ hands and knees, 
Like wind compress'd a^ pent within a bladder. 
Or like a human colic, which is sadder. 

LXXV. 

The shadow camera tail, thin, grey^air'd 
ligure. 

That look'd as it bad been a shade od earth ; 
Quick in its motions, with an air of vigour, 

But nought to mark its breeding or Its birth : 


Now it wax'd little, then again grew bigger, 
AWth now an air of gloom, or savage mirth ; 
But as you gazed upon its features, they 
ChangM every instant — lo what, none could say. 

LXXVI. 

The more intently the ghosts gazed, the less 
Could they distinguish whose the features 
were ; 

'The Devil himself seem'd puzzled even to guess ; 
They varied like a dream— now here, now 
there : 

And several people swore from out the press. 
They knew him perfectly ; and one could sw^ 
He was bis father : upon which another 
Was sure he was his mother's cousin's brother : 

LXXVII. 

Another, that he was a duke, or knight, 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 

A nabob, a man*mklwife ; but the wight 
Mysterious changed his countenance at least 
As oft as they their minds : (hough In full sight 
Ife stood, the puzzle only was increased : 

The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself— he was so volatile and thin. 

LXXVJII. 

The moment that you had pronounced hi 
Presto 1 his face changed, and he was 
another ; 

And when (hat change was hardly well put on, 
It varied, til] I don^t think his own mother 
(If that he had a mother) would her son 
Have known, he shiAed so from one to 
t'other; 

Till guessing from a pleasure grew a (ask. 

At this epistolary ' Iron Mask.^ 

LXXIX. 

For someiirnes be like Cerberus would seem— 

' Three gentlemen at once' {as sagely says 
Good Mrs Malaprop) : then you might deem 
That he was not even Mr .* now many rays 
Were flashing round him ; and now* a (hick steam 
Hid him from sight — like fogs on London 
dw : [fancies, 

'ow Burke, now Tooke. he grew to people's 
And ceries often like Sir PhUip Francis. 

LXXX. 

I've an hypothecs — 'tis quite my own ; 

I never let it out till now, for fear 
Of doing people barm about the throne, 

And injuring some minister or peer. 

On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown : 

It is— my gentle public, lend thine ear 1 
Us that what Junius vre are wont to call 
Was raa//y, nobody at all. 

LXXXI. 

1 don't see wherefore letters should not be 
Written without bands, since we daily view 
'Them written wlthonC beads; and books, we 
see, ♦# 

Are 6U*d as wdl without the latter too : 


• Oeo(|« lIL's MIMtoi, 
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And really (ill we Ax on somebody 

For certain sure to claim them as bis due. 
Their aulhor, like (he Niger's mouth, will 
bother 

The world to say If tturt be mouth or author. 
Lxxxir. 

* And who and what art (hou? ' the Arcbaneel 

said. ® 

^ * For that you may consult my title-page,' 

Replied this mighty shadow of a shade : 

* If 1 have kept my secret hatf an age, 

I scarce shall tell it now. ' * Const thoa apbraid ' 
Continued Michael. ‘George Rex, oraJU^e 
Aught further?' Junius answer'd, *Yon sod 
better 

First ask him for his answer to toy letter : 
uixxni. 

* ^ charges upon record will outlast 
The bn^ of lioth his epitaph and tomb.' 

'Repent'st diou not.' said Michael, 'of some 

past 

Bxa«ertiion } Something which may doom 
TlwK if false, as him if true ? Thou wast 
Too bitter— is k not to ?— in thy gloom 
Of passion?' ‘Passion!' cried the phantom 

• I loved my country, and I hated him. (dim, 

LXXXIV. 

' mat I have written, I have written : let 

Old Nomlnis Umbra and while speaking yet. 

Away he melted in celesiUl smoke. 

Then Satan said to Michael. • Don't forget 
To caU George Washington and John Home 
Tooke, •' fheai^ 

And Franklin.' _ But at this time then? was 
A cry for room, though not a phantom stirr d. 

LXXXV. 

At length with Jostling, elbowing, and (he aid 
Of cherubim appointed to that post 
The devil Asmodcus to the circle made 
His way, and look'd as if his Jouroev coat 

agheSt Mrcbael ; • why, 'lb not 

ck * 11 *?^ incubus ; • but he 

bball be one. if you leave the affair to me. 

LXXXVt. 

• Confound the renegade 1 I have sprain d 

hes so heavy ; one would think 
^ S?t train'd. 

” bVrSc ^ hovering o'er the 

Of Skiddaw (where as usual it still rain dl 

« A * 

•t And stoopine, caught this fellow at a libel— 
No less OfihLiory than the Holy Bible. 

txxxvti, 

% fonMr b the Devil's Scriptur*. and 

latter yours, g^ Michael : so (be affair 


Belongs to all of us, you undeisUnd. 

I snatch'd him upjust as you see him there. 
And brought him off for sentence out of hand 
I've scarcely been tea minutes in the air— 

At least a quarter it can hardly be ; 

1 dare say that his wife is still at tea. 

txxxviii. 

Here Satan said, * I know this man of old, 

And have expected him for some time here ; 
A sillier fellow you will scarce behold, 

Or more conceited in his petty sphere : 

But surely it was not \v<irth while to ibid 
Such trash below your wing, Asmudeus dear : 
We had (he poor wretch safe (without being 
bored 

With carriage) coming of his own accord, 

LXXXIX. 

‘ But since he's here, let's see what he has done. 

' Done I ' cried Asmo'lcus ; • he anticipates 
The very business you are now' upon, 

And scribbles as if head clerk to (he Fates. 
Who knou's to M hat his ribaldry may run. 
When such an ass as this, like aalaam's, 
prates?* isay ; 

i.et s hear, quoth Michael, *wh,ii he has to 
You know we're bound to (hat in every way,' 

xc. 

Nw (he bard, glad to get an audience, which 
By no means often was his case below. 

Began to cough, and hawk, and hem. and pitch 
His voice Into tha( awful note of woe 
To all unhappy hearers within reach 
Of pocis when the tide of rhyme's in flow : 
But stuck fast with his first hexameter. 

Not one of all whose gouty feet would stir. 

xci> 

But ere (he spavin'd dactyls could be spurr'd 
Into recitative, in great dismay. 

Both cheriibim and seraphi/n were beard 
To murmur loudly through their long array ; 
Am MicWl rose ere he could get a word 
Of all hb founder'd verses under tvay. 

And cried, 'For God's sake stop, my friend; 
Iwere best— 

Wm Di. Aewxnrr— you know (he r»t,' 
XCII. 

^ spread throughout the throng, 

Nvhich seem d to hold all verse In detes»ation: 
i he angels had of course enough of song 
When upon service : and the generatioo 
Of ghosts bad heard too much in Ufe, not loog 
Before, to profit by a new occasion : [what I 
monarch, mute till then, exclaim'd • | 

tyf • come again ? No more— no more of that I ' 
XClIl. 

The tumult grew ; an universal cough 
Convulsed (he skies, as during a debate, 


* C«Mt« III.V Pdo tjaxtato, 
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When Cftstlereagh has 1>een up long enough 
(Before he wa^ Pirat Minister of State. 

1 mean — the slavgj hear how) some cried. 
•Off, offl’ 

As at a force : HU. grown quite desperate. 

The bard Saint Peter pray’d to interpose 
(Himself an author) only for his prose, 
xctv 

The varlet was not an ill-favour d knave : 

A good deal like a vulture in the face. 

With a hook nose and a hawk's eye. which gave 
A smart and sharper-looking sort of grace 
To his whole aspect, which, though rather grave, 
Was by no means so ugly as his case ; 

But that indeed Nvas hopeless as can be. 

Quite a poetic felony sH 
xcv. 

Then Michael blew his trump, and siHl'd the 
noise 

With one still greater, as is yet the mode 
On earth besides : except some grumbling voice 
Which now and then will make a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few will twice 
Lift up their lungs when fairly overcrow’d : 
And now the bard could plead his own bad cause. 
With all the attitudes or self-applause. 

XCV1. 

Ilf said— (1 only give the heads)— he said. 

H e meant no ha rm I n scribbi Ing : *l wts his way 
Upon all topics ; 'twas. besides, his bread. 

Of which he butter’d both sides: ’< would delay 
Too long the assembly (he was plea.s'd to dread), 
And take up rather more time than a day, 

To name bis works— he would but cite a few— 

* Wat Tyler,’ ' Rhymes on Blenheim,’ ‘ Water 
loo.^ 

xevti. 

He had written praises of a regicide : 

He had written praises of all kings whatever 
He had written for republics far and wide, 

And then against them bitterer than ever ( 
For pantisocraey he once had cried 
Aloud— a scheme less moral than ’twas clev^ 
Then grew a hearty anti-JacoWn— [rtin 

Had turn’d bis coat— and would have turn d his 
XCVtll. 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glor^ : he had call’d 
Reviewing ' the ungentle craft, and Chen • 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl’d- 
Fed. paid, and pamper’d by the very men 
By whom hi$ muse and morals had been 
maul’d : (prose. 

He bad written much blank verse, and blanker 
And more of both than anybody knows, 
xctx. 


In two octavo volumes, nicely bound, 

With notes and preface, all that most allures 
The pious purchaser ; and there’s no ground 
For fear, for I can choose my own reviewers 
So let n«e have the proper documents, 

That I may add you to my other saints.' 

c. 

Satan bow'd, and was silent. ^Well, if you 
With amiable modesty decline 
My offer, what says Michael There are few 
Whose memoirs could be render’d more divine 
Mine is a pen of all work ; not so new 
As it was once, but I u-ould make you shine 
Like your own trumpet. By the way, my own 
Has more of brass in it, and is as well blown. 

Cl. 

• But talking about trumpets, here’s my Vision I 
Now you shall judge, all people ; yes, you 
shall 

Judge with my judgment, and by my decision 
Be guided who shall enter heaven or fall. 

I settle all these things by intuition, [and all. 
Times present, past, to come, heaven, hell. 
Like King Alfonso.* When t thus see double, 
I save the Deity some worlds of trouble.’ 

cri. 

He ceased, and drew forih an MS. ; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils, saints. 

Or angels, now coula stop the torrent ; so 
He read the Arat three lines of the contents ; 
But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show 
Had vanish’d, with variety of scents, 
Ambrosial and sulphureous* as they sprang 
Uke lightning, off from his ’ melodious twang ' t 

cm, 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell ; 

The angels Slopp’d their ears and plied their 
Unions : 

The devils ran howling, deafen’d, down to hell ; 
The ghosts ded. gibbering, for their own do* 
minions— 

(For ’t is not yet decided where they dwell, 

And I leave every man to his own opinions) ; 
Michael took refuge in his trump : but, lo, 

His teeth were set on edge, he could not blow 1 

CIV. 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an inmtuous saint, upraised his keys, 
And at the mtb line knock’d (he poet down : 

Who fell Uke Phaeton, but more at ease. 

Into his lake, for there be did not drown ; 

A different web binng by the destinies 
Woven for the Laureate’s Anal wreath, whene’er 
Reform shall happen either here or there. 


He had written Wesley’s life :— here turning 
round 

To Satan. ' Sir, I’m ready to write yours. 


• Sre e/Hfniy a*«>ar H'kiH. 


• Air««s*. BUUer «r iht tTStem. nld Uial 

*tue tebeea CMS«ftceMtk« cr«ir(Mertbe woiM. Ue^ouLO 

ha*« sp*r«d the Mekce »•« i^fvrehtee.* , , . 

t Se«A«to«v*>*eeeMtel(heapf^lBswhlcbdbeppa^ 
■ fih I fiiii liufT mil e mrtmhemi twmiitf: * tt M* 
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cv. 

He first sank to the bottom — like his works. 

But soon rose to the surface^like himself ; 
For all corrupted things are buoy'd like corks,* 
By their own rottenness, light as an elf, 

Or wisp that flits o'er a morass : he lurks. 

It may be. still, like dull books oik a shelf. 

In his own den. to scrawl some * 1 .i fe ' or * Vision, ' 
As Welbom says—* the devil turn'd precisian.' 


cvt. 

As for the rest, (o come to the conclusion 
Of this true dream, the telescope is gone 
Which kept my optics free from all delusion, 
And show'd me what I in my turn have shown ; 
All I saw* further, in the last confusion, |one ; 

Was, that King George slipp'd into heaven for 
And when the lurnult dw indli^ to a ctlm, 

1 left him practising the hundredth psalm. 


THE AGE OF BRONZE; 

0 «. 

CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS HAUD MIRAlilUS. 

* laipv C»»frtstu» AcUH.* 


J The 'g^ old times '—all times when old are 
good— 

^gone ; the pr^nt might be if they would ; 

f g:rearer Still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will : 

A wider spM. a greener field, Is given 

^ *««P* but men 

Have wept eiwugh-for what ?-io weep again ! 
II. 

All \a eaplodcd-be it good or bad. 

remember when thou wert a lad, 

Pitt was all ; or. if not all. so mwh 

w* deem'd him luchf 

We, we have seen the Intellectual race 

1 £.p£ X, 

PWn^ shine the ashes iot glow. 

^ uii «c-, a o^c. 


1 nough Cleopatra s mummy cross the sea 
O'er which from empire she lured Anthony ; 
1 ftough Alexander's urn a show be grown 


* «C iiMunian s wisn, tne Maceflonian s tear ! 
He wept for worlds to conquer— ho If the earth 
Knows not his name, or but his death, and birth. 
And desolation : while his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation, save its peace. 

He • wept for worlds to conquer I * he who ne'er 
Cwceived the globe, he panted not to spnre 1 
Norrheni Isle unknown, 
Which holds bis urn, and never knew his throne, 

U "*• 

vuk *"®dem, mightier f;ir, 

Wfto, born no k 1 ng . made monarchs d ra w his car * 
l^ew besostns, whose unharnessd kings. 
Freed from the bit. believe themselves with 
wings, fj... 

theycrawfd of 

vL chlefiain s state ? 

nf.ii ** »he champion and tlie child 
Of aU that s great or little, wise or wild ; 

BehSd were human 

eetoid the grand result in yon lone isle, 

And' as thv nature urges, weep or smile. 

^gh to behold the eagle's lofty rage 
Krtuced to nibble at his narrow cage • 

&nile to survey the queller of the nations 

® disputed rat^s ; 
mourning, as he dines. 

V er cu«Ml d dishes i|n4 o er stinted wines : 
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O'er petty qu&irels upon petty thing:$. 

Is this the man who scourged or feasted kings? 
Behold the scales in which hb fortune hangs. 

A surgeon s statement, and an earl's harangues I 
A bust delay d, a book refused, can shake 
The sleep of him who kept the world awake. 

Is this indeed the lamer of the great, 

Now slave of all could tease or initale— 

The paltry gaoler and the prying spy. 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh ? 
Plunged in a dungeon he had still been great ; 
How low. how little was thb middle stale. 
Between a prison and a palace, w here 
How few could feel for what he had lo bear ! 
Vain his complaint. — my lord presents his bill, 
His food and wine were doled out duly still ; 
Vain was his sickness, never was a clime 
So free from homicide— to doubt's a crime ; 

And the stiff surgeon, who maintain'd his cause. 
Hath lost his place, and gain'd the world's ap> 
pin use. (heart 

But smile^though all (he pangs of brain and 
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art ; 

Though, save the few fond friends and Imaged 
face 

Of that fair boy his sire shall ne'er embrace, ' 
None stand by his low bed— though even the 
mind [kind i 

Be wavering, which long awed and awes mani 
Smile— for the fetter'd eagle breaks hts chain, 
And higher worlds than this are his again. 

IV. 

How, If that soaring Mirit si HI retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign. 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
1 ho Utile that he was and sought to be \ 

What though his name a ukler emjMre found 
Than his ambition, though with scarce a bound ; 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse, 

He tasted empire 8 blessings and its curse ; 
Though kings, rejoicing in (heir late escape 
From chains, would ^dly be thtir tyrant's 
ape ; 

How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave. 
The proudest sea*mark that o'ertops the wave I 
What though his gaoler, duteous to the last. 
Scarce deem'd the coffin's lead could keep him 
Refusing one poor line along the lid. [fast. 
To date the bitih and death of all it hid : 

That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman lo all save him who bore r 
I'he fleets that su'eep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear their sea-boys hail R from tlie mast ; 
When Victory's Gallic column shall but rise. 
Uke Pompey's pillar, in a desert's skies. 

The rocky isle that holds or held his dust. 

Shall crown the Adamic like the hero's bust, 
And mighty nature o'er his oteequies 
Do more than oiggard envy still denies. 

But what are these to him ? Can glory's lust 
Touch the freed spirit or the fetter'd dust ? 
Small care bath he of wbat bis tomb consists ; 
Nought if be sleeps— oor more if he exists : 


Alike the betier'seemg shade will smile 
On the rude cavern of the rocky isle, 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome's Pantheon or Gaul's mimic dome. 

He wants not this ; but France shall feel the 
w’ant 

Of this last consolation, though so scant : 

Her honour, fame, and faith demand his bones. 

To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; / 

Or carried onward in the battle’s van, 

|To form, like Guesclln's • dust, her talisman. 

I But be it as it is— the time may come 

'His name shall beat the alarm, like Ziska'sdrum. 

V. 

Oh heaven I of which he was in power a feature ; 

Oh earth I of which he was a noble creature ; 

Thou Isle 1 to be remember'd long and well, 

That saw’st the unfledged eaglet chip his shell I 
Ye Alps, which view'd him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of a hundred fights 1 [done I 
/ho«i Rome, who saw'st ihy Cesar's deeds out* 

Alas I why pass'd he too the Rubicon— 

The Rubicon of man's awaken'd nghis, 

To herd with vulgar kings and p.irasltes ? 

Egypt ! from whose all dateless tombs arose 
Forgot ten Pharaohs from their long repose, 

Ar»d shook within their pyramids lo hear 
A new Cambyses thundering in (heir ear ; 

While the dark shades of forty ages stood 
Uke sunled giants by Nile's famous flood ; 

Of from the pyramid's uU pinnacle > 

Beheld the desert peopled, os from hell. 

With clashing hosts, who strew'd the barren 
sand. 

To re-manure the uncultivated land I 
•Spain I which, a moment mindless of the Cld, 

Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid i 
Austria I which saw thy (wice-ta'en capital 
Twice spared to be the traitress of his fall I 
Ye race of Frederic !— Frederics but in name 
And falsehood— heirs to all except his fame ; 

Who. crush'd at Jena, crouched at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow I Ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
The unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt I 
Poland I o'er which the avenging angel pass'd, 

But left thee as he found thee, still a waste, 
Forgetiing all ihy still enduring claim, 

'i'hy lotted people and extinguUh'd name, 

Tl»y sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear, 

'I hai sound that crashes in the tyrant's ear— 
Kosciusko I On— on -on— the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their czar. 

The half barbaric Moscow's minarets 
Gleam in (he sun, but 'ils a sun that sets I 
Moscow I thou Ufflit of his long career, 

For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear ‘y 
To see in vain— i/ saw thee— how? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 


* C » qcM a dM duriaff the >l«ee « clwr U nimBdercd, 
tW keys were brovfbc ud Sid hm Us Uer, m «b« Uh 
aUc« WVM •aao' (ee4er«d to 2M 
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To this the soldier lent his idndUng match 
lo this the peasant gave his cottage thatch. 
To this the merchant flung his hoanJed store 
The pnncehis hall-and Moscow was no more 
Subhmesi of volcanos I Etnas flame 
Pales ^fore thine, and quenchless Heela’s (acue 
Vesuvius shows bis blase, an usual sght 
tor gaping tourists, from his hackney d heiehi 
1 hoQ stand $t alone unrivall d, till the fire 
* 1 0 come. IQ which all empires shall expire. 

“ ‘"O"? «"d S'e™. 

1 o teach a I wn conquerors will not learn I— 

m faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow - 

numbing beak and silent fang 
Pierce, till hosts perish d with a single pang I 
In vain shall Seme look up along his banks 
For the thousands of his dashing ranks ! 

In vain shall France recall beneaih her vjn« 

” 

Or stagnant In their human ice remains 
n frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vam will Italy's broad sun awaken 

h« forest monarch shrinks, but finS^no lair I 
°Un!l”‘^ Oh F™«el who 

I.ook'dS'^^*^^' Mommartre's hill 

and most bootless Waierfoo l 

WonLubTb^u^i^de^^ 

A n«nie «„„») hear 
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He teaches them the lesson taught so long, 

So off, so vainly— leam lo do no wrong I 
A &ngle step into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray'd • 
A single step into the wrong has given 
His name a doubt to all the winds of heaven * 
The reed of Fortune, and of ihrones the rod, 
Of Fame the Moloch or ihe demigod ; 

His country's C»sar, Europe’s Hanmbal, 
Without their decent dignity of fall. 

Yet Vanity herself had belief t.aught 
A surer path even to the fame he sought. 

By pointing out on history's fruitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 
While Fran kl i n's quiet memory cl i m bs to h cave n 
Calming the lightning which he thence Jiaili 
nven. 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 

P«« lo that which boasts his birth; 
.X.. Washington s a watchword, such as ne'er 
bhall sink while there's an echo left to air • 
While even the Spaniard's ibirst of gold and war 
Forgets Pizarro to shout Elolivaj* | 

Alas r why must ihe same Atlantic wave 
Winch wafted freedom gird a tyrant's grave— 

I {» king of kings, and yet of shives the slave. 
Who burst the chains of millions to renew 
Ihe very feiiers which his arm broke through. 
And crush d ihe nghis of Earojw and his own. 

I o flit between a dungeon and a throne? 

VI. 

I But twill not be— the spark's awaken'd—!© I 
IJht swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow ' 
The same high spini which beat back the Moor 
prough eight long ages of alternate core 
^^ves^iid where? in that avenging clime 
Where Spam was once synonymous with crime, 
Where Cones and Pisarro's banner flew. 

.fj® 'nf*n; world redeems her name of ' AVto ’ 

I aspiration breathed afresh, 

lo kindle soots within degraded flesh. 

W^ «^pul5cd ihc Persian from the sliore 

?“!* "“J"** "'yriadsofone bre»s(, 
^laves of the East, or helots of the West - 

wort^""® standard streams o'er either 

ThJ H'^nnodius' sword ; 

Chill chief abjures his foreign lord • 

The Sp artan k nows himself once moiea Greek 
^ plumes the crest of Sh 

^U.ing dei^ls, h«mm'd on either sl.ore 

Atlantic's roar ; 
nyough Caipc sstrajt the rolling tides advano^ 

h^f^tamed^and^^oSS: 

u13m and would 

uw« Ausopia to the mighty main : ffain 

for aye, 

Break o er tfa <^ean. mindful of the day 
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Of S&]amis! there, there the wave$ erisei 
Not to be lulVd by tyrant vfciories. 

Lone, lost, abandon’d in their utmost need 
By Chnsiians, unto whom they gave their creed. 
The desolated lands, (he ravaged isle. 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile, 

The aid evaded, and the cold delay, 

Prolong’d but in the hope to make a prey : — 
These, these shall tell the tale, and Greece can 
show 

The false friend worse than the infuriate foe- 
But this is well : Greeks only should free Greece. 
Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 
How should the autocrat of bondage be 
The king of serti, and set the nations free ? 
Better still serve the haughty Mussulman. 

Than sv/ell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan ; 
Better still toil for masters, than await. 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gale,— 
Number'd by hordes, a h untan capital. 

A live estate, existing but for thrall, 

Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward 
For (he first courtier in the Ciar's regard ; 
While their immediate owner never tastes 
His sleep, dreaming of Siberia’s wastes 
Better succumb even to their own despair. 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

VJI. 

But not alone within the hoariest dime 
Where Freedom dates her birih with that of 
Time, 

And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud. 

The dawn revives : renown’ d. romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil again. 
Not now the Roman tribe nor Punic borie 
Demand her fields as lists (o prove the sword ; 
Not now the Vandal or the Visigoth 
Pollute tlie plains, alike abhorring both ; 

Nor old Pefayo on his mouniain rears 
The warlike fathers of a thousand years. 

That seed is sown and reap'd, as oft the Moor 
Highs to remember on his dusky shore. 

Long in the peasant s song or poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage ; 

The Zegri, and the captive viciors, Aung 
Back to the barbarous realm from whence they 
sprung. 

But these are gone— (heir faith, their swords, 
(heir sway. 

Vet left more anti'Christian foes than th^ ; 

The bigot monarch, and the butcher priest, 
The Inquisition, with her burning feast. 

The faim’s red ‘ auto.’ fed with human fuel, 
While sate the Catholic Moloch, calmly cruel; 
Enjoying, with inexorable eye. 

That fiery festival of agony 1 

The stem or feeble sovereign, one « both 

By turns ; the h augh tineas whose pride was sloth ; 

The long d^eneiate nc^le « (he debased 

Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced. 

But more degreed ; the unpeopled realm : 

I'he oqce 7 roud navy which for^t the helm \ 


The once impervious phalanx disarra/d j 
The idle forge that form’d Toledo’s blade \ 

The foreign wealth (hat Aow’d on ev’ry shore, 
Save here who earn'd it with the natives’ gore ; 
The very language which might vie with Rome’s, 
And once was known to nations like their homes, 
Neglected or forgotten such was Spain ; 

But such she U not. nor shall be again. 

These worst, these Aow invaders, felt and feel 
The new Numamine soul of old Castile. 

Up ! up again ! undaunted Tauridor 1 
Tlie bull of Phalaris renews his roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo I not in vain 
Revive the cry ! — * Ugo I and close Spain I ’ • 
Yes, close her with your armed bosoms round, 
And form the barrier which Napoleon found, — 
The exterminating war, the desert plain, 

The streets without a tenant, save the slain 1 
The wild sierra, with its wilder troop 
Of vulture* plumed guerillas, on the stoop 
For their incessant prey : the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa, mightiest in her fall ; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and (he m;tl(1 
Waving her more than Amatonian bhtde ; 

The knife of Arragon.t Toledo's steel ; 

The famous lance of chivalrous Castile ; 

The unerring rifle of the Catalan ; 

The Andalusian courser in the van ; 

The torch to make a Moscow of Madrid ; 

And in each heart the spirit of the Cid 
Such have been, such snail be, such are. Ad« 
vance, (France 1 

And win— not Spain I but thine own freedom, 

VtIT. 

But lo 1 a Congress I What I that hallow’d nan^e 
Whkh freed the Adamic I May we hope the 
same 

For outworn Europe ? With the sound arise. 
Like Samuel’s shade to Saul’s monarchic eyes, 
‘fhe prophets of young Freedom, summon'd far 
Prom climes of Washington and Bolivar ; 
Henry, the forest'bont Demosthenes. 

Whose thunder shook the Philip of the seas : 
And stoic Franklin's energetic shade, 

Robed in the lightnings which his hand allav’d 
And Washington, the tyrani'iamer. wake. 

To Ud us blush for these old chains, or break. 
But compose this senate of the few 
That should redeem (he many? IVAo renew 
This consecrated name, till now assign'd 
To councils held to benefit mankind ? 

Who now assemble at the holy call ? 

The blest Alliance, which says three are all I 
An earthly trinity 1 which wears (he shape 
Of heaven’s, as man is mimick’d by the ape. 

A pious unity I in purpose one— 

To melt three foc4s lo a Napoleon. 

Why. Egypt’s gods were rational to these ; 
Their dc^ and oxen knew (heir own degrees, 
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And, quiet in iheir kennel or their shed. 

Cared little, so that they were duly fed ; 

But these, more hungry, must have somethin? 
more— 

The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 
Ah, how much happier were good ^Esop's noo 
Than we I for ours are animated logs. 

With ponderous malice swaying to and fro. 

And crushing nations with a stupid Uow * 

> All duly anxious, to leave little work 
Unto the revolutionary stork. 

tx. 

Thrice blest Verona I since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee I 
Honour d by them, thy treacherous site forgets 
The vaunted tomb of * all the Capuleis • * 

Thy ScaUgers--for what was ^ Dog the Great,' 
Can Grande (whwh I venture to translate,! 
To these sublimer pugs^ Thy poet loo. 
Catullus, whose old laurels yield to new j 
1 hine ampbiiheaire, where Romans sate • 

And Dante s exile shelter d by thy gate • 

1 hy go^ old man,* whose world was all within 
1 hy wall, nor knew the country held him in : 
JVould chat the royal guests it girds about 
w ere so far like, as never to get out I 

Ta L "‘onuments of shame. 

10 tell Oppression that the world is tame J 
Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage, 

J he comedy is not upon the stage; 

The ihuw [s rich m rtbandry and stars, 

< through thy dungeon bars • 

p palms, kind Ital^ ‘ 

For thus much still thy fetter'd han<^ are fre«- 

X. 

I Behold the coxcomb Cur, 
The autocrat of waltzes and of war I 
Aiwer for a plaudit as a realm. 

And lust as 6 i for flirting u the helm ; 

Akh with a Cossack wit. 

Now ha^f dissolving to a liberal thaw. 

With whene'er the morning's raw ; 

With no objection to true liberty * 

Except that It would make the Mtions free 

hZ Tain P~‘« ^ ' 

TU^n 1?^’' ‘heir Diei 

or foes. ' 

i nam^e of great Philip's son I 

' Aristotle, beckons on • 

®®r‘hla was to So^ ^ 

Find with thy Scytfiians on IberU's 
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Yet think uport, thou somewhat aged youth, 
Thy predecessor on the banks of Pruth ; 

Thou hast to aid thee, should his let be thine, 
Many an old woman, but no Catherine.* 

Spain, too. hath rocks, and rivers, and defiles— 
The bear may rush into the lion's toils. 

Fata) to Goths are Xeres' sutiny fields ; 

I'hink'st thou to thee Napoleon's victor yields ? 
Better reclaim thy deserts, turn thy swords 
To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir 
hordes, 

Redeem thy realms from slavery and the knout. 
Than follow headlong iit the fatal route, 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pure 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure : 
Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe : 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago ; 
And wouldsi thou furnish them with fresher 

p«y^ 

Alas! thou will not conquer, but purvey. 

I am Diogenes, though Russ and Hun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad's sun ; 
But were I not Diogenes, I'd wander 
Rather a worm than rarA an Alexander I 
Be slaves wJio will, the cynic shall be free ; 

His tub hath tougher walls than Sinope : 

Still will he hold his lantern up to scan 
Tlie face of monarch s for an ' honest man,' 

XI. 

And what doth Caul, the all*proIiflc land 
Of ntpUt uUra ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries? and her noisy chambers 
And tnbune, which each orator first clambers 
Before he finds a voice, and when 'tls found. 
Hears * the He ' echo for his answer round ? 

Our British Commons sometimes deign to 'hear Y 
A Gallic senate hath more tongue than ear ; 

Bven Constant, their sole master of debate, 

Must fight next day his speech to vindicate. 

But (his cosu little to true Franks, who’d rather 
Combat than listen, were it to their father. 

VVhat is the simple standing of a shot, 

1*0 listening long, and interrupting not ? 

^ough this was not the method of old Rome, 
When Tully fulmined o'er each vocal dome 
pemosihenes has sanctioo d the transaction, 
lu say mg eloquence meant 'Action, action I ' 

XCl. 

But where's the monarch ? hath he dined ? or yet 
Grpans beneath indigestion's heavy debt ? 

Have revolutionary pat£s risen, 

And turn'd the royal entrails to a prison? 

Have discontented movements stirr'd the troops? 
Or have w movements follow'd traitorous soups ? 
Have Carbonaro cooks iwM carbonadoed 
Each ^rse enough ? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion ? Ah f in thy dejected looks 
I read all France's treason in her cooks I 
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Good cUs&ic Louis I is it. canst thou say. 
De^rable to be the * E>esir^ ' ? (abode. 

Why wouldsi thou leave calm HartwelVs green 
Apician table, and Horatiao ode. 

To rule a people who will oot be ruled. 

And love much rather to be scourged than 
school’d ? ‘ 

Ah 1 thine was not the temper or the taste 
Tor thrones : the table secs thee belter placed 
A mild Epicurean, form'd, at best. 

I'o be a kind host and as good a guest. 

I'o talk o( letters, and to knowjpy heart 
One ko // the poet’s, dil the gourmand's art : 

A scholar always, now and then a wit. 

And gentle when digestion may permit 
But not to govern lands enslaved or free ; 

The gout was martyrdom erK>ugh for thee. 

xnt. 

.Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
/ From a bold Briton In her wonted praise ? 

* Arts — arms— and George— and glory, and the 
blcs— jsmiles — 

And happy Britain — wealth, and Freedom's 
White elifls, that held Itivasion far aloof—* 
Contented subjects, all alike tax‘proof— 

I*roud Wellington, with eagle beak so curl’d. 
That nose, the hook where be suspends the 
world I * 

And Waterloo— andtrade— and— (hush I not yet 
A syllable of imposts or of debt)— 

And ne'er (enough) lamented C'asilereagb. 
Whose penknife slit a goose><)tiil] t other day— 
And ' pilots who have weather'd every storm.'— 
(But, no. not even for rhyme's sake, name 
Reform).’ 

These are the themes thus sung so oft before, 
Methinks we need not sing them any more ; 
Found in so many volumes far and near. 
There's no occasion you should And them here. 
Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and. what’s strasget still, with 
rhyme. 

Even this ihy genius. Canning I may permit. 
Who, bred a statesman, still wast bom a wit. 
And never, even in that dull House, couldst tame 
To unleaven'd prose thine ow’n poetic flame ; 
Our last, our best, our only orator. 

Even I can praise the^-Tories do no more : 
Nay. not so much;- they bate thee, man. 
because 

Thy spirit leas upholds (hem than it awes. 

The bounds will gatherto tbeir huntsman's hollo, 
A nd wh ere he le^s the du teous pack will follow ■, 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry ; 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy ; 

Less faithful far than the four-foot^ pack, 

A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back, 
Thy saddle-ginhs are not yet quite secure, 

Nor royal stallion's feet extremely sure ; 
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Tbe unwieldy old white horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and (hen stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud : 

But what of iliai? the animal shows blood. 

XIV. 

Alas, the country f bow shall longue or pen 
Bewail her now aacountiy gentlemen ? 

Xbe Usijp_Wd the ci y pfya rfare_c6age. 

Th? n rsi ip m^e.a n^adv oT peac e. 

F or w h a t were_all thesg 'coun try pat riots 7 

T 0 .W 1 L jind_yoifi.. iiDd-taise.tbt com? 

But c«n, like every monal thing, must fall, 
Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 
And must ye fall with every ear of grain? 

Why would you trouble Buonaparte’s reign ? 
He was your great Triptolemus ; his vices 
Destroy'd but realms, and still maintain'd your 
prices : 

He amplified to every lord's content 
The grand agrarian alchymy, bight rv«/. 

Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars. 
And lower wheat to such desponding quarters? 
Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone? 
The man was worth much more upon'his throne. 
True, blood and ireasure boundlessly were ipilt, 
But what of that? the Caul may bear (he guilt ; 
But bread was high, the farmer paid his way. 
And acres told upon the appointed day. 

Bui where is now (he goodly audit ale? 

I’he purse-proud tenant, never known to fail? 
The farm which never yet was left on hand ? 
The marsh reclaim’d to most improving land? 
The impatient hope of the expinng lease? 

The doubling rental ? What an evil's peace f 
In vain the prise excites the ploughman’s skill. 
In vain (he Commons pass their patriot bill ; 
The Undid rjvfrw/- (you may understand 
The phrase much better leaving out the 
The land self-interest groans from shore to shore, 
For fear thai plenty should attain the poor. 

Vp, up again, ye rents t exalt your notes. 

Or else the ministry will lose their voles. 

And patriotism, so delicately nice. 

Her loaves will lower to (he market price ; 

For ah I ' the loaves and Ashes.' once so high. 
Are gone— their oven closed, their ocean dryj 
And nought remains of all the millions spent, 
Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so, And (heir turn— and tun 
About still flows from Fortune's equal um ; 

Now let their virtue be its ow n rew ard, 

And share the blessings which themselves pre* 
pared. 

See these inglorious Cincinnati swarm. 

Farmers of war, dictators of the farm ; 

TAeir ploughshare was the sword in hireling 
ha^, 

Thtir fields manured by gore of other lands ; 
Safe in (heir bams, these ^bine tillers sent 
Tbeir brethren out to battle— why ? for rent ! 
Year after year they voted cent, per cent., 

Blood, sweat, and tear-mting mfllions — why? 
fee rent I 
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They roar'd, they dioed, they drank, they awor« 
they meant 

To die (or England— why then live?— for rent ! 
The peace has made one gcnersd malcontent 
Of these high-market patriots ; war was rent I 
Their love of country, millions all mUspent, 

How reconcile ? by reconciling rent ! ' 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No ; down with everything, and up with rent ! 
Their good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent, 
Being, end, aim, religion— rent, rent, rent * ^ 
Thou sold’st thy birthright, Esau ! for a meM • 
Thou sliouldst have gotten more, or eaten less ; 
Now thou hast swill'd thy pottage, thy demands 
Are idle ; Israel says the baigatn stands. 

Such, landlords 1 was your appetite for w ar 
And gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar • 
wbat 1 would they spread their earthquake even 
0 er cash ? 

And when land crumbles, bid firm paper crash? 
^ itnt may rue, bid bank and nation fall. 

And found on 'Change a Ftindiing Hospital ' 
Mother Church, while all religion writhes 
Ukc Niobe, weeps o'er her offspring. Tithes • ' 

T he prelaws go lo-whcre ihr saints have gone, 
And proud pluralities subside to one ; 

•'‘d faction wrestle in the dark. 

1 ^ d by the deluge in their common ark. \| 
bhorp of het bishops, banks, and dividends. 
Another Rabel soars -but Briiain ends. 

And why ? to pamper the self-seeUing wants. 
And prop the lull of these agrarian ants, 

Go to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise •* 

TMl tayht 10 feel the lesson of their pride. 

The price of taxes and of homicide : 

The debt of nations pray, w 4 a m^tde it Ai 
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Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks 

crush Ini blocks. 

Where MIdtu might again his wish behold 
In real paper or Imagined gold 
That magic palace of Alcina shows 
More WMlih than nritain ever had to lose 
Were all her atoms of unleaven'd ore 
And all her pebbly from Pactolus' shore. 

siaS, Rumour hirfds the 

^ break. 

2 ^ «WTt or oil, or wines • 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and h^ey 
Nor jsave In paper shekels) residv moiw* • 

But let us not to own the truth refuae^’^ ' 

To aid these bankrupt tyranls in tbSTiS^ 


Nor these alone : Columbia feels do less 
Fresh speculations follow each success : 

.\nd philanthropic Israel deigns Co drain 
Her mild per-centage from exhausted Spain. 
Not without Abraham's seed can Russia march : 
Tis goW, not steel, that reart the conqueror's 
arch. 

Two Jcut, a chosen people, can command 
In every realm their scripture-promised land 
Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphold 
‘The accursed Hun. more bruul than of old : 
Two Jews — but not Samaritans^ irect 
The world. with all the spirit of their sect. 

What b the happiness of earth to them ? 

A congress forms their * New Jerusalem,' 

\Vhere baronies and orders both invite— 

Oh, holy Abraham ! dost thou see (he sight ? 
Thy followers mingling with these royal swine, 
Who spn Dot 'on their Jewish gaberdine,' 

But honour them as portion of the show— 
(Wlwre DOW. oh Pope ! is thy forsaken toe? 
Could it not favour Judah with some kicks ? 

Or has it ceased to ' kick against the pricks?') 
On Shytock's Shore behold them stand afresh 
To cut from nations' hearts their 'pound of flesh.* 


XVI. 


;i range sight this Congress ! destined to unite 
All (hats incongruous, all that's opposite. 

I speak not of the soveteigns— they re .alike, 

A common coin as ever mint could strike ; 

But thoae vrhosu ay tlie pujipcts, mill the strings. 

^ I Have more of motley tlwin their Wvy kings, 
as. authors, generals, charlatans, combine, 
hile Europe wonders at the vast design : 
There Meitemich, power's foremost parasite 
Cajoles ; there Welliitgion forgets to fight ; 
There Chateaubriand forms new booki of 
manm ; * 

And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars : 

1 here M^tmorencl, the sworn foe to charicrs, 
T urns a diplomat ist of great dclat 
To furnish articles for the ' Wbats ; * 

Of war so certain— yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the * Moniteur.' 

I A las I how could his cabinet thus err I 
Can be worth an ultra-minister? 

He falls indeed, perhaps to rise again. 

Almost as qmckly as be conquer^! Spain.' 

XVII. 

^ough of this— a sight more mournful woos 
i w averted eye of the reluctant muse. 

^e imperul daughter, the imperial bride, 
ije imperial rictim— sacrifice to pride : 

Tm mother of the hero's hope, the boy 
liw young Astyanax of modem Troy : t 
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Tbe $UU psUe shadow of the loftiest queeo 
That earth has yet to see. or e'er bath seea : 
She flits amidst the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and (be wreck of power. 

CJhi cruel mockery I Could not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did France's widow there? 
Her litter place was by St Helen's wave, 

Her only throne is in Napoleon's grave. 

But, no^'^e still must hold a petty reign, 

Flank d her formidable chamberlain ; * 

The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she share no more, and shared in 
vain, 

A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 

Which swept from Moscow to (he southern seas f 
Yet still she rules (he pastoral realm of cheese. 
Where Parma views the traveller resort, 

To note (he trappings of her mimic court. 

But she appears 1 Verona sees her shorn 
Of all her beams^while nations gase and 
moum~ 

Ere yet her husband's ashes have had time 
To chill in their inhospitable elime ; 

(If e'er (hose awful asnes can grow cold ^ 

But AO,— their emberssoon will burst the mould;) 
She comesl— the Andiomachefbut not Racine's, 
Nor Homer'a.) — I on Pyrrhus' arm she Uansl] 


Yes I (he right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 
Which cut her loro' half-shatter'd scepi« 
through, 

Is offer'd and accepted ? Could a slave 
Do mor*' ? or less? — and ^ in his new grave I 
Her eye. her cheek, betray no inward strife, 

And the cr-empress grows as ex a wife 1 
So much for human ties la royal breasts I 
Why spare men’s feelings, when their own are 
jests? 

xvnr. 

But, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And dteich the group— the picture's yet to come. 
My muse 'gan weep, but ere a tear was spilt. 
She caught Sir Will jam Curtis in a kilt ! 

While throng'd the chiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman I 
J5«»W^'all grows Gael, and echoes with Erseiw, 
While all the Common Council ay * Claymore I ' 
To see proud Albyn's tartans as a belt 
Gird the gross surloin of a city Celt, 

Sl^ burnt into a laughter so extreme, 

That I awoke,— and lo I it was no dream I 

Here, reader, will we pause:— if there's no 
harm in 

This first — you'll have, perhaps, a sectMid 
'Carmen.' 


THE BLUES; 

A LITERARY ECLOGUE 

1822. 

'XIoImi m wcUe coImI— V tactU 

O tnM M. ra bMMlM cmOtfeK, (6 b«e. 

TUMgS )wir «tr« rvtf M y9«ir AMcOiv/ «rv Mm 


l> 


ECLOGUE THE FIRST. 
Lonion.—Bifare thx Door 9/0 Ltelure B'wm. 
Enter Tracy, meeting lok^ 

/ffi. You’rb (00 late. 

Tra. Is it over ? 

^<*4. Nor will be this hour. 

But tbe benches are crunm'd like a garden in 
flower, [(he fashion ; 

With (he pride of our belles, who nave made it 
So, instead of 'beaux arts,' we may say ']a 
heJie passion ' 

For learning, which lately has taken the t— p 
Tbe world, and set all (he fine g**f^ tleTPep 

• rM«> Ndppog «feama«(We sad ti— ^ fewkaad w 

%uo* 


7>w. I know it too weU, and have worn out 
my patience 

With studying to study your new publications. 
There’s Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and 
Wordswords and Co. 

With (beir damnable— 

/ni. Hold, my good friend, do you know 
Whom you speak to ? 

7>«. Right well, boy, and so does ' the 
Row:' 

You're an author— a poet— 
luM. And think you that I 

Can stand tamely in silence, to hev ycAi decry 
Tbe Muses? 

7>«. Excuse me : I meant no offienee 

To the Nine : (bough (be number who malra 
some prelance 
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To their favours is such but the subject to 
4rop» 

I am just piping hot from a publisher's shop, 
^oxt door to the pasiry-CMk's ; so that when I 
Cannot find the new volume 1 wanted to bu^ 

On the bll>ljopole$ shelves, it is only two paces, 
As one fi nd s eveiy au ihor in one of those places :) 
Where 1 just had been skimming a chiirming 
critique, (Greek ! 

So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with 
Where your friend— you know who— has just 
. got such a threshing, {/raking: 

That it is. as the phrase goes, extremely ' n~ 
What a beautiful word I 

Very true ; *t» so soft 
And so cooling— they use it a little too oft \ 

And the papers have got it at last— tmt no 
So they've cut up our friend, then ? [matter. 

Tra. Not kft him a tatter— 

Not a rag of his present or past reputation. 
Which they call a disgrace to the age and the 
nation. 

Ink, I'm sorry to hear this! for friendship, 
you know— 

Our poor friend !— but I thought it would ter* 
minate so, III, 

Our friendship is such. I'll read nothing to sliMk 
You don't happen to have the Review in your 
pocket ? 

Tra. No ; I left a round doun of authors 
and others 

(Very sorry, no doubt, since ihe cause is a 
brother'il 

AU ^rambling and jostling. like so many imps. 

impi-JtlcncB to get the next 
/hM. Let us j«in them- fglimpse 

lecture ? 

Ink. Why the place is so cramm'd. there's 
not room fur u spectre. 

Besides, OUT friend Scamp is to-day to absurd— 

H*at till you hear 

him r 

Ink. I heard 

Quite enough ; and, to icU you the truth mv 
retreat n’_' 

Was from his vile nonsense, no less than th^ 
/ra. 1 have had no great loss, then? 

.. , . ' , Xoss I— Such a oalav'er i 

I d inoculate wncr my wife with the sCvcr 
Uf a dog when gone rabid, than listen two 
i^ourt I 

To the torrent of trash which around him* hi 

^ m of 

Tra. / make you I 
.^n-pevd 
Is that your deduction? 

The fellow a a fooL an impostor, a any. 


Tra. And the crowd of to-day shows thn! 
one fool makes many. 

But we two will be wise. 

/«*. Pray, then, let ns retire. 

J’ra. X would, but— 

Ink. Theie must be attraction much higher 
Th.in Scamp, or the Jew’s harp he ni<'kname5 
To call gan to this hot bed. (Ids lyre, 

Tra. I own it— 'tis true— 

A fair lady-^— 

Ink. A spinster? 

7>«r. Miss lilac I 

Im*. The Blue 1 

The heiress? 

7Vvt. The angel 

M. The devil I why, man, 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 
Yon wed with Miss Ulac I 't would be your 
perdition : 

She’s n poet, a chemist, a Tnathematician. 

Tra. I s.iy she's an .ingel. 

Say rather an ang/t. 
If you and she marry, you'll certainly w rangle, 

I s:iy she’s a \3i\te. man. as blue as the ether. 
7'ra. And is that any cause for not coming 
logvilier? [alliance 

Ink. Humnh ! I can’t say ] know any happy 
W'hich has lately sprung up from a wedlock 
with science. [corning 

She s so learned in all things, and fond of con- 
Herself in all mailers connected with learning, 
That^—- 
Tra. What? 

Ink, I perhaps may as well hold my longue ; 
But there’s iyvt hundred people can icll you 
you're wrong. [Jew. 

Tra. You forget I^y L..ac'8 as rich as a 

Ink. Is it iui»s or the cash of mamm.i you 

pursue ? 

Tra. Why. Jack. I’ll be frank wilh you— 
sonieihing of both. 

’llie girl’s a fine girl. 

._ And you feel nothing loth 

lo her good lady-mother's reversion ; and yet 
lifu is as good as youro^vn, 1 will bet. 

Tra. l.ct her live, and as long as she likes ; 
I dcmaiHl [and i^^nd. 

Nolbujg more than ihe Kean of her daughtec 
/Mk. Why. that heart's in the inkstand— that 
hand on the pen. 

Tra. Apropos— Will you write me a song 
now and then? 

Ink. T o wliat purpose ? 

You know, my dear friend, that in prose, 

My talent U decent, as far as k goes : 

But in rhyme— 

Ink. You're a terrible stick, (o be sure 
Tra. I own it: and yet. in these times 
them's no lure 

For the heart of the fair like a stanza or two * 
And so, as 1 can't, will you furnish a few > ' 


/ nk. • In your name ? 
Tra. 

copy them out. 


you furnish a few? 

In my name. 1 wi'l 
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To slip into her hand at the very next rout. 

Ink. Are you so far advanc^ as (o hazard 
this? 

Tra. Why» 

Do you think me subdued by a E1ue>siockins*s 
So far .ns to tremble to tell her in rhyme (eye. 
What Tve told her in prose, ai the least, as 
sublime? I Muse 

Ink. As sHbfimt! If it be so, no nceti of my 
Tra. but coiuider, dear Inkcl, she's one of 
the * Blues/ [to say. 

Ink. As sublime ! — Mr Tracy— I’ve nothing 
Stick to prose — As sublime { 1 — But I wish you 
good day. 

Tra. Nay, stay, my dear fellow — consider— 
Tm wrong ; 

1 own it ; but, prithee, compose me the song. 
Ink. As sublime ! ! 

Tra. \ but used the expression in h.nste. 
Ink. That may be. Mr Tracy, but shows 
damn’d liad (asle. [what 

Tra. \ own it— ] know U— acknowledge it— 
Can I say to you more ? 

Ink. \ see what you'd be at : 

You disp.ir.ige my jurts with insidious abuse. 
Till you think you ean turn them best to your 
own use. 

Tra. And 1$ that not a sign 1 respect them ? 
Ink. Why that 

To be sure makes a difference. 

Tra. I know what is what 

And you, who ’re a man of the gay w orld no less 
1'han a poet of t'other, may easily guess 
That I never could mean, by a word, to offend 
A genius like you, and moreover, mv friend. 
Ink. No doubt : you by this time should know 
what is due 

To a man of but come— let us shake hands. 

Tra. You knew. 

And you know, my dear fellow, how heartily I 
Whatever you publish, am re.idy to buy. 

Ink. That’s my bookseller's business ; I oare 
not for sale : 

Indeed the best poems at first rather fail.* 
I'here were Renegade’s epics, and Botherby’s 
And my own grand rorrmnee 

Tra. Had its full share of |mtse. 

I myself saw it puff’d in the 'Old Girl’s Re* 
Ink. What Review } [view.* 

r>v7. Tis the Lnglish 'Journal de Trevoux/ 
A clerical work of our Jesuits at liome. 

Have you never yet seen it? 

Ink. That pleasure’s 10 come. 

Tra. Make haste then. 

Ink. Why so? 

Tra. \ have hcaro peop.e say 

Tliat it threaten'd to give up ihe//lMf t’other 
Ink. Well, that Isa sign of some slirif. (day. 
Tra. No doubt. 

Shall you be a' the Countess of Fidd)ccon)e’s{ 
rout ? 


lad tre 


Ink. I’ve a card, and shall go; but at present, 

as soon 

As friend Scamp shall be pleased to step down 
from il>e moon [wifs), 

(Where Ire seems lo be soaring in search of his 
And .lu interval grants from his lecturing fits, 
f m engaged to the I-.idy Bluebottle’s collation, 
To partake of a luncheon and Icarn’d con versa- 
lion : 

*1 is a sort of re-union for Scamp, on the days 
Of his lecture, (0 tre.ii him with cold tongue 
andpmise. (pleasant. 

And I own, for my ONvn pan, that ’tis not un- 
Will you go? There’s Miss Lilac will also be 
present. 

Tra. That 'melal s attractive/ 

No doubt— to the pocket. 

Ira. \ou should rather encourage my pas- 
sion tlun shock it. 

But us proceed : for I think by the hum 

ink. X'ery true ; let us go, then, before they 
can come. 

Or else we'll be kept here an hour at their levtfe. 
Oft the rack of cross questions, by ah the blue 

[drone 

Hark I ^unds. they’ll be on us ; \ know by ilie 
Of dd Botherby’s spouting cx-caihedrA tone- 
Ay ! there he is at it. Poor Scamp I better join 
Your friends, or he’ll pay you back In your owa 
coin. 

Tra. All fair ; ’tis but lecture for lecture. 

That's clear. 

But for God s sake, let's go, or the Bote will be 
here. ' 

Come, come: nav. I’m off. [Exit Inkel. 

and I’ll follow ; 

Tis high time fora * Su srrvavii Apolh.' 
And >*01 we shall have the whole crew on our 
kibes. 

Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and second* 
hand scribes, 

All Aocking to moisten their exquisite throttles 
With a glass of Madeira at Lady Bluebottle’s. 

'Exit Tracy. 

KND OF KCLOCUE 



ECLOGUE THE SECOTD. 

Ah Aparimtniin Ik* Housr o/XjsA'^ Bluebottle. 

A TahU prepared. 

Sir Richard Bluebottle 
Was there ever a man who was married so sony ? 
Like a fool. I must needs do the thing in a hurry. 

My life is reverseo. and my quiet destroy’d ; 

My days, whkh once pass’d in so gentle a void, 
Must now, ev cry hou r of the iw el vt. be employ’d ; 
The twelve, do 1 say ? — of the w Hole iwenty-loui , V 
Is there one w hich I dare call n\y ow n any more ? ^ 
What with driving aiid visiting, dancing and 
dining. 

What with lisarning. and teaching, and scrib* 
bling, and sUolng 


V V 
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THE BLUES. 



In 8denc« and ait. TU b« cun«d if 1 know 


- , Andwhynoi? 

ink. No reason whatever, save that he’s asoi. 
ady Kuemount I a glass of Madeiia? 

Bimwi. With pleasure, 

/ai. How does your friend Wordswords. 
that Windermere treasure? (sings 
t.K. , V . . [me sore) Does be stick lo hjs lakes. like the leecW he 

1 haft the bills of jhe week (though they trouble And their gatherers, as Homer sung warriors 
Is the numerous, humorous, backbiting crew and kings? * 

Of scribblers, wits, lecturers, white, black, and Udy DUim. He has just got a place. 

Who are brought to my house as an innf to my Lady Blutm. VorThsTme f 

For the bill here, it seems, » defray'd by the Nor profane with your sneers so poeiic a name. 

wa .ku . . (P«ms. Kay, I meant him no evil, but pitied his 

No pleasure t BO leisure I no thotight for my masief* ^ 

addles my brains : For the poet of pedlars twere, sure, no disaster 
Rv wearTnew l^ry ; the mire, as tis not 

^ bobtajl of those they call The first lime he has turn'd both his creed and 

A -,M , ' his coat. 

J I U Sir 

j 1 . [durah. George could but hear 

Would to God 1 were deaf I as I'm not, I'll be Lady Neser mind our friend Inkel ; 

£»/rr Udy Bluebottle, Miss Ulac. Ladv Blue- -r> u *® 

mount. Mr ^iherby, Inkel. Tracy. Miss r. ,.h‘ i 

Mftiailne, and ofktfs, with Scamp tkt let- /'* ® ^ 

furtr. 4c., Ac. ^ 1* perhaps like fnend Scamp's, 

Du. .he luncheon .t.*nd. s'r'jfui ChHcclorl 

Umy)rebo«a,cd.‘«„rf,^„«/,,. How 

■' Th.ee K^w^orhi will .ppenr- 

lady Dlutk. Mr Tracr- Sir, they reach to the Ganges, 

Lady Bluemouni— Mias Lilac— be pleased onv **V 

lo place ye : ^ 'r«»7i ^ 

And yog, Mr Botherby— if. * 

Oh mv dear LaHi/ shame 1 


U « *4* • hMM l»uuy<e^ sadthritwar la 


THE BLUES. 


US 


1 S 22 . 


Apropos — Is your pl&y (hen accepted at last 7 
Both. At last? 

tnk. Why 1 thought— that’s to say — there 
had pass’d [know 

A few grrcn-room whispers, which hinted. — you 
That the taste of the actors at best is so'so. 

Both. Sir, (he green-room’s in rapture, and 
so’s ( he Comm it tee. { ' pi< y 

)Hk. Ay— yours are the plays for exciting our 
And fear,' as the Greek sa>'s : for * purging the 
mind,* 

I doubt if you'll leave us an equal behind. 

Both. 1 have written the prologue, and meant 
to have pray’d 

For 0 spice of your wit In an epilogue’s aid. 
tnk. Well, time enough yet. when the play's 
to be play'd. 

Is U east yet ? 

Doth. The actors are fighting for parts, 
As is usual in that most litigious of arts. 

Lutty Bluih. We’ll all make a party, and go 
(he jint night, 

Tra. And you promised (he epilogue. Inkel. 
*vk. Not quite. 

However, to save my friend Botherby (rouble. 
I’ll do what 1 can, though my pains must be 
double. 

Tfa. Why so? 

Ink, To do justice to what goes before. 
Both. Sir. I’m happy to say, I’ve no fears on 
(hat score. 

Your parts, Mr Inkel, ate 

Ink. Never mind mint: 

Stick to (hose of your play, which is quite your 
own line. 

Lady Bluem. You're a fugitive writer, 1 think, 
sir, of rhymes? 

!nk. Yes, ma'am : and a fugitive reader 
sometimes. 

On Wordswords, for instance, 1 seldom alight. 
Or on Mouihey, his friend, without taking to 
flight. 

Lady Blium. ^r, your taste is too common ; 
but time and posterity 

Will right these great men, and this age’s severity 
Become its reproach. 

Ink. I've no sort of objection. 

So I'm not of the parly to take (he infection. 
Lady Blutk. Perhaps you have doubts iha( 
(hey ever will take t (lake 

Ink. Not at all ; on (he concrary, those of (he 
Have taken already, and still will continue 
To take- what they can. from a groat to « 
guinea, 

Of pension or place ;— but the subject's a bore. 
Lady Bluem. Weil, sir. the lime’s coming. 
Ink. Scamp 1 don't you feel sore > 

What say you to this? 

Stamp. They have m<n(, I own ; 

Though their system’s absurdity keeps it un- 
known, llechires? 

Ink. 'I'livn why not unearth It in 0T>e of your 
Stamp. It is only time past wJiich comes 
under my strictures. 


Lady Blueb. Come, a truce with all (artness \ 

— the Joy of my heart 
1$ (0 see Nature's triumph o'er all that is art. 

Wild Nature ! — Grand Shakspeare I 
Both. And down Aristotle \ 

Lady Bleum. Sir George * t hinks exact ly with 
Lady Bluebottle : [dear Bard, 

And my Lord Seventy-four.^ who protects our 
And w ho gave him his place, has the greatest . 

regard ~ 

For the poet, who, ^ngingof pedlars and a&ses, 

Has found out the way to dispense with Parnas- 
Tra. And you, Scamp ! — (sus. 

Seam^ I needs must confess I’m embarrass’d. 
Ink. Don’t call upon Scamp, who’s already 
so harass’d 

With old sekaalj, and new sehoah, and no 
tehooh. and all schacU. 

Tra. Well, one thing is certain, that some 
muse fools. 

1 should like to know who. 

f^k. And 1 should not be sorry 

To know w ho are ae/,*— it would save us some 
worry, [nothing control 

Lady Blteeb. A truce with remark, and let 
This * feast of our reason and flow of the soul.’ 

Oh 1 my dear Mr Boiherlw I sympathise 1—1 
Now feci such a rapture. I'm ready to fly, 

' feel so elastic—* to huoyant^^to Inoyant T X 
Ink. Tracy \ open the window, 

Tra. I wish her much joy on’t, 

Botk. For Ged’s sake, my Lady Bluebottle, 
check not / 

Tills gentle emotion, so seldom our lot [lifts 
Upon earth. Give It way : 'tisan Impulse wmch 
Our spirits from earth : the sublimest of gifts ; 

For which poor Prometheus was chain'd to hU 
mountain: [fountain; 

’Tis the source of all sentiment — feeling’s true 
’Tis the Vision of Heaven upon Earth : ’tU the 
gas [pass. 

Of the soul: ’(is the seising of shades as they 
And making them substance ; ’(is something 
divine I — [more wine ? 

Ink. Shall I help you, my friend, to a little 
Both. \ (hank you ; not any more, sir. till 1 
dine. [phrey| to-day? 

Ink. Apropos— E>o you dine with Sir Hum* 
Tra. I should think with Duke Humphrey 
was more in your u ay. [lo^ 

Ink. It might be of yore ; but we authors now 
To the Knight, as a landlord, much more than 
(he Duke. 

The truth 1$. each writer now quite at his ease is. 
And (except with his publisher) dines where be 
pleases. 

But 'tis now nearly five, and I must to the Park. 
Tra. And I'll take a (urn with you there till 
'tlsdark. % 


* Sif C cafft /KMT.] 
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And you. Scamp— 

Seam^. Excuse me I I must to my notes 
For my lecture next week. 

Ink. He must mind whom ne quotes 

Out of 'Elei^t Extracts.’ 

Lady Bluek, Well, now we break up ; 

But remember Miss Diddle invite us to sup. 
Ink. Then at two hours past midnight we all 
^ meet again. 

For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and chanv 
. ^ pagne! 

y Tra. And the sweet lobster salad I 

I honour that meal, 


For ‘tis then that our feelings most genuinely— 
feel. [question : 

» Ink. True; feeling Is truest thtn, tar beyond 
1 wish to the gods ’(was the same with digestion I 

Lady Bfu^. Pshaw never mind that ; for 
one moment of feeling 
Is worth ^God knows what. 

Ink. ’Tis at least worth concealing 

For itself, or what follows-^— But here comes 
your carriage. 

Sir kick. [Asidey I wish all these people 
were d d with my marriage ! 

[Exeuni. 
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CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE: 

A ROMAUNT. 


* l/univer$ e$t tine eepice de livre. dont on n'a Iti que la premiere page quand on n a vu qu« 
son pays. J’en al feuMlei^ un assea grand nombre. que j’ai irouvd tfgakinent mauv'aises. Cet 
examen ne rn’a point infrucioen^. Je haissab nia patrie. Touies les impertinences des 
peuples divers, parmi ksqueb )*ai v^u. in ont r^oocilk avec elk. Quand je n'aurais liri d'autre 
b^n^ftce de mes voyages que cclui'U, je n'en rcgrcderais ni le$ fraU ni le$ fatigues. ’ — Le Cosmo- 
polite. 


PREFACE TO THE FIRST AND SECOND CANTOS. 

Tiis follotving poem was written, for the most part, amidst the scents which it attempts 1o de-. 
jsenb& It was ^gun in Albania ; and tlie parts relatb^e to Spain and Portugal were composed 
Jrom the author s observations in those count riea. Thus much it may be necessary to slate for 
Ithe correctness of the descriptions. The scenes attempted to be sketched are in Spain, Portugal, 
&pir«is, Acamania. and Greece. There, for the preMnt, the poem stops : its reception will de- 
'terminf whether the author may venture to conduct hb readers to the capital of the ust, through 
Ionia and Phrygia : these two canios are merely ^wrimenia]. 

( A iictiiiMis character Is introduced for the sake oT giving some connection to the piece ; which, 
however, makes no pretensions to regularity. It has been suggested to me by friends, on whose 
opinions I set a high value, that in this fictitious chameier. *Childe Harold,' I may incur the 
suspicion of having intended some real personage : this I beg leave, once for all, to discinim— 
Harold is a child of imagination, for the purpose I have staled. In some very trivial particulars. ' 
and those merely local, there might be grounds for such a notion ; but in the main points, I 
should hope, none vvliatever. 

It is almost superfinous to mention that the appellation *Childe, ns * Childe Waters, ' Childe 
Childers,’ &c.. Is used as more consonant with the old structure of verufication which I have 
adopted. The 'Good Night.' in the beginning of the first canto, was suggested by 'Lord 
Maxwell's Good Night,' in the MinttnUy, edited by Mr Scott. 

With the different poems which have been published on Spanish subjects, there may be found 
some slight coincidence in the first part which treats of the Peninsula ; but it can only be casual, 
as, with the exception of a few concluding siantas, the whole of this poem was written in the 
Levant, 

j 1'he stansa of Spenser, according to one of our most successful poets, admits of every 
|l3r Beattie makes the follovrlng otServation >“'Nol long ago, I began a poem In ilje style and 
«ianta of Spenser, in which 1 propose to give full scope to iny inclination, and be cither droll or 
fwihetlc, descriptive or sentimenial, tender or satirical, as the humour strikes «ne : for. if I mi^ 
flake not, the measure which I have adopted admits equally of all these kinds of 
sirengthened in my opinion by such autnorily. and by the example of some in the highest order 
of Itelian poels, I shall make no apedogy for attempts at simiUr variations in the following c<^- 
portion ; satisfied that, if they are unsuccessful, their failure must be in the execution ratner 
than in the de^gn, sanctioned by the practice of Ariosto, Thomson, and B«tlic. 

LONDON, Febrvary i8ia. 


ADDITION TO THE PREFACE. 

I HAVE now waited till almost afl our periodical journals have distributed thdr wual ^ 

ftrilicUm. To the justice of the generality of Ihcr enuasnw I have notching to object : « 
iU become me to quarrel with thw very slight decree of censure, when, perhaps, if they had 
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be«n \css kind, they had licen more candid. RetuDing, thererore, to all and each my b«st ihanka 
for their liberality, on one point alone shall 1 venture an observation. Amongst the many ob* 
jectioM icstlv urged tothej^ery i ndiffe rent character .^._tl«_'yegrani Chjlde* {whom, not with- 
standmg many hints to the conTrary. Tlf^ niarntain to be a fictitious personage), it has been 
stated that, besides iWg y>af»hmni^ir|, te unknighUy. as t1>e limes of the Knights were 
times of Love, Honour, and so forth. Now. it so happens that the old times, when 
' I amour du bon vjeu< terns, I’amour antique ' flourished, were (he most profligate of all i>osslblej| 
centuries. Those who have any doubts on this subject may consult .Sajnic-l*alaye, and*' 

more particularly vol. ii. p. 6o, The vows of chivalry were no better kept than any other vows! 
whalswver ; Md the songs of the Troubadours were not more decent, and certainly were muchf 
less refined, than those of Ovkl. The *Cours d’amour, parlemens d’amonr, ou cic court^sie et • 
de genlilesM, had much more of Ime than of courtesy or gentleness- Roland on the same 
subject with Sajnl-l^ilaye. Whatever other objection may be urged to that most unamlable . 
peonage, Childe flarold, he was so far perfectly knightly in his aitribuces-’ No waiter but aM 
knight templar. By the by, I fear that Sir Trn* remand .Sir Lancelot were no beiier ihan they^ 
should be, slihoiigh very poeiical personages ami tme knights, 'wns peur.’ though not ‘sans 
reproche. If the story of the institution of the 'Ganer’ be not a fable, the knighis of that order 
«?^"nes the Uidgeof a Countess of Salisbury, of Indifferent memory- 
Sorauch for chivalry. Burke need not have regretted iliai its dav-s arc over, thoucli Marie- 
unhoreed^ qtuie as chaste as most of those in whose Itonour lances were shivered and knights 


Of Bayard, and down to those of Sir Joseph Banks (the most chaste and cele- 
. ?l oociem and modern times), few exceptions will be found to this statement : and I fear 
* "now w monstrous mummeries of the middle ages. 

opri^iX mo ^ Harold to hve his day. such as 1« is. It li^td been more agrccable^and 
Sibi lo *” amiable character- 1 1 fiad been easy to v.irnlsh over his 

iMn lo •'* never was Intended as an exaint>le, further 

K ^ R®^**^**" Of mind and momU leads to satiety of past plcasiiies and dis- 

SShlbM ‘ of nature and the stimulus of imvel {except 

d^c S M.H? SS! JH exeiiemenis) are lost on a soul so constituted, ot rather nus- 

fh^d^ - foJfh! ^harncter woukl have deepened as he drew to 

London, 1813 


Not In those climes where I have Ute been 

Thoughl'lkauty long hath there 
Not In those visions 10 the heart dbplaying 
Rorms which ii sighs but 10 have only drwm'd, 
I ath aughi like thee in tniih or fancy seem'd ' 
Nor, having seen thee, shall I vainly seek 
To paint those charms which varied as tlwv 
beamd— ^ 

To such tki sec thee not my words were weak ; 
To those who gnse on thee, what language 
could they speak ? * 

Ah I may'st thou ever be what now thou •« 
Nor unbewni ihe promise of thy spring. 

As fair n form, ns warm yet pure in heart 
A !f • « bis wing. 

And guilelew beyond Hope's imagining I 
And sureiv ^e who now 10 fond^ ream 

brightening, 

t ^liolds the ndnbow of her future years. * 
^f®™^Jj^^b«»venly hues all sorrow db- 


TO IANTIIE.+ 


Young Perl of tlie Wwt 1— 'tis well for me 
My yimrs already doubly numlicr thine ; 

My loveless unmovcxl may gaw? on tlicc 
Ami safely vkw' thy riiwnlng Ixvtiiilvs shine : 
Happy, I ne'er shall see them in decline : 
Happier, that while all younger hcarls shall 
blml. 

Mine shall escajK the doom thine eyes assign 
To tlw whose admiration shall succeed, 

But mix'd with pangs to Loves even loveliest 
houis decreed. 

Oh I let that eye, which.^vild as the gaiclle'i, 
Now brijthtly bold or be.iiiijfully shy. 
n ms as it wanders., daules where It dwells. 
Glance o'er this page, nor to my verse deny 
That smile for which my breast might vainly 
»lgh, ' 

C^W I to thee be ever more than friend : 
This much, dear maid, accord ; nor queiioa 
why 

To one so young my strain 1 would commend, 
But bid me with my yrretih one matchl«s lily 
blend. ^ 
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Such is thy name with this my vers** entwined ; 
And long as kinder eyes a Ic^ shall cast 
On Harold's page, Ian ihc's here enshrined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten last : 
kly days once number’d, sirould this homage 
past 


Attract thy faJiy fingers near the lyre 
Of him Hho hail’d thee. loveliest as thou wast, 
Such Is the most my memory may desire ; 
Though more than Hope can claim, could 
Friendship less require? 


r 
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CANTO THE FIRST. 


Oh. thou! In Hellasdeem’d of heavenly birth. 

Muse I form’d or fabled at the minstrel’s will ( 
Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth. 
Mine dares not call tl>ec from thy sacred hill ; 
Yet there I've wander’d by thy vaunted rill : 
Yes I sigi I’d o’er Dciph i s long*(icscrted shrine. * 
Where, save that feeble fountain, all is si ill ; 
Nor mote my shell awake (lie weary Niite 
To grace so plain a ule— this lowly lay of mine. 


II, 


Wldlomc ill Albion’s Isle tliere dwell ayoulh. 
Who ne in virtue’s ways did lake delight ; 
But spent his days in riot most uncouth, 

And vex’d with mirth the drowsy ear of Night. 
Ah. me I in sooth he was a sliamcless wight. 
Sore given to revel and ungodly glee ; 

Few earthly things found favour in his sight 
Save concubines and carnal companic. 

And flaunting wassailersof high and low degree. 


ni. 


Childe Harold was he bight but whence 
his name 

And lineage long, it suits me not to say j 
Suffice it, that perchance they uw of rame. 
And had been glorious In auofher day : 

But one s^ losel soils a name for aye. 
However mighty in the olden time ; 

Nor all that ncralds rake from coffin’d clay. 
Nor florid prose, nor honey’d lies of rhyme, 
Can blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a enme. 
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IV. 


Childe Harold bask’d him in the nooi^tlde sun, 
Disporting there like any other fly. 

Nor deem’d before his little day was done 
One blast might chill him Inio misery. 

Hut long ere scarce a third of his pass’d by, 
Worse than adversity the Childe l^fell ; 
lie felt tlw fulness of satiety : 

Then loatlK-d he in his native laud 10 dwell. 
Which seem’d to him more lone than Ifremiie’s 
sad cell. 


V. 


For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had run. 
Nor made atonement when he did amiss, 

Had sigh’d to many, though he loved but one, 
And (hat lox’cd one, alas, could ne’er be his. 
Ah, h.appy she I to ’scape from him whose kist 
IHad bi'en pollution unto aught so chaste ; 
Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss, 
And spoil’d Iter goodly lands to gild his waste, 
Nor calm domestic peace had ever deign’d to 
taste. 


VI. 


And now Childe Harold w'as sore^ck at heart. 
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee ; > 
Tis snid. at times (he sullen tear would start. 
But Pride congeal’d the drop within his e e : 
Apart he stalk’d in joyless reverie. 

And from his native land resolved to go, 

And visit scorching climes beyond (he sea ; 
With ideasure drugg’d, he almost long’d fot 
woe. 

And e’en for change of scene would seek toe 
shades below. 


•vti. 


The ChHde departed from bis father’s ball ; 
It was a*vast aod venerable pile ; 

So old, it seeniM only not to fell, 

Yet strength was pillar’d in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome 1 condemn'd to usca vik I 


v" 
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Where Supenliiion once had made her den, 
Now Paphiaa girls were known to sing and 
smile; [agen. 

And monks might deem ihelr time was come 
If ancient tales say true, nor wrong these holy 
men. 

VJIJ. 

Yet ofttimeSi in his maddest mirthful mood, 
Strani;^ would flash along Chil^ 

Harold’s brow, 

As if the memory of some deadly feud 
Or disappointed passion lurk'd Mow : 

But this none knew, nor haply cared to know ; 
For his %vas not that open, artless soul 
That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow ; 

Nor sought he friend to coitnsel or ebndole, 
Whate’er his grief might be, whkh he could not 
cooifol. 

IX. 

And none did love bim^though to hall and 
bower 

He piher'd revellers from far and near. 

He knew them flatterers of tlw festal hour ; 
*l'he hearficss paraAites ol present chem’. 

Yen I none did love him— not his Ivmans 
dear- 

nut |x>inpnn<] power alone are woman’s care. 
Ami where ili«e «re light Kros finds .1 f»*fe ; 
Maidens, like iiiotlo, nreever caught by glare. 
And Mammon wins his way where Seraphs 
might despair. 

X. 

Cldlde Harold had a mother— not forgot, 
'IhuoA parting frodf that motlter lie did 
utun : 

A sister whom he loved, but saw her not 


Before bb*wcMry pilgrimage begun : 

If friends h^ad, he bade adku to none. 

Yet deem not thence his hr^t a breast of 
steel ; 

Ye. who have known what ‘tis to dote upon 

A few dear objects, will in sadness feel 
Such partinp break ibe heart they fondly hope 
t*hea 3 . ^ * 

xr. 

His house, hU htrfne, his heritage, his binds. 

The laughing dames in whom he did delight. 

Wbw iMe blue eyes, fair locks, ami snowy 
hands, ' 

Might shake the sniniship of on anchorite. 

And lonff hnd fM his vn.ifhr..i . 


And long hnd fed his vouthful anpetiie * 

His goblets brimra’d with every cosOy wine. 
And all that mote 10 luxury invite 
Without a sigh he left to evoss the bflne. 

And traveme Paynim shores, and paa Earth's 
central Uoe. 


And fast (he while rocks faded from his view. 
And soon were lost in dreumambient foam ; 
And then. It may be, of his wish to roam 
Repented he. but in his bosom slept 
The silent thought, nor from his Ups did come 
One word of wail, whilst others sale and wept, 
And to the reckless gales unmanly moaning 
kept. 

XIII. 

But when the sun was sinking in the sea. 

He seised his harp which he at limes could 
siring. 

And yrike. albeit with untaught melody. 
When deem'd he no strange ear was listening: 
And now his fingers o'er it he did fling, 

And tuned his farewell in the dim twilight, 
While flew the vessel on her snowy wing, 

And fleeting shores receded from his sight. 
Thus 10 the dements lie pour'd his last ' Good 
Night/ 

Adieu, adieu I my native shore 
]’’ades o’er the waters blue ; 

Tlie night 'Winds sigh, the breakers roar, 
AihJ shrieks ihe wiUl sra*mew. 

Yon .uin that sets u|ion the sen 
Wo follow in his flight : 

t’arewvU awhile to him and thee, 

My native tjiiid— Good night t 

A few short hours, an<] lie will rise 
To give the morrow birth i 

Anti I shall hail ilic main and skies, 

Itui not my inoilwr earth. 

Drsvried is my own good hall, 

Its lic.nri 1 i Is desolate : 

Wild weeds are gathering on Utc wall, 

My dog liowls at (he gate. 

' Come hitlwr, hither, my little page : 

Why dost thou weep and wall ? 

Or dost thou dread the billow’s rage, 

Or tremble at the gale? 

Du( (lash the ti*ur>drop from thine eye, 

. Our ship is swift and strong ; 

Our fleetest falcon scaiea can fly 
hfore merrily along/ 

' t.^1 winds be shrill, let waves roll high. 

I fear not wave nor wind ; 

* Yet m.'LO'el not. i>\r Childs, that I 
’ Am sorrowful in mind ; •* 

For [ have from my fatb^gone, 

A mother whom 1 love. 

And have no friend, save these alone, 

But (hec — and One above. 


The sails were fill'd, and fair (be light winds ^ 
blew, ^ 

As glad to waft him from bia native home* 


* M V father bluss'd me fervently, 
Yet did not much complin : 
But sorely will my mother sigh 
Till 1 come ba» again. 

' Enough, enough, my little lad ! 

Such (ears become ihioa eye ; 
If I thy guileless bosom had. 
Mine own would not be diy. 
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' Com« hither, hiiher. my etaunch yeoman, 
Why dost thou look so pale 7 
Or dost thou dread a French foeman. 

Or shiver at the gale ? ’ — 

* Deem si thou I iremWc for my life? 

Sir Childe. I'm not so weak : 

But thinking on an aUsent wife 
Will blanch a faithful cheek. 

• My spon:5C and boys dvrell near thy hall, 

Along the bordering lake : 

And when they on their father call, 

What answer shall she make? — 
•Enough, enough, my yeoman good. 

Thy grief let none gainsay ; 

But 1, who am of Ughicr mood. 

Will laugh to flee away.* 

For who would trust the seeming sighs 
Of wife or paramour? 

Fresh feeres wiil dry ilte bright blue eyes 
We late saw streaming o’er. 

For pleasures past I do itot grieve. 

Kor perils gathering near ; 

My greatest grief is that I leave 
No thing that cLiims a tear. 

And now I m In the world alone. 

Upon the wide, wide sen ; 

But why should 1 for others groan. 

When none will sigh for me? 
Pereh.nnce my dog will whine In vain, 

Till fed by stranger hands ; 

But long ere 1 come back again 
He’d tear me where he stands. 

With thee, my bark. I’ll swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine : 

Nor care what land thou brar’st me to, 
So not again to mine. 

Welcome, welcome, ye dark blue waves 1 
And when you fail my sight, 

Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves I 
My native land^Good Night 1 

XIV. 


On. on the vessel flics, the bnd Is gone. 

And winds are rude in Biscay’s sleepless bny. 
Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anop. 
New shores descried make every bosom gay : 
And Cintra's mountain greets titem on their 
waXi 

And Tagus dashing onward to the deep, 

His fabled golden irilmte bent to pay ; 

And soon on board ilw Uisian p^s 
And steer ’twixt fertile sliores wlasre yet few 
rustics reap. 

XV. 

Oh, Christ 1 it is a goodly sight to set 
Wl^t Heaven hath done for this delwtrus 

What fruits of fragrance blush on rr^ j 
What goodly prospecU oer the hills apaM I 
But man woJd iSr them with an impwus 
band: 


And when the Almighty lifts His fiercest 
scourge 

'Gainst those who most transgress His high 
command, 

With treble vengeance will His hot snails 
iGauVs locust host, and earth from fellest foemen 
purge. 

XVI. 

What beauties doth IJ:»boa first unfuld I 
Her im.*ige floating on that noble tide. 

Which poets vainly pave with sands of gold, 
But now whereon a thousand keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, rince Albion was allied. 
And to il^ Lusians did her aid afford : 

A nation swoll’n with ignorance and pride, 
Who lifik. yet loathe, the hand that waves 
tlie swe^ 

iTo save them from the wrath of GaiiVs un- 
sparing lord. 

xvit. 

But whoso emereih within this town, 

That, sheening far. celestial seems to l>e, 
IHsconsolaie will wander up and down. 

’Mid m.any things unsightly to strange e’e ; 

For hut and pahcc show like filthily ; 

The dingy denisens are rear’d in dirt ; 

No peraonage of high or mean drgree 
Doth care for cIcAnnesS of surtout or shirt, 
|T1^gh sheni with Egypt’s pingue, unkempt, 
unwash'd, unhurt. 

XVItt. 

Poor, paltry slaves! yet born ’midst nobleU . 

scenes— {men? 

Why. Natuie, waste ihy wonders on sudi 
Lo I Cintra’s glorious Eden intervenes 
In vaiscgaied mase of mount and glen. 

Ah me I what hand can pencil guide, or pen, 
To fellow half on which the eye dilates, 
Through views moredauling unto mortal ken 
Than those whereof such things the bnrd re- 
lates. [g^ics^ 

Who to the awe-struck w orld unlock'd Elysium’s 


XIX. 

The horrid crags, by toppling convent crown’d, 
The cork-trees hoar that ^ihe the shaggy 
steep, [brown’d. 

The mountain moss by scorching ski« im- 
The sunken glen, w’hose sunless shrubs must 
weep. 

The tender amre of the unruffied deep. 

The orange tints that gild the greenest bough, 
The torrents that from cliff to valley leap. 

I he vine on high, the willow branch below, 
Mix’d In one mighty scene, with varied beauty 
glow, 

XX. 

Then slowly climb the many-windiog way, 
And ^ueat turn lo linger as you go. 
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From loftitf rocks new lovoUoess survey, 

And rest ye nt ” Oui L^/$ House of 
Woe;‘*« 

Where frugil monks their little relks show, 
And sundry legends to the stranger (ell : [lo. 
Here impious men have punish'd b^n ; and 
Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell, 

In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a 
Hell. 


And here and there, as up the crags you 
spring, 

Mark many rudc*c.irved crosses near the path; 
Yet deem not these devotion's offering — 
These are memorials frail of murdttgpus u rath : 
For wheresoe'er the shrieking victim hath 
Pour'd forth bis blood beneath die assassin's 
knife. 

Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath ; 
And grove and glen with thousand such are 
nfe 

Throughout this purple land, wbete law secures 
not life 1 1 

xxti. 

On sloping mouods, or in the vale beneath. 
Are donio where whilome kings did make 
repair : [breathe ; 

But now the wild flowers round them only 
Yet ruin d splendour still is lingering there. 
And yonder towers the I’rince’s palace fair: 
iTiere thou, too, Valhek l{ ICngland's wealth* 
ifst son. 

Once form d thy Paradise, as not aware 
When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds 
haihdone, [t^w. 

Meek I eacc volupttious lures was ever wont to 

XXitl. 

Here didst thou dwell, here sclicmes of plea- 
sure plan. 

Bcfieaih yoo moun Iain's ever beauteous brow * 
But now, u if a thing unblest by Mao. 

1 ny fuiry dwelling is as lone as thou I 

'I- V “ passage scarce allow 

I o halls deserted, ponaU gaping « ide ; 

Fr«h lessons to the thinking bosom, how 

•SUS !• hu tsIUMk y -”*-*"** ^ «*«t 


^ sr* u Ail SIKki?* “fT i***" 

rtitf* vas * OMi wW la * at. 


XXIV. 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late con- 
vened 1 • 

Oh ! dome displeasing unto British eye ! 

With diadem hlght foolscap, lo ! a fiend. 

A little fiend that scoffs incessantly. 

There sits in parchment robe array'd, and by 
His side is hung a seal and sable scroll. 
Where blacon’d gbre names known to chi- 
valry, 

And sundry ^gnatures adorn the roll. 
Where.'it the Urchin pmnts and laughs with all 
his soul. 

XXV. 

Convention is tlie dwarfish demon styled 
'Hiai foil'd the knights in Marinlva's dome : 
Of brains (if brains they had| he them beguiled. 
And turn'd a nation's shallow )oy to gloom. 
Here Folly dash'd to earl h ihe victor's plume. 
And Policy regain'd what arms had lost : 

For chiefs like ours In vain may laurels bloom I 
Woe to the con(|uering. not the conquer’d 
host. [coa^t. 

Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania's 

xxvr. 

And ever since that martial syno<l mef, 
Hriiannia sickens. Cintrat at thy name ; 

And folks in oflke at the mcniiun fret. 

And fain would blush, if blush they could, for 
sh.ame. 

How will posterity the deed proclaim I 
Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer, 
Toview these chamjiions cheated of their fame, 
By foes in fight o'cnhrovrn. yet victors here, 
Where Scorn her finger points through many a 
conting year ? 

xxvri 

So deem'd the Chllde, as o'er the mountains 
Did take his way In solitary guise : [he 

Sweet was the Kcnc. y«» soon he thought to 
flee. 

More restless than the swallow In the skirs ; 
Though here awhile he learn *d to monvlisc, 
For Mudit.it ton fit'd al limes on him : 

And conscious Hc.ison whisper'd to despise 
His early youth misspent in m.iddcst whim ; 
But as he gated on truth, his acinng eyes gre^v 
dim. 

XXVIlt. 

To horse I to horse 1 he quits, for ever quits 
A scene of peace, though soothing to his soul : 
Again he rouses from his moping fits. 

But seeks not now (be harlot and the bowl. 
Onward he fiies, nor fix’d as yet ihe goal 
Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage : 
And o'er him many changing scenes muse roll. 


Or he (hall oalm his breast, or leara exp^ence 
sage. 
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XXIX. 

Y«t Mafra shall one moment claim delay. 
Where dwell of yore the Lusians* luckless 
queen ; 

And church and court did mingle iheir array, 
And mass and revel were nliemare seen : 
Lordlings and freres— iU*sorted fry. I ween I 
Bui here the Babylonian whore had built * 

A dome, where Aaunis she in such glonous 
sheen. [spMi, 

That men fo^el the blood whkh she hath 
And bow the knee to Pomp that loves to garnish 
guilt. 

XXX. 

O'er vales that teem with fruits, romantic hills. 
(Oh that such hills upheld a free*bom race !) 
Whereon to gase the eye with joyaunce fills, 
Childe Harold wends through many a pka> 
sanl place. 

Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase. 
And marvel men should quit their easy chair. 
The toilsome way, and long, long league to 

imce. , . - 

Oh there Is sweetness in the mountain air. 
And life, that bloated Ease can never hope to 
share. 

XXXI. 

More bleak to view the hills at length recede. 
And, less luxuriant, smoother vales extend ; 
Immense Itorizon'boundcd iibins succeed I 
Far as the eye discerns, whhouten end, 

Spain* s realms tipiicar, whereon her shepherds 
tend (^knows- 

Flocks, whose rich fleece right well the iradcf 
Now must the pastor* s arm liis lambs ilincnd : 
For Spain is compass'd by unyielding foes, 
And all must shield theu all, or share bukqec- 
t Ion's vroes. 

XXXll. 


Where Lusitania and her Sister meet. 

Deem >0 what bounds the rival realms divide ? 
Or e*er the jealous queens of nations greet. 
Doth Tayo interpose bis mighty tide? 

Or dark Sierras rise In craggy pride? 

Or fence of art, like China's vasty wall?— 

Ne barrier wall, ne river deep and wide, 

Ne horrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall, 
lUse bkc the locks that part Hispanias land 
from Gaul. 

XXXIII. 

But ihese between a rilver streamlet glWes, 
And scarce a name disiinguisheih the btc^. 
Though rival kingdoms press its verdant ^es. 
Here leans the idle shepherd on hisa^, 
And vacant on the rippling wares doth kKUC. 


That peaceful still 'twixt bitterest foemen flow ; 
For proud each peasant as the noblest duke : 
Well doth the Spanish hind the difference 
kno [low,* 

Twixt him and Lurian slave, the lowest of the 

XXXIV. 

But ere the mingling bounds have far been 
passd, 

Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billows, murmuring and vast, 

So noted ancient roundelays among. 

Whilome upon his banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and Knight, in mailed splendour 
drest ; [strong ; 

Here ceased the sWift their race, here sunk the 
The Psynim turban and the Christian crest 
Mix'd on the bleeding stream, by floating hosts 
oppress'd. 

XXXV. 

Oh. lovely ^ain I renow n‘d, romantic land I 
Where is that siandard which Pelaglo bore, 
When Cava's f tmiiof'Slre first call'd the band 
That dyed thy mountain-streams with Gothic 
gore? 

Where are those bloody banners which of yore 
Waved o'er thy sons, viciorious to the gale, 
And drovo at Iasi the spoilers to their shore ? 
Red gleam'd the cross, and waned the cres- 
cent pale, [matrons' wail. 

While Afrk's eclioes thrill d with Moorish 

XXXVI. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale? 
Ah I such. alas, the hero's amplest fate I 
When granite moulders, and u hen records foil, 
A peasant's jikiint prolongs his dubious dale. 
I^del bend tliino eye from heaven to thine 
estate, 

See how the Mighty shrink into a song 1 
Can Volume, Pill.ir, Pile, preserve thee great? 
Or must thou trust Trailiiion’$ simple tongue, 
Wlicn Flattery sleeps with thee, and History 
docs (hoc wrong ? 


rtWB. 
ent (0 tb«ir 


hMnUlu » _ la'petoi Sf 


XXXVIl. 

Awake, ye sons of Spain 1 awake ! advance I 
Lo ! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries. 
But wields not. as of old, her Ihimty lance. 
Nor shakes her crimson plumage in the skies : 
Now on the smoke of biasing l^lts she flies, 
And speaks in thunder through yon engine’s 
roar ! 

In every peal she calls— *'Awake< arise I 


» 1 tbe fensfueM, w I hive cauacteftMdtlieni. 

Tliac 0»ey ut time* rt kiA in e«uncc. b eriSenk 

The l«i« Lor^ WeOiArtott eSi^d th« Milo 

flT CiatTv. He i»de«4 dene wooden; he hee iniSep* 
ea«ec*e the cluractec ef • wiien. reoeacueC riv*l MTwnti* 
boM. aoS boiled u cucay »bo Mver (cDewed'Uefete bu 
t>iiiic\wee»>«-»aia. 

1 Com JeBe&'t 4««ratee. the Heleo er Spelo. PeUrhu 
ae ese iw e i Metod^eed tf ce » the fcnwenes ef ibe AsnnU 
BOita«ieieMdii»oerhafcUowen.»aef teove geeiurk*. t*»»- 
pitted tMrrMnlebjtbe ua^uate/CieAede. 
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Say, b her v^ce more feeble than of yore, Or call vnth tmth one span of eartfi their own. 

When her war-song was heard on Andalusia s Save that wherein at last (hey cmiuble bone by 
shore ? bone ? 

XXXVtII. Xl.tM. 

Hark I heard you not chose hoofs of dreadful O Albuera, glorious field of grief I 

As o*er thy plain ihe Pilgrim prick'd his steed. 

Sounds not the clang of conflict on the heath? Who coukl foresee thee. In a space so brief, 

Saw ye not whom the reeking sabre smote : A scene where mingling /ocs should boast 

Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneath and bleed ? 

Tyr^lS and tyrants' slaves? — the fires of Peace to the perish'd ! may the warrior's meed 
death, [rock And tears of triumph tliclr reward prolong 1 

The bale-fires flash on high r— from rock to Till others fall where other chieftains lead. 

volley tells that thousands cease to Thy name shall circle round the gaping 
breathe : throng. [sicni song. 

Death ndes upon the sulphury Siroc, Arvd shine in worthless lays, the theme of tran- 

Ked battle stamps bis foot, and nations feel the 

shock. XLIV, 


xxxtx. 

Lo 1 where (he Giant on the mountain stands, 
His blood-red cresses deepening in the sun, 
With death-shot glowing In his fiery hands. 
And eye that scorcheih all it glares upon ; 
Restless it rolls, now fix'd, and now anon 
Flashing afar,— and at his Iron feet [done ; 
Destnicilon cowers, to mark what deeds are 
For on this mom three potent nations meet. 

To shed before his shrine the blood he deems 
most sweet. , 

XL, 

fiy Heaven lit is a splendUl ^ghc to see 
JFof one who hath no friend, no brother there) 
^eir rival scarfs of mix’d embroidery, 

Th^r various arms that glitter in the air ! 
what gallant war-houods rouse them from 
(heir Lair, Xp^y I 

AU t yelling f'of the 

^l jom the ehase. but few the triumph share : 

A V'* »fiall bear the chiefest prise away, 
And n avoc scarce for joy con num ber their array . 

XLI. 

^ree hosts combine to offer sacrifice ; 

Tntee tongues prefer strange orisons on high ; 
lliree gaudy standards flout the pale blue 
skies: 

The shouts arc France. Spain, AlWon. VkioTy ! 
The foe. the victim, and (be fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights In vain. 

^ n\B i-^ if at home they could not die— 

A Talavera's pLiin, 

And fcrtilii^e field that each pretends to g«n. 

XLM. 

Them they rot-Ambitlon's honour'd 

Yei Hon^r decks the turf that wraps^ thnr 
wE^***^ \ behold the tSls, 

The broken tools, that tyrants cost away 

'^*^ite ” beans— to what? — a drojn 
Can despots compass aught that haii*Thejr 


Enough of Tkittle’s minions I let them play 
Their game of lives, and barter breath for 
fame : 

Fame that will scarce reanimate their clay, 
Though thousands fall to deck some single 
name. 

In sooth. 'I were sad to thwart their noble aim 
Wlio strike, blest hirelings 1 for their country’s 
good, [shame; 

And die. that living might have proved her 
f*cri$li*d, perchance, in sonie rloi nestle feud, 
Or in a narrower sphere wild Kupi lie's p.\th 
pursued. 

XLV. 

Full swiftly Karokl wenrls his lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla triumphs unsubdued : 
Yet is she free— the spoiler s wish'd-for prey I 
Soon, soon shall Conquest's fiery foot intrude, 
Rl'.,;Kening her lovely domes with traces rude. 
Heritable hour I ’Gainst fate to strive 
Where Desolation pbnts her famish'd brood 
Is vain, or I lion. l yre, might yet survive. 
And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to 
thrive. 


Uut all unconscious of the coming doom. 

The feast, the song, the revel here abounds; 
Strange modes of merriment (he hours con- 
sume, [wounds; 

Nor bleed these patriots with their country's 
Nor here War's clarion, but Love's rebeck 
sounds; 

Here Folly still his votaries enthralls, 

And young^yed Lewdneas walks her mid- 
night rounds i 

Girt with (he silent crimes of Capitals, 

Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tottering 
walla. 

XLV] t. 

Not so the rustic : with his ticmbling mate 
He lurks, nor costs his heavy eye afar, 
l.csi he should view his vineyard desolate, 
Blasted below tbe duri hot b^th of war. 

No more beneath soft Eve's consenting star 
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Pand&ngo twirls his jocund castanet : [mar. 
Ah, monarchsl could yc taste (l>e mir^ yc 
Not in the toils of Gk>ry would ye fret : 

The hoarse dull drum would steep, and hlao 
be happy yet. 

XI.VI1I. 

How carols now the lusiy muleteer^ 

Of love, romance, de^’o(ion is his lay. 

As whilomc he was wont il>e lengui'« to cheer. 
His quick l>cUs wildly jinj^ling on the way? 

No i as he speeds, he chants * Viv&el Rey T * 
And checks his song to execrate Godoy, 

The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day 
Wlien first Spain’s queen beheld the black-eyed 
boy. [teratejoy. 

And gore^faced Treason sprung from her adul* 

XLtX. 

On yon long level plain, at dist.ance crown’d 
With crags, whereon those Moorish turrem 
rest, (groundV 

Wide scatter’d hoof*marks dint the wounded 
And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s dark- 
en’d vest 

Tells that (he foe was Andalusia’s guest : 

Here was the camp, the walch'flamc. and the 
host, [nest ; 

Here the brave peasant storm’d the dragon’s 
Still does he mark it with triuniphant boast. 
And points to yonder cliffs, whkh oft were won 
and lost. 


And whomsoe’er along the path you meet 
Bears In his cap the badge of crimson hue,t 
Which tells you whom to shun and w^ om to 
greet : 

Woe to the man that walks in public vle« 
Without of loyalty this token true : 

Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke . 
And sorely would (he Gallic foemen rue. 

If subtle ^nlards, wrapt beneath the cl^e. 
Could blunt the sabre’s edge, or clear the can- 
non’s smoke. 

Lt. 

At every turn Nforena’s dusky height 
Sustains aloft the battery’s iron load ; 

And, far ns mortal eye can compass sight. 
The mountain-howitrer. the broken iMd. 
The bristling palisade, the fosse o’erfiow’d. 
The station’d bands, the never-vaeant watch. 
The magarine in rocky durance stow'd. , 


' Vln tl Rey PcmiiMl« I ' Uwt Uve Kii>e PctdHKAdl k 
1>« ebontf of nioM «r (h< S^>S They Me 


chkVw dBptaWe ihc oM KMCturki. «he 

|X< PMrwe er re*« t h»»e of SMM eT 

the tin ve ^auTaL Dm Meneel Cwl*y. ih« 

U /He eT Ml eiMleM M OcoyMt beiUy. va» bei* a» IVatUyv. 
Zt ih< ftMiMit Of nefiMhamt r lo ibe rnnks M 

•k. SoaeUta nve*: OP pema ectnetee ihc gweh teyei. 

KSn^hedekeUM ef Oc. ie. (i n ie 

ihu tail Spuknle ualTrally iapM« the nM of 

vUb * Fenuide VU/ k the seMre. 


The bolster’d steed beneath the shed of 
thatch. 

The ball-piled pyramid, •the ever-blaang match, 

ut. 

Portend the deeds to come but he whose 
m>d 

Has tumbled feebler despots from their sway, 
A moment pauseth ere he lifts the rod ; 

A little moment dcigneih to delay : 

Soon will his legions sweep through these 
their way ; [world, 

The West must own the Scourger of the 
Ah, Spain 1 how s.vl will be thy reckon! ng- 

iunfurl'd. 

When soars Gaul’s Vulture, with ftis wings 
And thou shall view thy sons in crowds to 
Hades hurl’d. 

I bill. 

]/ And must they fall— the young, the proud, 
lire brave— fVelgn? 

To suall one bloated Chiefs unwholesome 
No step between submission anti a grave? 
The rise of rapine and the fall of Spain > 

And doth the Power that man adores ordain 
Their doom, nor heed the suppliant’s appeal ? 
Is all that desperate Valour acts in vain? 

And Counsel sage, and patriotic Zeal, 

The Veteran’s skill, Youth’s fire, and Manhood’s 
heart of steel? 

Itv, 

Is it for this the Spanish m.iid, aroused, 
Hangs on the willow her uns(r\ing guitar, 
And. all unsex' d, the .aniace hath espoused. 
Sung the loud song, and dared the deed of 
war? 

And she, whom once the semblance of a scar 
Appall'd, an owlet s larum chill’d with dread, 
Now views the column •scattering bay’nei jar. 
The falchion flash, and o’er the yet warm 
dead 

Stalks with Minerva’s step where Mars might 
quake to (read. 

LV, 

Yc who shall marvel when you hear her tale, 
Oh I had you known her in her softer hour, 
Mark'd her black eye that mocks her coal- 
black veil. 

Heard her light, lively ton^ in Laily’s bower. 
Se«n her long locks that foil the painter’s 
povrer. 

Her fairy form, with more than female grace, 
Scarce would you deem that Saragosa s tower 
Beheld her smite in Danger’s Gorgon face, . 
Thin the closed ranks, and lead io Glory’s fear- 
ful cliase. 


• .at vi .0 s««A 4 b«nnr wOi re<oU«ct (he mnnldal 
Mfm Ml much tkM wd sSeD we pfled TSe Sierra Storeiia 
feeiked m • Cey deAlc UudM wUcS I lo oiy war 

to Spaia. ^ ^ 
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LVI. 

Her lover sinks-^e sheds no lU-timed (eax * 
Her chief is slain— she fills his facal post ; 
Her felloKs fiee — she checks their hast 
career : 

The foe re tires -she heads the sallying host : 
who can appease like her a lover’s ghost > 
Wflo can avenge so w«ll a leader's fall? 

What maid retrieve when man's ftush d hooe 
is lost? ^ 

Who hung so fiercely on the flying Gaul, 
Fojid by a woman’s hand, before a batter’d 
wall?* 

LVtI. 

Yet are Spain’s maids no race of A masons. 
But form d for all the witching arts of love * 

1 hough thus in arms they emulate her sons. 

. horrid phalanx dare to move, 

ns hut the lender fierceness of the dove, 

I ecKing the hand that hovers o’er her mate • 
in sofiness as in firmness far above 

sickening prate ; 
Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance 
as great, ^ 

LVtIt. 

dimpling finger hath Im- 

pressd A 

^"?ouch^t *^’*^**‘ chin which bean his 

p<»»t l«ave their nest, 
Hid man be pliant ere he merit such : 

m[t5 beautiful ! how mudt 

Hath Phmhus woo’d.in vain to spoil her cheek 

cUifJhT 

JSTf ' »»* '•"P'iO. 

tlX, 

“‘'bud'*' P«“ '<«* W 

Mw^ me, ye harems of the land 1 wKm* 


LX. 

Oh ihou, Parnassus ! whom I now survey, * 
Not In the frenzy of a dreamer s eye. 

Not in the fablod l.iiidscape of a lay, 

But soaring siK.w-cI.ad ihrongh thy native sky. 
In the wild pomp of nioui.iain majnsiy i 
What marvel if I thus essay to sing? 

The humblesi of thy pilgrims passing by 
W'ould gladly woo thine l^chocs with his 
sinng. 

Though from thy heights no more one Muse 
will wave lier wing. 

LXt. 

Oft have 1 dream’d of Thee I wltose glorious 
name . 

Who knows not, knows not m.an’s dllinest 
now I view thee, lis, alas, with shame 
rhai j in feeblest accents must adore. 

When I recount thy worshippers of yore 
I treml^, and can only bend the knee ; 

Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar, 
But gate beneath thy cloudy canopy 
In silent joy to think at last 1 look on Thee I 

LX It. 

II.i|wier In this than mighUesl Uards have 
been, 

Whose fate to distant homes confined ilteir 
Shall 1 unmoved bc-hoUi the hallow'd scene 
Which others rave of. though they know it 
not ? 

piwh here no more Apollo haunts Ms grot. 
And thou, the Muses' seat, an now their grave 
gentle spirit still pervades the spot, 
bighs in die gale, keeps silence in the cave. 
And glides with glassy foot o’er yon melodious 
wave. ^ 

LXIII. 

Of tb« hereafter.-Ev’n amklst my strain 
Mum d aside to pay my homage here : 

Jwoi the bnd. the sons, the maids of Spain • 
Her fate, to every free-hom bosom dear • 

And hail d thee, not perchance without a tear 
Now to my theme— but from thy holy haunt 
me some remnant, some memorial bear : 
plan* Daphne's deathl&u 

Nor let thy votary’s hope be deem'd an*^ Wlc 
LXIV. 

But oe’er didst thou, fair Mount I wlien Greece 
was young. 

f}f ^hyginnl base a brighter choir t 
Delphi, when her priestess sune 
I, bymn with more than mortal fire 

Hehold a tmm more fitting to inspire 
rht song of love than Andalusia's maids, 
g lowing lap of soft desire : 
^*s}wde»* given such peaceful 

As Greece ca n stiU bestow, though Gloryllylicr 
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LXV. • 

Fair is proud Senile : let her country boast 
Her strength, her v\‘ealth. her site of ancient 
days.* 

But Cadiz, rising on the distant coast. 

Calls forth a s\\eeter. though ignoble praise. 
Ah. Vice ! how soft are thy voluptuous >vays! 
Wliile boyish blood is mantling, who can 
The fascination of thy magic gase? (’scape 
A Cheruh*hydra round us dost thou gape, 
And mould to every taste thy dear delusive shape. 

LXVJ. 

When Paphos fell by Time— accursed Time ! 
The Queen who conr|uers all must yield to 
thee — (clime : 

The Pleasures fled, but sought as warm a 
And Venus, constant to her nacise sen. 

To nought else constant, hither deign'd to flee, 
And her shrine within these walls of white; 
Though not to one dome circumscribcth site 
Her worship, but. devoted to tier rite. 

A thousand altars rise, for ever biasing bright. 

LXVtt. 

From mom till night, from night till startled 
Mom 

Peeps blushing on the revel’s langhing crew, 
The song U heard, the rosy garland worn ; 
Devices quaint, and frolics ever new. 

Tread on each other’s kibes. A long adieu 
He bids to sober joy ch.1i here sojourns : 
Notight interrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish Incense bums, 

And love and prayer unite, or rule the hour by 
turns. 

LXVIU. 

« 

The Sabbath comes, a dny of blessed rest ; 
What hallows it upon this Christian shore? 
Lo I it Is sacred to a solemn feast : 

Ha/k I heard you not the forest monarch's roar? 
Crashing the lance, he snuffs the spouting gore 
Of tn an and steed, o’erth rown beneat h his hem : 
'i'he throng'd arena shakes with shouts for 
more * 

Yells the mad crowd o'eretjtrails freshly tom. 
Nor shrinks the female eye. uor ev’a aflms 10 
mourn. 

txix. 

The seventh day this ; the jubilee of man, 
London t right weU thou know’st the day of 
prayer • . 

Then thy spruce diiten. wash d artiw, 

And smug apprentice gulp the r weekly air 
'Thy coach of hackney, whiskey. 

AndlJ^mWcst gig. thf^b 

To Hampstead. Brentford, Harrow, make 
repair; 


Till (he tired jade the wheel fo^ts to hurl, 
Provoking envious gibe from each pedestrian 
churl 

LXX. 

Some o’er thy 'Tliamis row the ribbon’d (air, 
Others along (he safer turnpike fly ; C'^are, 
Some Richmond'hill ascend, some scud to 
And many to the steep of Highgate hie. 

Ask ye, Bceotian shades, the reason why ? * f 
*l'is (o the worsliip of the solemn Horn, 

Grasp'd in the holy hand of Mystery. 

In w l>ose dre.id name both men and maids arc 
sworn. (till 

And consecrate the oath with draught, and dance 

LXXI. 

All hai’C their fooleries — not alike are thine, 

Fair Csidis, rising o’er the dark blue sea I 
Soon as the matm bell proclalmeth nine. 

Thy saint adorers count the rosa^ : 

Much is the Virgin teased to shrive them free 
(Well do I ween the only virgin there) 

From crimes as numerous ns her beadsmen oe, 
Then to the crowded circus forth they fa« s 
Young. okJ, high. low. at once the same diver- 
sion share. 

LXXII. 

The lists are wed. the spacious area clca^^ 
I'hoiisands on thousands piled are seaiw 
round : , x. •a 

Long ere the first loud trumpet’s note Is h«^' ✓ 
N'e xacani space for la led wight is found . 

Here dons, grandees, but chiefly d*"^. 
Skill'd in (he Ogle of a roguish eye, 

Yei ever well inclined to heal the u ounO , 

None through their cold disdain 

As moon ‘Struck bards complain, by Loi^essad 

txxni. 

HoMdH .he din of ' 

With* milk-white crest, goW Spur, 

Fo,ir cavaliers prepare ^ 

And lowly bending to the lists • 

Rkh are (heir scarfs, their chargers fea y , , 

If inCe^^angerous game »hey shine lo^di^ 

The crowd’s loud snout, and ladies lomij 

Best^STif better ants, (hey bear a^lf' ^ 
Aod all (hat kings or chiefs eer gam thrir w 
repay. 


, bMSoUec oT Prtiit, but u the ctpiiti «( 

IfawiMdlc vueMpouMleU»nacelT«U> , . ^ ^ 

I T)i« pen BitaSTw * bufkiflue b«l». 

Sa(|) WAS • iw*er i© evi Uowa A*! 

i^te UriBk MAD be«r when M vsfJR* * 

•fch lb* uTiBK • Mica he ibt 
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Pleasure's pall’d vicrim I Ufe^bbomng gloom 
Wrote on his faded brow curst Cain’s unresiinf 
doom. 


LXXXIV. 


Still he beheld, nor mingled with the throng: 

Hilt view'd them not with misanthroinc hate : 

Fain would he now have join'd the dance, ilic 
song : 

But who may smile that sinks beneath his fate? 

Nought that he saw his sadness could abate : 

■yet once he struggled ‘gainst the demon s 
sway, 

And as in Beauty’s bower be pensive sate. 

Pour’d forth (his unpremeditated lay. 

To charms as fair as those (hat soothed his 
happier day. 


TO INEZ. 

Nay, smile not at my sullen brow. 

Alas I I cannot smile again : 

Yet Heaven avert that ever thou 
Shouldsi weep, and haply weep In vain. 


And dost thou ask what secret uroe 
I bear, corroding joy and youth? 

And wile (hou vainly seek to know 
A pang ev’n thou must fail to soothe? 

It Is not love. i( Is not hate. 

Nor low Ambition's honours lost. 
That Wds me loathe my present state. 
And fly from all I prised the most : 


It is that weariness whkh springs 
Prom ah t meet, or hear, or see : 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Thine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 


It is that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore. 
That will not look beyond the tomb, 
But cannot hope for rest before. 


What Exile from himself can Aee? 

To tones, (hough more and more remote, 
Still still pursues, where'er I be, 

The blight of life— the demon Thought. 


Yet others rapt In pleasure seem. 

And taste of all that I forsake : 

Oh 1 may they still o( transport dream. 
And ne'er, at least like me, awake 1 


Through many a clime 'tis mine to go. 

WUn many a retrospection curst ; 

And all my solace Is to ktMW, 

Whate’er betides. I've koown the wont 

What Is that worst ? Nay, do oot ask— 

In pity from the seareh forbear : 

Smile on— nor venture to 
Man's heart, and view the Hell that^s there 


txxxv. 

Adieu, fair Cadis I yea. a long adieu f 


AoMUi cajr caoiA i ^ — ai 4. 

Who may forget bow weU (hy walls have 
stood? 


When all were changing, thou alone werl true, 
First 10 be free, and last to be subdued. 

And if amidst a scene, a shock so rude. 
Some native blood was seen thy sirceis lodye, 
A traitor only Jell beneath the feud • • 

Here all were noble, save Nobility : 

None hugg’d a conquerors chain save falw" 
Chivalry I 


LXXXVl. 


Such be the sons of Spain , and strange her ( 

They fight for freedom, who were never ire 
A kingless people for a nerveless slate. 

Her vassals combat when their chieftains ne's. 
True to the veriest slaves of Treachery ; 

Fond of a land which gave them nought oot 

Pride points (be path that leads to Ul*rty 
Back to the struggle, baffled in the stnlft 
War, war is still (he cry, ‘War even to 
knife I’t 

LXXXVJT. 

Ye. who would more of Spain and Spanlai- ^ 

Go, read ihaleer 1$ writ of bloodiest strife; ^ 
Whaie'er keen Vengcan c< urged on fo«jPi '] 
Can act. is aciing there against mans me. 
From flashing scimitar to secret knife. , 
War mouldeth there each weapon to ' 
need— . .- 

So may he guard Ihe sister and the wiic. 


ao may oe guaru me •••v ...v ••• • , 

So n,.y he meke cieh J| 


So may such foes deserve (he most remwr 

less deed I 

LXXXVttl. 

Flow'S there a (ear of pity for the , 
Look o'er the ravage of the r«kjng pi« ^ 
Look on the hands with i*'"*^* 

Then to the dogs resign the uiibuned Siam, 
Then to the vulture let each corw remun. 
Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird s • 

Let Ihelr bleach'd bones, and bloods « 

bleaching suin, 

Long mark iRe battle-field with ^ 

I Thus only may our sons conceive the scene# 
saw! 


LXXXtX. 

Nor yet, alas, the dreadful work is d^e • 

Fresh legions pour adown the Pyrej^ • 

It deepens still, the work is scarce b«un* 

Nor mortal eye the distant end 
FaU'n nations gaee on Spain: if !(«<«• 

Moreno her fell Pitarros once enchain^. 
Strange retribution t now Columbia sw 
Repairs tlie wrongs that Quito S sons sus^^ 
WhUe O'er the parent clime prowU Murder ^ 
restrain'd. 


Shvca 
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xc. 


Not all ibo blood at Talavera shed, 

Noi all (he marvels of Batossa’s fight, 

Nol Albucpa lavish of Ihp dead, 

Have won for Spain her wall-asserted right. 
When shall her OUv^Branch be free from 

„„ Wigbi? 

When shall she brenthe her from (he blushing 
Mow many a doubtful day shall sink in night, 
Cre the Frank robber turn him from his^il, 
t reedom's strangKr-uee grow native of (he 
soiU 


SCI. 

And Ihou, my friend I 


Hiy inena i » since unavailing woe 
ourtU from my heart, and mingles wim the 
strain— 

SJ? »yord laid thee with the mighty low, 
™^6bt forbid e’en Friendship to corn- 
gut ihw unlaureVd lodeaeend in vain, [pla 
gy all forgot ten, save the lonely breast. 

tinbteedlng with the boasted slain, 

rest? 


iin 


tou done, (o sin 




a meaner crest ! 
so peacefully to 




xcn. 

Oh, known the earliest, and esteem’d the 
most I 

De;tr to a heart wl>ere nought was left so dear I 
Though to Illy hopeless days for ever lo.'it. 

In dreams deny me not to see thee here ! 

And Mom in secret sliall renew the tear 
Of Consciousness awaking to hor woes. 

And Fancy hover o’er thy bloodless bier. 

Till my frail frame return to whence i( rose, 
And mourn'd and mourner lie united in repose. 

XC1I1. 

Here is one fyite of Harold’s pilgrimage : 

Ye who of him may further seek to know. 
Shall find some tidings in a future page, 

If he (hat rhycneih now m^ scribble iiioe. 

1$ this too much? Stern Critic, say not so : 
r^iience I and ye shall hear what he beheld 
In other lands where be was dooth.d • 
I^cmU (hat contain the monuments of Lid, 
Ere Greece and ^OreeJaa kris by barbarous 
hands u ert ciuidr.d. 


Dafe^ 


CANTO THE 


I, 


maid of hCTy«,t-b.il Ihou, 

pSSSSSr 

Of men who never felt the sacred 

Niftf . m 4 fM« •< i»i«M .rs 

To OM iho Uon or iftttiWo. 







.-.hloooAcr 

uW le*M Ma too vSl l» oerr 
ymeteabviho nnUdiiii mit 


(hrateitoee* 


SECONli^ 

Ancient of days I au^w Athena I when, 
Where are (hy men of mlghtt thy^fand in 
aoui? [things that were : 

Gone— ‘glimmering through (he drenm of 
First in (he race (ha( led (o Glory's goal. 

They won, and pass'd away — is this the 
whole ? 

A schoolboy's tale, (he wonder of an hour I 
The warrior’s weapon and (he sophist's side 
Are sought in vain, and o’er each mouldering 
lower. (of power. 

Dim with (he mist of years, grey Alls the shade 


c*re of who* Allhem wu, •ttS Uw certolfttv p( whoi ohe ne«* 
TiMi I MAI r« •( cMieadoa Wlweoft •a(c>i'y fa^Uonk oT iht 
Knicctv* •( •Won. Um eMaaiWi mC eei>o»alon oi ryniasi 
(Im UHUnpa oad n*i4aliaMM of c**v'*h. it ihw (wobio a 
KeftO 94 petty Mrino •ftC poipetwol dlMwrbanco, (*«l»«on 
riftf icenu 94 orrul* PrtiHh ftobllHy oad acMry. 
TM oAM Imek the •*!■. oeepoto in tho rulna •! Bom. 

UiM neh lobAbltonik Tlio 


Ml.* woro Mrcly leas dMtrmeifiC 

Twh* lio«« iIm p*«o « c«iin*w for UMr lyrwtny, ond tho 
Greoka ho«e only MCered Ike Sortwoo 94 Mr. incldoiiul jo Cho 
knooo t ; Um iMiv or« ih« wieMy Ml«a. wlicn two polmon 
eoAtm Ike |w h U « too<pliiodo»iintooPnrthonoft,nttdiflogipk 
n. o««rrtMw to Ike lOM# oT oocK oueeeedio* Anmn I 
k «onM IM poftUk, rau* mWm, oad xAoo Von 

t boa a ofMlMa for nwpaluyMihaiMton, ond bl« 
a oevou. M TciM t or bet <*«l«MtlUo •« lihiMir sad 
I to doilnaettoa. hi port. 

of renrdi 

orWi W p 
tnpu maiioL 


In to 
SylU 
AlkMd 



tailed «»cr«e o» emtlml &r.k*u.u 

' MoA. prood 
W 0 IttU Mern^ooUv. 
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Son of ihs morning, rise ! approach you here I 
Come— but molest not yew defenceless um ; 
Look on this spot— a nation s sepulchre ! 
Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer burn. 
Even cods must yield— religions lake tbdr 
turn : [crcMS 

'Twas Jove’s. — ’tis Mahomet’s; and other 
Will rii with other years, till man shall leam 
Vainly his incense soors, his vktim bleeds ; 
Poor child of Doubt and Death, whose hope is 
built on reeds. 


Pursue what Chance or Fate pioclaimeth best ; 
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron : 
There no forced banquet claims the sated 
guest, 

But Silence spreads the couch of ever welcome 


IV. 


Bound to the earth, he lifts his eyes to heaven— 
Is’t not enough, unhappy thing, lo know 
Thou art ? Is this a boon so kindly gh'en, 
That b«*ing. thou wouldsl be again, and go. 
Thou know’ St not, reck st not to what region. 

On earth no more, but mingled with the skies? 
Still will thou dream on future joy and woe? 
Regard and weigh yon dost before It flirt t , 
That little urn saith more than thousand homi- 
Ues. 


V. 


Or burst the vanish’d Hero’s lofty mound ; 
Far on the solitary shore he sleeps : • 

He fell, and falling nations mourn d around 
But now* not one of saddening thousands 
weeps, . , 

Nor warlike worshipper his vigil keeps 
Where deml'gods appear’d, as reeor^ leJI. 
Remove yon skull from out the scatter’ d heaps 
Is that a temple where a god may dwell ? 
Why, ev’n the worm at last disdains her shat- 
ter’d cell ! 

VI. 


t-ook on its broken arch. Its nun d wall 
Its chamber desolate, and portals fwj , 

Yes, this was once Ambition s airy h.ill. 

The dome of Thought, the palace of ilie^il. 
n«hold through each lack-lustre, cyelc«l>Ole. 
The cay recess of Wisdom and of wit. [trol I 
And Passion’s host, that never brook d con- 
Can all saint, sage, or schist ever wnt, 
People this lonely tower, this tenement refit? 


VII. 


Vlll. 


Well didst thou speak, Aihet..-* ' . 

• All that we know is. nothing can be known, 
i^y should wt Shrink from what we cannot 

Each ha"h it* pang, but f«‘>le 

With braln-bom dreams of evil all their own. 


. I-.?-". 

UM « bw«k •* ah Bfc wM laiMwa*. 


Vet if, as holiest men have deem’d, there be 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore, 

To shame the doctrine of the Sadduc« f 

And sophists, madly vain of dubious lore ; 

How sweet it were in concert to adore 
With those who made our mortal labours ugotj 
To hear each v«ce we fear’d to hear no more i 
Behold each mighty shade reveal'd to sigki* 
be B-actrian, Samian sage, and all who laugot 
the right I 


IS. 


There, thou I— whose love and life, logelhcf 
fled. . 

Have left me here to love and live in vajn-- 
Twined with my heart, and can I deem ui« 
dead, . . ) 

Wlien busy Memory flashes on my brain r. 
Well— I will dream that we may meet agaio. 
And woo the vision to my vacant breast ; 

. - . * MR 


And woo me vision 10 my • 

if aufhi of young Remembrance then rem«n. 
Be as it may Futurity’s behest, ' 


oe as H may ruiuniy » t- ... 

•or me 'iwere bliss enough to knew tbyspinv 


X. 


Here let me sit upon this massy stone, » 
The marble column’s yet unshaken ba^ 1 * * 

Here, son of Saturn, was thy favourite throwi 
M Ighi lest of many such 1 H once let me iw 
The latent grandeur of thy dwelling-place. 

It may not be : nor cv’n can Fancy » «yf 
Restore what Time bath laboured to defa» 

Yet these proud pillars claim 00 
Unmoved the Moslem sits, the light 
carols by. 


xt. 


But who, of All the plunderers of y®" ^*"8 
On high, wlwre P.ill.is Unger d, loth (0 nee 
The latest relic of her ancient reign ; . j 

The last, the woisi, dull spoiler, , 

Blush, Caledonia I such thy son could » ' 
EngUnd 1 I joy no child he was of ibine . 
Thy free-bom men should spare what 0 

Yet th^ could violate each 
And bear these altars oer the kmg'reltt 
brine.f 

zn. 


But most the modem Bel's 

To rive wb»t Golh, Mid Turk, »nd Tune ham 

spared 




I 9m Nmm At tke esd oT the Mhine. 
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Cold AS Che crags upoo his native coa« 

His mrnd as barren and his heart as hard 
Is he whose head conceived, whose hand we- 
pared. 

Aug hi to displace Aihena*s poor remains : 
Her sons Joo weak the sacred shrine Co guard. 
Vci felc sf>mt porcion of iheir mocher's pains.* 
And never knew, till then, the weight of Depot s 
chains. 

XTCI. 

^at I shall it e’er be said fcw Britislj tongue 
Albion w« happy m Athena's (ears ? ® 

Though in thy n.ime the slaves her bosom 

Tell not the deed Co Mushing Europe’s ears • 

1 he «ean queen, che free Britann^^^T ' 

1 he lose poor plunder from a bleeding land • 

^ d«n 

To^ down those remnants with a 

XIV. 


165 


XVI. 


Where was thine ^gis. Pallas i ihac ar^nalrd 

^ern AUihc arid IW on their wa^f^ 

To chief 

l.»v^ * his prey? 

Idly he wander’d on (he Stygian sfc,r/^ 

Nor now pr^rved >h. «.ll,r,"ov^"-.h«U. 

XV. 

Cold^he heat., fair Greece I .ha. look, on 

S®r. ih« dust thev IaW . 

Dull Is the eve that will not ^ cVseT^ ’ 

Vmolef '"““‘'^rine shrine, 

.nr.^l«^,hc hour When A^rihey 


PJ^lk.bgl rg* ?fT!_*? WH h 5 

m^r. to lucn ih« ruto.ifcTrJr;, 5^!“ •*%!»* to kv »•!. 

Sis-a=-&5S.^-~^ 


But where is Harold ? shall 1 (hen forget 
To urge rhe gloomy wanderer o er che wave? 
Ijccle reck'd he of all that men regrec • 

No loved one now in feign'd laineiic could 
rave; 

No friend che parting hand extended gave 
hre che s«anger pass'd to oiher#hmes : 
Hard IS h»s heart whom charent mMnot en« 
i^ic Harold felc not « in othei crijR; f slave • 
And left wichout a sigh the lan<J of war and 
crimes. 

xvir. 

He chac has sail'd up<Hi che dark blue sea 

/ ac limes. I ween, a full fair sighc ; 
V . breere is fair as ba*eje may be. 

I he while sail sec. ibegaHanc frigate light ; 
Rlasis, spires, and simnd retiring to the righr 
I ne glonous main expanding o’er the bow. 

spread like wild sw.ins in their 

The dullcii sailrr wearing bravely now. 
bo gaily curl ibe waves before each dashing 
prow. 

XV] I r. 

And oh. the Micle warlike world within I 
T ^ wdl rccvcrJ guns, tlie netted canopy.* 

the busy humming din. 
mI a ; \ i mann’d on high: 

call, the cheer jngjy 
^ gM« ‘'>c*«inan shand the tackle 

Midshipman that, standing by, 
^IrJ” ill bolides,^ 

r*ki^ 

xtx. 

rterk. without a slain, 
walks: lieuienant 

f • majestic stalks. 

^ «ll-noc oft he talks 

‘^1 if he would preserve 

1 hat sc net restramc. wfirch t)roken, ever l)nlks 

ihelr 

rtrcngch to nerve. 

XX. 

tSuI heelKompelling galel 

T^ Uhc broad sun withdraws his l£cning ray- 
must the pennani.bearer slacken slir ’ 
That lagging barks may make their lasy wav 

To dull d^a^ 

What league* are lost, before Che dawn of day 
Iwienng pensive on the willing s^ 

TU ftaptnng ,ai haul’d down to halt fTlogs 


• Te prev^ Week* sad ^Itorefi iwa^ d^riiw seik^ 
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XXI. 

The mooa is up ; by HeAv«n, a lovely eve I 
Loni' streams of light o’er dancing waves ex- 
jy^nd ; [lieve : 

Now lads on shore may sigh, and maids be* 
Such be our fate when u*e return (n land ! 
Meantime some rude Arion’s rescl«^s hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love ; 

A circle there of merry listeners stand, 

Or to some well-known measure fealty move. 
I’houghtless, as if on shore (hey siitt were free 
to rove. 

XXJl. 

Through Calpe's straits survey (he sleepy 
shore, 

Europe ^nd Afric on each other gaze I 
Lands of the dark-eyed MaJd and dusky Moor 
Alike beheld beneath pale Hecate's blare : 
How softly on the Spanish shore she f^ays, 
Disclosing rock, and slof«, and forest brown. 
Distinct, tliough darkening with her waning, 
phase ; 

But Klauritanla’s giant shadows frown, 

From mountain'Cliir to coast descending sombre 
down. 

XX1M. 

Tis night, when Meditation bkU us feel 
We once have loved, though love is at an end : 
The heart, lone mourner of its baffled teal. 
Though friendless novr. will dream i( had a 
friend. [bend, 

Whu with the weight of years would wish to 
When Youth itself survives young Love and 
Joy? 

Alas I when mingling souls forgei to blend, 
Death hath but little left him to destroy I 
Ab I happy years I once more who would not 
be a boy? 

XXIV. 

Thus bending o'er I be vessel’s laving side, 

To gaze on Dian's wave-reflected ^ere. 

The soul forgets her schemes of hope and 
pride, [ycat-. 

And flics unconscious o’er each backward 
None are so desolate but something dear, 
Dearer than self, possesses or possess’d 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear : 
A flashing pang I of which the weary breast 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest. 

XXV. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o'er flood and fell, 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene. 
Where things thai own not man’s dominion 
dwell. 

And mortal foot hath ne’er or rarely been : 

To cUmb the trackless mountain all unseen, 
With the wild flock that never needs a fold ; 
Alone o’er steeps and foaming falls to lean ; 
This is not solitude ; 'tis but to bold 
Converse with Nature’s charms, and view her 
storea i^nroU’d* 


XXVI. 

But midst (he crowd, the hum, the shock of 
men, 

To hear, to see. to feel, and to possess, 

And roam along, ihe world’s tired denizen. 
With none who bless us, none whom we can 
ble» ; 

Minions of splendour shrinking from distress I 
None that, with kindred consciousness endued, 
If we were not, would seem to smile the less, 
Of all that flatter’d, follow’d, sought, and sued; 
I'his as (0 be alone ; this, (his Is soli(ude I 

XXVIl. 

More blest (he life of godly eremite, 

Such as on lonely Aihos may be seen, 
W.*itching nt ev‘e upon the giant height, 

Wh ich looks o'er waves so b lue, sk ies so serene, 
That he who (here at such an hour hath been 
Will wistful linger on that hallow’d spot: 
Then slowly tear him from the ’witching scene. 
Sigh forth one w ish (hat such had been his lot. 
Then turn to hate a world he had almost forgot. 

XXVHI. 

Pass we the long, unvarying course, the track 
Oft (rod. (hat nes‘er leaver a trace behind ; 
Pass we (he calm, the gale, the change, (Ue 
lack. [wind ; 

And each well 'known caprice of wave and 
1^ we (he joys and sorrows sailors And, 
Coop’d In (heir winged sea-girt citadel ; 

The foul, the fair, the contrary, the kind. 

As breeses rise and fall and billows swell, 

IIU on some jocu.id mom— lo. land ! and all Is 
weU. 

xxtx. 

But not in lienee pass Calypso's Isles, 

The sister tenants of the middle deep ; 

There for the weary still a haven smiles, 
Tliough (he fair goddess long hath ceased to 
weep. 

And o’er her clilTs a fruitless watch to keep 
For him w ho dared ]>rcfer a mortal bride : 
Here. loo. his boy essay’rl the dreadful leap 
Stem klentor urged from high to yonder tide; 
While thus of both bereft, (he nymph-queen 
doubly sigh’d. 

XXX. 

Her reign is past, her gentle glories gone : 
lhj( trust not this : too easy youth, beware ! 

A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous 
throne. 

And thou mayst And a new Calypso there. 
Sweet Florence I could another ever share 
This wayward. loveless heart, It w’ould be 
thine : 

But check'd by every tie, 1 may not dare 
To cost a worthless offering at thy shrine. 

Nor ask so dear a breast to feel one pang for 
ipiae. 
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XXXI. 

Thus Harold doom'd, as on that lady's eye 
K« look 'd, and met iubeam without a thought 
Save admiration glancing harmless by : 

I^ve kept aloof, albeit not far remote, 

Who knew his votary often lost and caught, 
Uiit knew him as his worshipper no more. 

And ne’er again the boy his bosom sought : 
Since noNV he vainly urged him to adore. 

Well deem'd the little God his ancient sway vt as 
o'er. 

xxxn. 

Fair Florence found, in socth with some 
amate. 

One who. twos said, still sigh'd to all he saw, 
Withstand, unmoved, the lustre of her gate. 
Which others hail'd with real or mimic awe. 
Their hope, their doom, their punishment, 
their law ; 

All that gay Ueauly from her bondsmen claims: 
And much she marveU'd that a youth so taw 
Nor felt, nor feign'd at least, the oft-told 
flames. 

Which, though sometimes they frown, yet rarely 
anger dames. 

XXXtII. 

I.lttle knew she that seeming marble hean. 
Now mask'd by silence or wiihheld pride. 
Was not unskilful in (he spoiler s art. 

And spread Us snares licentious far and wide ; 
Nor from the base pursuit had turn'd aside. 
As long as aught was worthy to pursue : 

But 1 larold on such arts no more relied ; 

And had hu doted on those eyes so blue, 

Yet never would he join the lover *s whining crew. 

xxxrv. 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman's breast. 
Who thinks that wanton thing is won by 
sighs : fsess'dr 

What careth she for hearts when once pos- 
Do proper homage to thine idol's eyes ; 

But not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving 
tropes ; * 

Disguise ev'n tenderness If thou an wise : 
Brisk Confidence still best with woman cop^ ; 
Pique her and soothe in turn, soon Pa&sion 
crowns thy hopes. 

XXXV. 

‘Tis an old lesson : Time approves it true, 
And those who know it best deplore it most 
When all is won that all d^ire to woo 
The paltry prise is hardly worth the cost : 
Youth wasied, minds degraded, honour lost, 
These are thy fniiis. successful Passioa X these 
Tf, kindly cruel, early Hope as crost, 

Still to the last U rankles, a disease. 

Net to he cured when Love itself forgeU to 
pleas?. 


XXXVI. 

Away I nor let me loiter in my song. 

For we have many a mountain path to tread* 
And many a varied shore to sail along. 

By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led — 
Climes, fair w ithal as ever mortal head 
Imc^ined In Us little schemes of thought ; 

Or e'er in new Ut^las were ared. 

To tench man what )>e might be, or he ought; 
If that corrupted thing could ever such be 
taught. 

XX XVII. 

Dear Nature is the kindest mother stUl : 
Though always changing, in her aspect mild : 
From her bare bosom let me take my fill. 

Her never- wean'd, though not her favour'd 
child. 

Oh I site is fairest in her features wild. 

Where nothing polish'd dates pollute her 
path t 

To me by day or night she ever smiled, 
I'hoiigh [ have mark'd her when none other 
l«th, (best In wrath- 

AikI sought her more and more, and loved her 

XXXVttl. 

I.and of Albania 1 where Iskander rose ; 
'J'hcmc of the young, and beacon of the wise ; 
And he his namesake, whose oft -baffled foes 
l^irunk from his deeds of chivalrous emprise; 
Land of Albania I let me bund mine eyes* 
On tl>ce. tliou rugged nurse of savage men I 
The cross descends, thy minarets arise, 

And the pale crescent sparkles in the glen. 
Through many a cypress grove within each 
city's ken. 

XXXIX. 

ChiMe Harold sail'd, and pass'd the barren 
spot 

Where sad Penelope o’erlook'd the wave ; f 
And onward view'd the inouni, not yet forgot, 
I'he lover's refuge, and the Lesbian's grave. 
Dark S.ippho I could not verse immortal save 
I'hAi breast imlMJcd with such immortal fire? 
Could she not live who life eternal gave? 

If life eternal may await the lyre, 

That only heaven to which liarth's children 
may aspire. 

XL. 

Twas on a Grecian autumn's gentle eve, 
Childc Harolde hail'd I.cueadla's cape afar; $ 
A spot he long'd to see. nor cared to leave : 
Oft did he mark the scenes of vanish'd war, 
Actium, Lepanto. fatal Trafalgar : | 


^■"****^*< *>r Lore Byron *1 ibe «ad 

I Jite<4 

I Lm^U. &*nt4 Idowra. From the preiBOMorvftbo 
Low v,t«ap| i» uU to luvo ih/oo» berscU, ' 
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Mark them unmoved, for be would not de- 
light 

(Rorn beneath some remote inglorious star) 
In r homos of bloody fray, or gallant fight. 
But loith'd the bravo’s tr^e, and laugh’d ai 
martial wight. 


But when he saw the evening star above 
Leucadin's far-projecting rock of woe. 

And hail’d the last resort of fm it less love. 

He felt, or deem’d he felt, no common glow : 
An<l as the stalely vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount, 

He watch’d the billows’ melancholy flow. 

And, sunk albeit in thought as he was wont. 
More placid seem'd his eye. and smooth his 
pallid front. 

XLtt. 

Morn dawns; and with it stern Albania’s 
hills. 

Dark Bull’s rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak, 
Robed half in inisi, bedew'd with snowy rills. 
Arnty’d in many a dun and purple streak, 
Arise ; and, as the clouds along them br^, 
Disclose the dwelling of the mountaineer ; 
Here roams the wolf, the eagle whets hb beak. 
Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear, 
And gathering siorms around convulse the clos- 
ing year. 

XUI1. 

|*fow Harold felt himself at length alone. 

And bade lo Christian tongues a long adieu : 
Now he adventured on a shore unknown, 
Which all admire, but many dread lo view : 
His breast was arm’d 'gainst fate, his wants 
were few : 

Peril he sought not. but ne’er shrank to meet : 
’[’he scene was savage, but the scene was new; 
l1iis made the ceaseless toil of travel sweet, 
Bent buck keen winter's blast, and welcomed 
summer's beat. 

XLtV. 

Here the red cross, for still the cross is here. 
Though sadly scoff d at by the circumcised. 
Forgcis (hat pnde to pamper’d priesthood 
dear: i 

Chiirehman and votary alike despised. 

Foul superstition 1 howsoe’er disguised. 

Idol, saint, virgin, prophet, crescent, cross, 
For whatsoever symbol (hou art prised. 

Thou sacerdotal gain, but general 1^ | 

Who from true worship’s gold can separate tby 
dross? 

XLV. 

Ambracia's gulf behold, where once was lost 
A world for woman, lovely. Kannless thing I 
In yonder rtppUng bay, their naval host 
Did many a Roman wief and Asian king* 

* ti t» 9l(t thsl. «n the dey le the battle ofActivA. 

AMOBy had ihifMcB kl^sat US ler^e. 


To doubtful conflict, certain slaughter, bring : 
lAwk where the second Cgsar’s trophies 


ipnies 


Now. like the hands that rear’d them, wither- 
Imperial anarchs, doubling human woes I 
God! was thy globe ordain'd for such to win 
and lose? 

XLVI, 

From ihodnrk barriers of that rugged clime, 
Kv’n to the centre of Illyria's vales, 

Childc Harold pass'd o’er many a mouni 
sublime. [talesj 

Through lands scarce noticed in hisioiio 
Vet in famed Attica such lovely dales 
Are rarely seen ; nor can fair 'rempe boast 
A charm they know not ; loved Patiiassui 
fails, 

Though classic ground and consecrated most. 

To match some spots that lurk within this lower 
ing coast. 

XLVII. 

He pass'd bleak Pindus, Acherusia's lake,t 
And left the primal city of the land. 

And onwards did his further Journey take, 

To greet Albania’s chief, wliosc dread com- 
mand ^ 

Is lawless law ; for with a bloody hand 
He sways a nation, turbulent and bold : 

Yet here and there some daring mounlaln- 
band 

Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold 
H uri the! r defla nee far. nor y ield , u nless to gold . | ^ 

XLvrri. 

Monastic Zitsa j from thy shady brow,|| 

Thou small, but favour’d spot of holy grouna t 
Where’er wo gate, around, above, below» 

What rainbow thus, what magic charms arc 
found I . 

Rock, river, forest, mouni ain all abound. 

And bluest skies that harmonlie the whole . 
Beneath, the distant torrent’s rushing souno 
Tells where the volumed cataract doth roll 
Between those hanging rocks, that shock y« 
please the soul. 
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XLIX. 

Amidsi the grovt that crowns yon tufted hill. 
Which, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier still. 

Might well itself be deem’d of dignity. 

The convent’s white walls glisten fair on high • 
Here dwells the calqyer ;* nor rude is he 
Nor niggard of his cheer : the passer-by 
Is welcome still : nor heedless will he flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature s sheen 
to see. 

L. 

Here in the snllriesi season let him rest. 

Fresh is the green b<*neath those ag^ trees ; 
Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast. 
From heaven itself he may inhale the hreoie • 
1 he plain is far beneath— oh • let him seize 
Pure pleasure while he can : the scorching 

Here picrecth not, impregnate with disease : 
Then let his length the loitering pilgrim by 
And gaze, untired, the mom. the noon, the eve 
away. 

Lf. 

Dusky and huge, enlarging on the sight. 
Nature s volcanic amphiihi.’atre.t 
Chtm sera’s alps extend from left to right : 
mneath, a living valley seems fo stir : 

Hocks play, trees wave, streams flow, the 
mountain flr 

Nodding above : behold bbek Acheron 1 * 
Once consecrated to the sepulchre 
Pluto I if this be hell 1 look upon. 

Close shamed lilysium’s gates, my shade shall 
Seek for none. 

tit. 

Ne city’s lowers pollu'e the lovely view * 

Yaiiina. though not remote. Vfcw 
Veild by the K-reen of hills : here men are 
bciinty the hamlet, rare the lonely cot * 

Rut, peering down each precipice, the coat 
Brow wth : and. pensive o er his scatter'd flock, 
1 he liitle shepherd m his white capote ( 

Dolh lean his boyish form along rock 
Of in his cave awaits the tempest's shon. lived 

SllOCKe 

LICI. 

Oh 1 where. Dodona I is thine aged grove 
Prophetic fount, and oracle * ' 

What valley echoed the response of love? 

Thunderer's 

Cease, fool | the fate of gods may well be thine: 


r !!*• Are M ttika. 

I AlfeaacMeig^ 


WouMsi thou survive the marble or the oak, 
When nations, tongues, and worlds must slni* 
beneath (he stroke ? 

LIV. 

lipims* l>oiinds recede, and mountains fail • 
Tireti of up-gazing still, the wearied eye 
Reposes gladly on as smooth a vale 
As ever Spring yclad in grassy dye : 

Fv*n on a plain no Jiiunble licauties lie 
Where some IwW river breaks the long ex- 
panse. 

And woods along the banks are waving high, 
Whose sliailows in the glavsy waters dance 
0 « with the moonbeam sleep in midnight’s 
solemn trance. 

i.v. 

The sun had sunk behind v.ast Tomerit * 

And I-aos wide and fierce came roaring by • f 
Uic sliailesof wonted night were gathering yet. 
\Uien, down Die steep banks winding warily 
Childc 1 laroid saw, like meteors In the sky, 

1 he g 1 1 itermg mi na re is of Tepa Ion, 

Whose walH o’crlook the stream : and draw- 
ing nigh. 

He heard the busy hum of warrior-men 
bwclling the breeze that sigh’d along the lengih- 
ealngglen, * 

LVi. 

He pass'd the sacred Haram's silent tower. 
And ni^eraeath the wide o'erarching gate 
J^rvey d the dwelling of tins chief of power. 
Where all around proclaim’d his high estate 
r.M common pomp the despot sate 
^hik* busy preparation shook the court : 

quests, and sontons 

wail • 

Within. A palace, and wlihout, a fort, 

Here men of ewry clime appear to make resort. 

LVIJ, 

Richly cap.iri$on'd, a ready row 

^ s'ore. 

Urcled the wKjc-extcndmg court below • 

A^ortimi« through tin? area’s echoing door 
lartnrspurrd his^ sS^d 

Altwininn. an^d'oie 

Whifr.kl 5^ many-hued array, 

LVItl. 

Ttrt wild Albanian kinled to his knee, 

With shaul.girt head and ornamented gun. 


• HouM r^manx 
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And gold’«mbro:der'd gaments^ fair to see : 
The cntn$on*scarfed men of Klacedon ; 

The Delhi with his cap of terror on. 

And crooked glaive ; the lively, supple Greek ; 
And swarthy Nubia’s mutilated son ; 

The bearded Turk, that rarely deigns to speak. 
Nfaster of all around, too potent to be meek. 

LIX. 

Are mix’d conspicuous: some recline in 
groups, 

Scanning the motley scene that varies round: 
There some grave Moslem to devotion stoops. 
And some that smoke, and some that play are 
found : 

Here the Albanian proudly treads the ground ; 
Helf-whispering there the Greek is heard to 
prate ; fsound. 

H;irk ! from the mo$<)ue the nightly solenm 
The Muessin’s call doth shake the minaret. 
'There is no god but Cod!— to prayer— lo! 
God is great T 

LX. 

usi at this season Ramaeini's fast [lain, 
'hroiigh the long day its penance did main- 
But when the lingering twilight hour wits past. 
Revel and feast assumed the rule again : 

Now all was bustle, and the menial train 
Prepared and spread tlie plenteous board, 
within: 

The vacant gallery now seem'd made In vain. 
But from the chambers came the mingling din, 
As page and slave anon were passing out and in. 

LXC« 

Here womans voice U never heard : apart 
And scarce permitted, guarded, veil’d, to move, 
She yields to one her person and her l^ri. 
Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove ; 
For. not unhappy in her master’s love, 

And joyful in a mother’s gentlest cares. 

Blest cares I all other feelings far above I 
Herself more sweetly rears the babe she bears. 
Who never quits the breast, no meaner passion 
shares. 

LXJt. 

In marble-paved pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose. 

Whose bubbling did a genial freshness fling. 
And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose. 
All reclined, a man of war and woes ; 

Yet in his lineaments ye cannot trace, 

While Gentleness her milder radiance throws 
Along that aged venerable face. 

I’he deeds that lurk beneath, and stain him with 
disgrace. 

LXIII. 

It ia not that yon hoary lengthening beard 
111 suits the passions which belong to youth : 
Love conquers age — so Haflz hath averr’d, 

So sings the Tdan. and he sings in sooth — 
primes that scorn the tender votoeof Ruth, 


Beseeming all men ill, but most (he man 
In years, haw mark’d him with a tiger’s tooth : 
Blood follows blood, and through their mortal 

. .-1 f^gan. 

In bloodter acts conclude those who with blood 

LXtV. 

IJlid many things most new to ear and eye, 
The pilgrim rested here his weary feel. 

And gazed around on Moslem luxury, 

^ ”1 <juickly wearied with that spacious seat 
Of Wealth and Wanton ness, the choice retreat 
Of sated Grandeur from the city $ noise : 

And were it humbler, it in sooth were sweet ; 
But Peace abhorrelh artificial joys, 

And Pleasure, leagued with Pomp, the zest of 
both destroys. 

LXV, 

Fierce are Albania’s children, yet they lack 
Not virtues, were those virtues more mature. 
Where is the foe that ever saw their l^k? 
Who can Sowell the toil of war endure? 
Their native fastnesses not more secure 
Than they In doubtful time of troublous need : 
Their wrath how deadly 1 but their friendship 
sure, 

Gratitude or Valour bids them bleed. 
Unshaken rushing on where’er their chief may 
lead. 

Lxvr. 

Chllde Harold saw them in their chieftain's 
tower. 

Thronging to war In splendour and success : 
And after view’d them, when, within their 
power, 

Himself awhile the victim of distress ; [press: 
1 hat saddening hour when bad men ^lOllier 
Bui these did shelter him beneath their roof. 
When less barbarians would have dieer’d him 
lass. 

And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof*— 

In aught that tries the heart how few withstand 
the proof I 

LXVII. 

It chanced that adverse winds once drove his 
bark 

Pull on (he coast of SulTs shaggy shore. 

When all around was desolate and dark ; 

To land was perilous, to sojourn more : 

Yet for a while the mariners forbore, 

Dubious to trust where treachery might lurk : 
At length (hey ventured forth, thou^ doubt* 
log sote [Turk 

Tlutl those who loathe alike the Praok and 
Might once again renew their ancient butcher* 
work. 

LXTUI. 

Vain fear I the Suliotes stretch’d the welcome 
hand, [swamp. 

Led them o'er rocks and past the dangerous 

- . r 
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Kinder than polish'd slaves though not so 
bland » (ments damp. 

And piled the hearth, and wrung their gar- 
And hll’d the bowl, and trlmn'd the cheerful 
lamp, ’ 

And spread (heir fare : though homely, auchey 
Such conduct bears Philanthropy's rare 
stamps 

To rest the weary and to soothe the sad, 

Doth lesson happier men, attd shames at least 
the bad. 

LXIX. 


It came to pass, that when Ite did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain bnd, 
Combined m.irauders halfway barr’d egress, 
And wasted far and near with glaive and brand; | 
And therefore did l>e take a trusty band 
To traverse Acarnania’s forest wide, 

In war well season'd, and with labours unn'd. 
Till he did greet white Achelous’ tide. 

And from his further bank «£tolia s wolds es|M. | 

LXX. 

Where lone Utraikey forms its eircling cove. 
And weary waves retire to gleam at rvat, 

How brown the foUnge of the green hill's grove. 
Nodding at midnight o'er the calm bay's | 
breast, (west. 

As winds come whispering lightly from the 
Kissing, not ruffling, the blue deep's serene i — 
Here Harold was received a welcome guest : 
Nor did he pass unmoved tlw gentle scene. 

For many a joy could he from Isight's soft pre-| 
sence glean, 

LXXI. 

On the smooth shore the night*fires brightly 
blaxed, 

The feast was done, the red wine circling fast,* 
And he that unawares had there y gazed 
With gaping wonderment h.-ul stared aghast ;| 
For ere night s midmost, stillest hour was past, ' 
I'he native revels of the troop began ; 

Kach Palikar f his sabre from him cast, 

And bounding hand in hand, man link'd to I 
man, [kirtkdclan., 

Yelling their uncouth dirge, long daunevd the| 

XJCXII. 

Childe Harold at a little dbiance stood. 

And view'd, but not displeased, the revelrie, 
Kor bated harmless mirth, however rude : 

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight to see 
Their barbarous, yet uwir not Indecent, glee 
And as the Aames along their fac^ gleam'd. 
Their gestures nimble, dark eyes flawing free. 


The long wild locks that to their girdles 
Stream'd, 

While thus in concert they this lay half sang, 
ha*f scream'd : • 

TAMboURCt ! Tambourgi ! t thy larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war ; 
All the sons of the mountains arise at the note, 
Chimariot. Illyrian, and dark Stilioto 

Oh ! who is more brave than a dark Suliote, 
In his snowy caincse and his shaggy capote? 
To the wolf and (be vulture he le.iv«s hii wild 
flock, [the rock. 

And descends to (he plain like the stream from 

Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a friend, bid an enemy live ? 

Let (hose guns SO unerring such vengeance 
forego ? 

What mark is so fair as the breast of a foe? 


Macedonia sends forth her invincible race ; 

For a lime they abandon the cave and the 
chase: [liefore 

But those scarfs of blood ^red shall be redder, 
I'he sabre is sheathed and (he battle is o’er. 

Then (he furates of Parga (hat dwell by (he 
waves, [slaves, 

And teach (he pale Franks whac it Is (o be 
Shall leave on (he beach the long galley and 
oar, 

AimI (nick lo his covert (he caprive on shore. 

I ask no( (he pleasures (ha( riches supply, 

My sabre sliall win what (he feeble inus( buy : 
Snail win the young bride with her long flow- 
ing hair, 

And many a maid from her modier shall (car. 

I love (he fair face of the maid in her youth : 
Her caresses shall lull me, her music shall 
•oothe : [toned Iviv, 

1.e( her bring from her chamber the many* 
And sing us a song on the fall of lier sire. 

Remember the moment when Previsa fell,§ 
*rhe shrieks of the conquer’d, the conquerors* 
yell • [shared, 

The roofs that we fired, and the plunder wo 
The wealthy we slaughter’d, (he lovely we 
Spared. 

I (alk not of mercy. I talk not of fear ; 

He neither must know who would serve (he 
Vizier I [ne'er saw 

Since (ho days of our prophet (he Crescent 
A chief ever glorious like AU l*ashaw. 


♦ Th« Albanian kIwutjIiMu do ooc aUtoUi hmm .w* ** ©Tlko voIuim, r« » a^luienef 

t Volkhat, ahoncoi^ wb«B fcddr«oi«tl to • -< — ■- p,nA- 1 
VTilS • AI(w*«o vbo spmk Reauk t K *eeui. of it« to Kootok tnd ’ •ai<Mwugo 

f I It m (okembjr nono from |b« IVeiwb 
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Oarlc Ntuchlar his soa to lh« Dnntibe is sped, 
i^t ilie y el low-ha lr*d • Giaours view his horse- 

t .r^ banks. 

MT)en his Delhisf come dashing in blood o'er 
How few shall escape from the Muscovite 
ranks I 

^licfarJj unsheath then our chief sscimiUr: 
1 ambourgi ! thy iarum gives promise of war. 
Ye mountnins that see us descend to the shore. 
Shall view us as victors, or view us no more 1 

x.xxnt. 

Fair Greece ! sad relic of departed worth ! $ 
Immortal, though no more ; though fallen. 

[forth. 

Who now shall lead thy scatter'd children 
And long accustom'd bondage uncreate? 

Not such thy sons who whilomc did await. 
The hopeless warriors of a willing doom. 

In bleak 'Ihermopylw's sepulchral si rail 

Oh, who (hat galkmt spirit shall resume, 

Leap from Eu rotas* banks, and call thee from 
the tomb? 

UCXIV. 

^IKt of Freedom I when on Phyle's brow I 
Tnou sat'st with Thmsybulus and his train 
Couldst thou forebode the dismal hour which 
now 

Dims the green beauties of thine Attic plain ? 
Not thirty tyrants now enforce the chain. 

But every carle can lord it o’er thy land ; 

Nor rise thy sons, but idly rail in vain. 
Trembling beneath the scourge of Turkish 
hand.U (unmann’d. 

J^roni birth till death enslaved ; in w'ora. In deed. 

LXXV. 

I nail save form alone, how changed ! and who 
I’hat marks (he fire still sparkling in each eve. 
Who would but deem their bosoms burn'd 
anew 

With (by unquenched beam, lost Liberty I 
And many dream withal the hour is nigh 
That gives them back their father's heritage : 
For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh. 
Nor solely dare encounter hostile rage, 

Or tear their name defiled from Slavery’s mourn- 
ful page. 

LXXVl. 

Hereditan bondsmen ? know ye not 
Who would be free themselves must strike the 
blow? 


• Yellow U the epithet eieen to the rbs»u. Ci«e«r: Iih 
S deL Honeteil : the (r.aisnia of • Pech^ 
t Her««me«. •nieerinc le etiY fertM* bepe. 
t ‘ SilletBr,* eward.terer. 

I See Note et end $i vnaime 

I HWte. which cen*Ande e beeutifel rfew of Athens, has 
I ce^sUeiebta remalAs It wu seieeO by Thrasri«tesi»re* 
v|nu* te the eanablrtfi of the Thiff*. 
q See Kete at »d ervelwatt. 


By their right arms the conquest must be 
wrought ? 

Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye ? No I 
*1 rue, they may lay your proud despoilers low, 
But not for you will Freedom’s altars flame. 
Shades of the Helots f triumph o’er your foe : 
Greece ! change thy lords, Ihy slate is still the 
same ; (shame. 

Thy glorious day is o’er, but not thy years of 

LXXvii, 

'The city won for AlUh from the Giaour. 

Fhe Gbour from Othman’s race again may 
And the Semi’s impenetrable tower (wrest •, 
Recei«‘e the fiery Frank, her former guest ; • 
Or W.^hab's rebel brood, who dared divest 
The prophet's lomb of all its pious spoil, f 
May w ind their path of blood along the West ; 
But ne'er will freedom seek this fated soil. 

Out skive succeed to slave through )'ears of end- 
less toil. 

Lxxvrii. 

Yei mark their mirth— ere lenten days begin. 
That penunce which iheir holy rites prepare 
To shrive from man his weight of mortal sin. 
By daily Abstinence and nightly pmycr ; 

But «re his sackcloth garb Repentance wear, 
Some days cf juyaunce arc decreed 10 all. 

To take of pleasaunce each his secret share. 

In nv9iley robe to dance at masking ball. 

And join the mimic train of merry Carnival. 

LXXIX. 

And uhosa more rife with merriment than 
thine, 

O StAmbMl ! once the empress of (heir reign ? 
Though turbans now pollute ^phia’s shrine, 
And Greece her very altars eyes in vain j 
^bs ! her woes will still perrade my strain 0 
Gay were her minstrels once, for free her 
throng. 

All felt the common Joy they now must feign ; 
Nor oft I've seen such sight, nor heard such 
song. [along. 

As woo’d the eye, and thrill'd the Bosphorus 

LXXX. 

Loud was (he lightsome tumult on (he shore, 
OR Music chan^, bu( never ceased her tone. 
And timely echo’d back the measurad oar. 

And rippling waters made a pleasant moan : 
The Queen of (ides on high consenting shone; 
And when a transient breese swept o’er (he 
wave, 

Twas as if, darling from her heavenly throne, 

A Wghter glance her form reflected gave, 

Till sparkling billows seem’d to light the banks 
they lave. 
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, jjyj.. Commingling slowly wiih heroic earth, 

' Broke by the share of every rustic plough : 

Glanced many a light clique along the foam. So perish monuments of mortal birth. 

Danced on the shore the daughters of the land, So perish all in turn, save welhrecorded Worth 5 
No thought had man or maid of rest or home. 

While matiy a languid eye and thrilling hand LXSXVI. 

Exchanged the look few bosoms may with* Save v\ here some solitary column mourns 

Above its prostrate brethren of the cave ; • 

Or gently prest, returned (he pressure still : Save where Tritonia s airy shrine adorris 

Oh Uve ! young Lovel bound in thv rosy Colon nas cl iff. and gleams along the wave:t 

Let sage or cynic prattle as he will, [band. Save o'er some warrior's half-forgotten grave, 

These hours, and only these, redeem Lifes Where tl« grey stones and unmolested grass 
years of ill 1 Aees. but not oblivion, feeblv brave. 


LXXXVI. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brethren of the cave ; * 
Save w'here Triionia’s airy shrine adons 
Colonna’s cliff, and gleams along the wave :t 
Save o’er some warrior's half-forgotten grave, 
Where (l»e grey stones and unmolested grass 
Ages, but not oblivion, feebly brave, 

\\ hile strangers only not regardless pass, 
Lingering like me, perchance, to case, and sigh 
*Alasr 

LXXXVII. 

Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as wild ; 
Sw‘cet are thy groves, and verdant are thy 
bolds. 

Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled. 

And still his honey'd wealth Hymeltus yields: 
There (he Uitlie bee his fragrant fortress 
builds. 

The freeborn wanderer of thy mountain air ; 
Apollo still thy long, long summer gilds. 

Still in liis bo.'un Mtndcli’s marbles glare ; 
Art, Glory. Freedom fail, but Nature still is fair. 

LXXXVitl. 

Where'er we tread.' tis haunted, holy ground ; 
No earth of thine is lost in vulgar mould. 

But one vast realm of wonder spreads around, 
And all the Muse's tales seem truly told. 

I’lll the sense achus with gating to behold 


.55 1 .. j . [voed • Ot PmIcIkm. trem wh«iKe I he oiarNe 

Iheif birth, their blocd. and that sublime re- ii>Mc»itwrw«itaihc ediricckeir aihcai. The modern 
Of h«o »ho .ham. ,hy !«>, d.gcn.ra.e ^ 

horde ? 1 in ol Auko, rf *c AUieM» «ik| M^rathnu. 

. ^ more *Mete.iinK ihen Cope Cvinnin, 1 o 

I.AA XI V, the oniMmory end mi»s|. wuevn eoluiwHs «r« an inekhevitUile 

. . ot oUefYOlM- owl dc»H;n ; (oihe )»lMk*>epher. ilie »w|m 

When riscih Lacedarmon % hardihood. 1*0^ *cen« *ome «r Heto'b convee^otione will ng* b« wn. 

Wh.>n TKphd.« •*!<•••.«} onaUie U4««ller •>11 iKUtock wuh ihv 1 »eAuly ol 

, % . . " 1 % ' . again. « l>« | >«. u*s r • •Oe » thM c U «<e A-iifT. dcci> i • bvi for 

Whun Athens children arc with heartsendurd ** i.rwa^hioon, cob^tM ims)rvi *n inmckt. eiOio 

mcnGr.ci»n^.»,hall*ivcbi«htamcn. 

I hen mny SI ihoube resloml; !«■ «.« till ihen. .... f .»h. i,, 

A thousand years scarce serve to form a state : f''* tty «a(l;«ord ihe 

An hour may lay It in the dust : and when tw* teeiisic or M»«r>A «Mr w s««o si >«o trom • mu di*. 
Can man Us shatter'd splendour renovate i* >owrner« •!)««( j made, sod en« *oyAK« to cai>o 

Recnll U, vir.uc. back, and vanquish Time and 

Fate? »e*p« ftow ft }>«iyo( Miinotn con. 

. . . ^ . . <1^ * ««''erni Umath. W'o »ec« toM ofier. j r<l» Uv 

LXXXV. w oriWir|>n>Mi*ri. v«4r»c<HKntly nnsomod. ihtt tli«v»eio 

. . U^*'*** 0 * Irr ••*«»ap**i»nc« of niv iwg AU 

And yet how lovely m thine age of woe. bMUMi con|<ciwrMe *^tr mbacIohUp. boi raiMiy, ihai 
hand of los. gods and gcrflikc men. ar. lho« 1 

Thy vales of evergreen, thy hills of snow.* aft*« om*om4 amy cXcci^ roAcsunee. CoIobm b do Icu > 
Proclaim thee Nature’s varied favourite now ; 

Thy fanes, thy temples to thy surface bow, IS 

t$«e llOlx;»OK*SV.aiyv a.. « 


LXXXIt. 

But, 'midst the throng in merry masquerade, 
Lurk there no hearts that throb with secret 
pain, (tmy'd? 

Even through the closest searment half-be- 
To such the gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem to re-echo all (hey mourn in vaiu ; 

To such the gladness of the gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thought and stern dis- 
dain : 

How do they loathe the laughter idly loud. 
And long to change the robe of revel for the 
shroud t 

LXXXitl. 

This must he fed, the true-born son of Greece. 
)f Greece one true-born patriot still can boast : 
Not such as prate of w ar. but skulk in peace, 
I hc bondsman’s peace, who sighs for all he 
lost. 

Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost. 
And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword : 
Ah. Greece I they love thee least who owe 
thee most— feoed 

ft 


;rftd^ oAiute pkiomoHo.W 
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The scenes our earliest dreuns have dwelt 
upon : [wold. 

Each hill and dale, each deepening gl^ and 
Defies the power which crush'd thy temples 
gone : (Marathon. 

Age shakes Athena’s (oiv'er. but spares grey 

LXXXIX. 

The sun, the soil, but not the slave, die same ; 
Unchanged in all except its foreign lord — 
Preserves alike its bounds and boundless fame ; 
The Baitle'field, where Persia’s victim horde 
First bow'd beneath the brunt of Hellas' sword. 
As on the morn to distant Gloty dear, 

When Marathon became a magic word ; ' 
Which utter'd, to the hearer’s eye appear 
The camp, (he host, the hght, the conqueror's 
career, 

xc. 

The flying Mede. his shaftless broken bow ; 
The fiery Greek, his red pursuing spear ; 
Mountains above, Earth's, Ocean’s plain be- 
low 

Death in the front. Destruction in the rear f 
Such was the scene— what now* remaineth here? 
'What sacred trophy marks the hallow'd 
ground. 

Recording Freedom's smile and Asia's tear? 
The rified urn, the violated roound, 

The dust thy coursers hoof, rude stranger! 
spurns around. 

XCi. 

Yet to the remnants of thy splendour past 
Shall pilgrims, pensive, but unwearied, throng; 

shall the voyager, with th’ Ionian blast, 
Hainhe bright clime of battle and of song ; 
Long shall tnine annals and immortal tongue 
Fill with thy fame the youth of many a shore: 
Boast of the aged I lesson of (he young I 
Which sages venerate nnd bards adore, 

As PsUas and the Muse unveil their awful lore. 

XCK. 

The parted bosom clings to wonted home. 

If aught that’s kindred cheer the welcome 
hearth ; 

He that is lonely, hither let him roam, 

And gase complacent on congenial earth. 
Greece is no lightsome land of social mirth ; 
But he whom Sadness sootheth may abide, 
And scarce regret the region of hi$ birth. 
When wandenng slow by Delphi's sacred side. 
Or gasing o'er the plains where Greek and 
Persian died. 

* *SlA« Vla»«rwh«««A I* was the epknph «• tt)« 
fkaeirt Ceget Slenl :—«>>•(, iK«e, etw be eer fecSncA wIm 
et«net»^S eo ihe tvaulu oT (he rwe hawlred {Cre«l:^) alie feU 
•n Mereiheet The pMelpeJ ben«w kesreecMlrbeea eweeee 
by Feu««lt Irw or i»o relic*, •* vese*. Ac., were feued by (be 
cseemer. The pkla eT Hereihea wes eJteredie n*e Ter 
•t (he sun ef Unm tbeeaeed piuUM. »bom nine tatStea 
Mundil AU»|.^*&»e *ie aeo t /Orw/ to dee« «e 
eeele*! —we* the dim ef hlOifides weeO — ■neet Ji 
lAfcety here Ectehed 1 m IT teU br •rwar, 


XClll. 

Let such approach this consecraled land, 
And pass in peace along the magic waste : 
But spare its relics— let no busy hand 
Deface (he scenes, already how defaced f 
Not for such purpose w ere these altars placed. 
Revere the remnants nations once revered : 
So may our country's name be undisgraced, 
So nuy'st thou prosper where thy youth was 
rear'd. 

By every honest joy of love and life endear'd I 
xciv. 

For thee, who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed thine idlesse with inglorious lays, 
Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the throng 
Of kruder minstrels in th^ later days : 

To such resign »he strife for fading bays— 

III may such contest now the spirit move 
Which heeds nor keen reproach nor pariial 
prause. [approve, 

^nce cold each kinder heart that might 
And none are left to please where none are left 
to love. 

xcv. 

Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely one t 
Whom youth and youth's afiec lions bound to 
me ; 

Who did for me what none beside have done, 
Nor shrank from one albeit unworthy thee. 
What is my being? thou hast ceased to be I 
Nor stay'd to welcome here thy wandcrerhome, 
Who mourns o'er hours which we no more 
shall see— 

Would they had never been, or were Vi come I 
Would he had ne'er return'd to find fresh cause 
(o ro.im I 

xcvj. 

Oh I ever loving, lovely, and beloved I 
How selfish sorrow ponders on the past, 

And clings to though rs now bet ter far removcdl 
But Time shall tear (hy shadow from me last. 
AH thou couidst have of mine, stem Death, 
thou hast : [friend ; 

The parent, friend, and now the more than 
Ne’er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast» 
And grief w’lth grief continuing still to blend. 
Hath snatch'd (he little joy that life had yet 
lend. 

xcvit. 

Then must T plunge again Into (he crowd. 

And follow all that Peace disdains to seek? 
Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loiidi 
False to (he heart, distorts the hollow cheeK. 
To leave the flagging spirit doubly weak ; 

Still o’er (he features, which perforce they 
cheer. 

To feign the pleasure or conceal (he piqued 
Smiles fonn (he channel of a future tear. 

Or raise the writhing Up with iU-dUsemtled 
sneer 
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is Itie worst of woes that wait on age? 
what stamps the wrinkle deeper on the brow? 
[To view each loved one blotted from life's 
iAnd be alone on earth, as I am now. (page, 
Before the Chastcner humbly let me bow, 


O'er hearts divided and oer hopes dusirov d : 
Roll on. vain days I full reckless may ye J^ow, 
Since Time hath reft whaie'er rr.y soul en* 
joy'd, 

And with the ills of Eld mine earlier years 
alloy'd. 


CANTO THE THIRD. 

iSt6. 


_ 'ASt» ^ue e«tte apt>lleatj«M vou« Terett d« p«Ms«r & *Mr« cHom; D • m v«rtt4 d« rtm^^e 4U« <«IumIA t\ lelcinp».« 
tmrtdu Prw/se k {> AUmkfrt. j. i»S. •* r 


I. 

Is thy face like thy mother's, my fair child 1 
Ada I sole daughter of my house and heart ? 
When last I saw thy young blue eyes, they 
smiled, 

And then we partod,— not as now we part, 

But with a hope.— 

Awaking with a start, 
The wafers heave around me ; und on high 
The winds lift up their voices : 1 depart. 
Whither 1 know not ; but the l»our's gone by. 
When Albion's lessening shores could grieve or 
glad mine eye. 

n. 

Once more upon the waters I yet once morel 
And the waves bound heneaih me as a steed 
That knows his rider. Welcome to their roar 1 
Swift l>c iheir guidance, wheresoe'er It lend I 
Though the strain’d most should <|uivcr as m 
reed. 

And ihe rent canvas fluttering strew the gale, 
Still must \ on ; for I am us n weed. 

Flung from the rock, on Ocean's foam, to sail 
Where'er the surge may sweep, the tempest's 
breath prevail. 

III. 

In my youth's summer I did sing of One. 

The wandering outlaw of his own dark mind ; 
Again ( seire the theme, then but begun, 

And bear it with me. as the rusliing wind 
Hears the cloud onw.irds : in that I'alc I find 
*l*he furrows of long thought, and dricd>up 
tears, 

Which, ebbing, leave a sterile track behind. 
O'er which all heavily the journeying yc.irs 
Plod ihe last sands of life— -where noi a flower 
.appears. 

tv. 

Since my young days of p.issioci-joy. or pain, 
I erchance my heart and harp have lost a string 
And both may jar : it may be. that in vain 
I would essay as I have sung to sing. 

Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling 


So that It wean me from the weary dre.im 
Of selfish grief or gladness— so it ning 
Forgetfulness around me— it shall seem 
To me, though to none else, a not <'ngratefUl 
y theme. 

/ 

He. who grown aged in this world of woe. 

In deeds, not years, piercing the depths of life, 
So (hat no wonder waits him : nor below 
Can love or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife, 
Cut to his heart again with the keen knifu 
Of silent, sltarp endurance : he can tell (rife 
Why thought seeks refuge in lone caves, yet 
With airy mrages. and shapes which dwell 
Still unimpair'o. though old. In the soul's 
haunted cell. 

VI. 

Tis to create, and in creating live * 

A being more intense, that we endow 
NS'ith form our fancy, gaining as we give 
Hie life n't image, even as I do now. 

What .im I ? Nothing : but not so arl thou. 
Soul of my thought i with whom I traverse 
Invisible but faring, as 1 glow [earth, 

Mix'd with thy spirit, blended with thy birth, 
And feeling still with thee In my crush'd feelings' 
dearth. 

VJt. 

Yet must I think less wildly I thought 
•loo long and ddrkly, till my bmiii became, 
in ns own eddy boiling and o'erwrought 
A whirling gulf of phantasy and flame : 

And thus, untaught in youth my heart to lame, 
My springs of life were poison'd. 'Tis loo 

w . [same 

Vet am I changed ; though still enough the 
In strength lo bear what time can not abate, 
And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate. 

VI It, 

Something too much of this: — but now 'tis 

past. 

And tbe spell closes with its silent seal. 
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Long^absent Harold reappears at last ; 

He of the breast which tain no more would 
feel. ^ne’er heal ; 

Wrung with the wounds which kill not. but 
Yet Time, who changes all. had alter'd him 
In soul and aspect as in age : years steal 
Fire from the mind as vigour from the limb ; 
And life s enchanted cup but sparkles near the 
brim. 

XU. 

His had been quaff'd too quickly, and he 
found 

The dregs were wormwood; but he nlld 
And from a purer fount, on holier ground, 

And deem'd its spring perpetual ; but in vain ! 
Still round him cliutg invisibly a chain 
Which gall’d for ever, fettering though un- 
seen. [(»>”• 

And heavy though it clank'd not ; worn with 
Which pined although it spoke not, and grew 
keen, [a «efte. 

Entering with every step he took through many 

X. 

Secure In guarded coldness, he had mix'd 
Again in fancied safety with bb kind. 

And deem'd his spirit now so hrinly fix d 
And sheath'd witn an invulnerable mind, 

I'hal. if no joy, no sorrow lurk'd beliind ; 

And he, as one, might ’n»klst the nmny stand 
Unheeded, searching through tl>e crowd to 
find 

Fit speculation ; such as In strange land 
He found in wonder-works of God and Nature's 
hand. 

XI. 

• But who can view the ripen'd rose, nor seek 
To wear it } who can curiously behold 
The smoothness and the sheen of beauty's 
cheek. 

Nor feel the heart can never all grow old? 
Who can contemplate Fame through clouds 
unfold 

The star which rises o'er her steep, nor climb? 
Harold, once more wiihiu the vortex, roll'd 
On with the giddy circle, chasing Time, 

Yet with a nobler aim than in his youth's fond 
prime. 

XII. 

But soon he knew himself the most unfit 
Of men to herd with Man; with whom he 
held 

Little in common ; untaught to submit 
His thoughts to others, though bis soul was 
quell’d fpell'd. 

In youth by his own thoughts ; still uncom- 
He would not yield dominion of his mind 
To spirits against whom his own rebell’d : 
Proud though in desolation ; which could find 
A life within itself, to breathe without mankind. 


Xllt. 

Where rose the mountains, there to him wore 
friends i 

Where r^l’d the ocean, thereon was his home ; 
Where a blue sky. and glowing cUme. extends, 
He had (he passion and the power to roam ; 
The desert, forest, cavern, breaker's foam, 
Were unto him companionship ; they spake 
A mutual language, clearer than the tome 
Of his land's tongue, which he would oft for- 
sake [lake. 

For Nature s pages glass'd by sunbeams on the 

XIV. 

Like the Chaldean, be eoula watch the stars. 
Till he had peopled them with beings bright 
As their ow n b^ms ; and earth, and earth* 
bom jars, 

And human frailties, were forgotten ouUe : 
Could he have kept his spHt to that night, 

He had been happy : but this clay will sink 
Its spark immortal, envying it the light 
To which it mounts, as if to break the Unk 
Thai keeps us from yon heaven which woos us 
to its brink. 

XV. 

But in Man's dwellings he became a thing 
Restless and worn, and stem and weHrUome, 
Droop'd as a wild-born falcon with dipt wing. 
To whom the boundless air alone were home ; 
Tlien came his fit again, which to o’ercome, 
As eagerlv the barr*d-up l»rd will beat 
His breast and beak against his wiry dome 
Till the blood tinge his plumage, so the heat 
Of his Impeded soul would through his bosom 
eat. 

xvt. 

Self>exiled Harold wanders forth an^n. 

With nought of hope left, but wfth less oi 
gloom ; 

The s-ery knowledge that be lived in vain, 
1*hat all w as over on this side the tomb. 

Had made Despair a smilingness assume. 
Which, though 'twere wild— as on the plun- 
der'd wreck . , . 

When mariners would madly meet their doom 
With draughts intemperate on the «”king 
deck- !*'>«•*• 

Did yet inspire a cheer, which he, forbore to 

xvti. 

Stop ! for tliy tread is on an Empire's dust I 
An Earthquake's spcwl is sepulchred below \ 
Is the spot mark'd with no colossal bust ? 
Nor column tr^bied for triumphal show? 
None ; but the moral's truth tells sln'pler so, 
As the ground was before, thus let it l^ 

How that red rain bath made the barves* 
grow I 

And is this all the world has gain'd by thee, 
Thou first and last of fields I king-making Vlo* 
tocy? 
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xvm. 

And Harold stands upon this place of skulls, 
The grave of France, the deadly Waterloo I 
How in an hour the power which gave annuls 
Its gifts, transferring fame as fleeiing too ! 

1 n * pride of place ’ * here last the eagle flew, 
Then tore with bloody talon the rent plain, 
Pierced by the shaft of banded nations 
through : f 

Ambition's life and labours all were vain : 

He wears the shatter'd links of the world's 
broken chain. 

XIX. 

Fit retrlbuUon I Gaul may champ the bit, 
Anri foam in fciirrs, but is Iinrth more free? 
uld nations comivit to make Oitt submit • 

Or league to teach all kings true sovereignty? 
What I shall reviving Thraldom .again be 
The patch d-iip idol of enlighten <J days ? 
bhall we, who struck the Mon down shall we 
Pay the Wolf homage? prolTcrinc lowly enza 
And servile knees to thrones ? No : aroiv be* 
fore ye praise I ^ 

XX. 

I f not, o'er one fallen despot boast no more ' 
In vain fair checks were furrow'd with hot 
tears 

For Europe's flowers long rooted up before 
The tramp er of her vineyards ; in vain years 
Of death, depopul.ition, Undage, fcirs. 

” broken by the 

Of roused-tip millions : nil that most cndc.iis 
I*'® wTc.tthcs a sword 

* ” tord”t^ Athens' tyrant 


On with the dance I lei Joy be unconfined : 
No sleep rill mc^n. when Youth and Pleasure 
meet 

To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet. 
But hark !— that heavy sound breali in ones 
more. 

As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before 1 
Arm ! arm ! it is^it is— the cannon's openinr 
roar i 

XXlll. 

Within a winclowM niche of that high hall 
Sate Bnmswick's fated chieftain ; he did heat 
That sound, the first amidst the festival. 

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic 
» [near, 

Ai^ when they smik'd because he deem'd It 
His heart more truly knew that peal too well 
Which stretch'd his father on a bloody bier, 
And rotiscd the veng«*ance blood alone could 
,, [fell. 

He rujJi d inio the fickl. ami. foremost fighting, 

xxtv. 

Ah I then and tlicre W'as hurrying to and fro 
And gathering tears, and tremblings of dis- 
tress, 

And checks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blush d at ihc praise of their own loveliness J 
And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking 
»ghs [guess 

Which ne'er tniglit be repeated : who could 
If ever more sliould meet those mutual eyes 
Sinvc upon night so sweet such awful mom 
could rbu I 


a »ui>d of revelry by night, 

And ^Iglum s capital had gather'd then 

Tltl V*'* Chivalry, and bright 

The lamps shone oer fair women and brave 

A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
hlusic arose wiih its volup Jow sweM ^ 

And all went merry as a marriafic bell 

-ike-Uk. a 

XXI r. 

Didye not hear H?-No ; 'twas but the wiiwt 
Or tfie car rattUog o>er >he sto ny strm ; ^* 

bjyaila Juch o! fijaj sA M?s<wk *"***• 

i 


And there was mounting in hot haste : the 

Tk . [car, 

The mustering squadron, and the cUtlcring 
Went pounng forward with itnr>ciuous speed, 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war ; 

AihI the deep thunder peal on peal afar ; 

And near, the beat of the alarming drunr 

soldier ere the morning star ; 
« bik tlirong d the ciiitcns with terror dumb. 
Or wlnspermg, with white Ups— ‘The foci 
They come I they come I 

XXVI. 

And wild and high the ' Cameron's gathering' 
rose. ® * 

The war-note of Lochiel. which Albyn's hills 
Have heairi, and heard, too, have her Saaoo 
Iocs « 

How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills 
bavaj-e and sliriU I But wit b the breat h which 

I » 611 the mounlaineera 

1 With the 6we nat^r danng which instils 
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The stirring memory of a thousand years, 
nd Evan's, Donald’s fame rings in each clans- 
man’s ears I * 

xxvit. 

And Ardennes waves abos’e them her green 
leaves, t 

Deu y w ith Nature's tear-drops, as they pass, 
Cxrieving, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, 

Over the unreturning brave. ^^las I 
Ere evening to be trodden Like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall 
grow 

In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe, 

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold 
and low. 

xxviti 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve In Beauty’s circle proudly gay, 

I’he midnight brought the signal-sound of 
strife. 

The mom the marshalling in arms,— the day 
lUttle's magnificently stem array \ [rent 
The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which w hen 
The earth is cover’d thick with other clay. 
Which her own clay shall cover, heap'd and 
pent, Ibknt 1 

Rider and horse, '-friend, foe, — In one rea burial 

XXIX. 

Their praise is hymn'd by loftier harps than 
mine ; 

Yet one I would select from that proud throctg , 
I^rtly because (hey blend me with his line, 
And partly that I did his «rc some wrong. 
And partly that bright names will hallow song; 
And nis was of the Bravest, and when showera 
The death-bolts deadliest the thlnn’d files 
along. [lower'd, 

Even where the thickest of war's tempest 
They reach'd no nobler breast than thine, young, 
gallant Howard I 

XXX. 

There have been tears and breaking hearts for 
thee. 

And mine were nothing, had f such to give : 
But when 1 stood beneath the fresh green tree. 
Which living waves wbdre thou didst cease to 
live, 

And saw around me (be wide field revive 
With fruits and fertile promise, and the Spring 
Come forth her work of gladness to contrive, 


• sit Cnn CoJMraw. lae kb desCendMt DomM, tb« 
Leebid* eithe 
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taSh«1upoir«’»d^K««i.M#/c lihohoookModioTocMi^ 
fts beinK the tpM ^ mcoomAiI deTaco bp ibe CcflMas ■eolM 

•lioebcf*. 


With all her reckless birds upon the wing, 

1 turn'd from all she brought (o (hose she could 
not bring.* 

XXXI. 

I turn'd to thee, to thousands, of whom each 
And one as all a ghastly gap did make 
In his own kind and kindred, whom to teach 
Forgetfulness were mercy for (heir sake ; 

Tlie Archangel's trump, not Glory’s, must 
awake 

Those whom they thirst for ; (hough the 
sound of Fame 

May for a moment soothe, it cannot slake 
The fever of vain longing, and the name 
So honour'd, but assumes a stronger, bitterer 
claim. 

XXX M. 

They mourn, but smile at length ; and, smil- 
ing, mourn : 

The tree will wither long before it fall ; , 
The hull drives on, though mast and sail be 

tom ; 

The roof-tree sinks, but moulders on Ihohall 
In massy hoariness ; the ruin'd wall gone ; 
Stands when Its wind- worn battlements are 
The bars survive the captive they enthral I 
The day drags through though storms keep 
out the sun : , , 

And thus the heart will break, yet brokenly 
live 00 : 

XXXtlt. 

Es'en as a broken mirror, which the glass 
In every fragment multiplies ; and makes 
A thousand Images of one that was, . 
The same, and still the more, the more It 
breaks; . 

Aod thus the heart will do which not 
Living in shatter'd guise, and still, and cold, 

And bloodless, with its sleepless sorrow acn«» 

Yet witbera on till all without is old, [told. 
Showing no visible sign, for such things are un- 
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xxxtv. 

There is a very life in our despair, 

VUality of poison ,~a quick root 
Wbicli feeds these deadly branches ; for It were 
As r olhing did we die \ but Life will suit 
Itsed 10 Arrow’s most detested fruit , 

Like to the apples on the Dead Sea's shore,* 
All ashes to the taste ; Did man compute 
Uxiatence by enjoyment, and count o'er 
Such hours ‘gainst years of hfe,— say. would he 
name threescore? 

XXXV. 

The Psalmist number'd out the years of man : 
They arc enough : and if thy tale be frnt, 
I'hou, who didst grudge him even Otai fleet* 
ing span, 

More than enough, thou fatal Waterloo f 
Millions of tongues record thee, and anew 
Their children's lips shall echo them, and say. 

’ Here, whure the sword united nations drew* 
Our countrymen were warnng on that day !' 
And this is much, and all which will not pass 
away. 

* XXXVI. 

There sunk the greatest, nor the worst of men 
Whose spirit aniiihciically mixi 
One momciii of the migliuest, and again 
Oil little ohjvcis wiib like firmness fixi. 
Extreme in ail things I hadst thou been be- 
twixt, 

Thy throne had still been thine, or never been* 
Ford a ring made ihy rise as fall : thou seck'si 
Even now to reaxsume the imperial mien. 

And shake again the world, ilie Thunderer of 
liie scene \ 

xxxvn. 

Conqurror and captive of the earth art thou I 
.She irciiihlesat ihvc still, and thy wild lume 
W.TS uecr more bruited in men's mimls ih.an 
now 

That thou art nothing, save the jest of Fame 
Who wwd ihvc once, thy v.isvil. and became 
The flatterer of thy fierceness, till ihou wett 
A god umo lhy>elf; nor less the same 
To the astounded kingdoms all inert 
Who difin'd thee for a time whate'er Ihou didst 
assert. 

XXXVtII. 

Oh, more or less than man— in high or low 
Itetilmg wiih nations, flying from the field : 
Now^m^mg momitchs^ necks thy footstool. 

More than thy meanesl soldier taught to yield* 
An cniijirc thou couldst crush, command 
build, 

put govern not thy pettiest passion, nor. 
However deeply in men's spirits sbU'd, 

• The riAble^ *Mnt#« «« «a« brisk of tb« take 

Su/ “ ub% • •iKjwkki.ttk.A Vtd4‘tlS^ 


Look throiigh thine own. nor curb the lust of 
war, 

Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the 
loftiest star, 

XXXIX. 

Yet well thy soul h.ith brook'd the turning tide 
With that untaught innate philosophy, 
Which, be it wisilom, coldness, or deep pride, 
Isg.TlI and wormwood to an enemy. 

When the whole hoxt of hatred stood hard by, 
'fo watch and mock theesliraiking, thou hast 
smiled 

Willi a seriate and all-cnduring eye 
Wlwn Form 1 10 fled her sjioil'd and favourite 
cluld, [piled. 

He stood unbow d beneath the Mis upon him 


Sager than in thy fortunes : for in them 
Anibiiion steel'd thee on too far to show 
That just habitual scorn, which could contemn 
Men and their thoughts ; iwas wise to feel, 
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow, .’not 
Am spurn the instruments thou were U> use 
Till they were turn'd unto thine overthrow • 
Tas but a worthless world to win or lose ; 

So hath ii proved io thee, and all such lot who 
choose. 


If. like a to we. upon a head 1 anti rock 
Thou hadst linen m.idc lo sland or fall alone, 
buch scorn of man luvl heli> d to brave the 
shock ; 

But men's thotiglits were the steps which paved 
Ihy throne, ‘ 

rirrV admiration thy best wcajion sltone I 
T « p.irl of Idiillp'^ son wns ihhie. not then 
JUnlt-ss asHle thy piirfik? had Uvn Ihrown) 
Like stern Djojjcik s to nmek nt ircii * 

For sccmrvd cymes caidi were far too w ide a 
den.* 


But quiet io quick bosoms is n hell. 

And tktrt hath been thy Uinc ; ilwre is a fire 
And motion of ihc soul, which will not dwell 
In its own narrow being, but aspire 
the fitting medium of desire : 

And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore, 
F^s upon high adventure, nor can tire 
^f «ught but rest ; a fever at the core, 

Fatal to him who bears, lo all who ever bore. 

-I -.ih ih,., : , ,ri„„ 'S’” 
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XLlll. 

This makes flie madmen who have made men 
mad 

By iheir contagion 1 Conquerors and Kings, 
TounUers of sects and systems, to whom add 
Sophists. Bards. Statesmen, all unquiet things 
Which stir too strongly the soul's secret 
springs. [fool; 

And arc themselves the fools to those they 
Envied, yet how unenviable I what stings 
Are theirs 1 One breast laid open w’cre a school 
Which would un teach mankind the lust to shine 
or rule : 

xuv. 

Their breath is agitation, and (heir life 
A storm whereon they rkle, to sink at last. 
And yet so nursed and bigoted to strife. 

That should their days, surviving perils past. 
Melt to calm twilight, they feci overcast 
With sorrow and supineness, and so die ; 
Even as a flame unfed, which runs to waste 
With Its own flickering, or a sword laki irj, 
Which cats into itself, and rusts ingloriously. 

XLV 

He who ascends to mountam-lops. shall find 
The loftiest peaks most wrapt m clouds and 
snow ; 

He who surpasses or subdues mankind. 

Must look down on the bale of those below. 
Though high the sun of glory glow. 
And far itHtath the earth and ocean spread, 
Round him are icy rocks, and loudly blow 
Contending tempests on his naked head. 

And thus reward the (oils which 10 (hose sum* 
mils led. 

XLVI. 

Away with these I true Wisdom’s world will 
I Within its own creation, or in thine. (be 
I Maternal Nature I for who teems Uke thee, 
Thus on the banks of thy majestic Khiae? 
There Harold gases on a work divine, 

A blending of all beauties ; streams and dells. 
Fruit, foliage, crag, wood, corn-field, moun- 
tain, vine. 

And chiefless castles breathing stem fareurelb 
From grey hut leafy walls, where Ruin greenly 
dwells. 

XLVII. 

And (here they stand, as stands a iofXy mind. 
Worn, but unslooping to the baser crowd j 
All teoantless, save to the cranny ing wind, 

Or holding dark communion with the cloud. 
There was a day when they were young and 
proud, 

Banners on high, and battles pass'd below ; 
But they who fought are in a bloody ^roud, 
And those which waved are sbredless dust ere 
now. • (blow. 

And the battlements shall bear do future 


XLVI1 1 . 

Beneath these battlements, within those walls. 
Power dwelt amidst her passions ; in proud 
Slate 

Each robber chief upheld his armed halls. 
Doing his evil will, nor less elate 
Than mightier heroes of a longer dale. 

Wliat want these outlaws conquerors should 
have • ? 

But History's purchased page to call them 
A wider space, an ornamented grave 7 
Their hopes were not less warm, their souls 
were full as brave. 

XLIX. 

In their baronial feuds and single fields. 
What deeds of prowess unrecorded died I 
And Love, which lent a blazon to their shieldSi 
With emblems well devised by amorous pride. 
Through all the mail of iron hearts would 
glide ; [on 

But still their flame was fierceness, and drew 
Keen contest and destruction near allied. 

And many a tower for some fair mischief won, 
Saw the discolour'd Rhine beneath its ruin run. 


But Thou, exulting and abounding river I 
Making thy waves a blessing as they flow 
1'hrough banks whose beauty would endure 
for ever. 

Coukl man but leave I hy bright creation so. 
Nor iis fair promise from thu surface mow 
With the sharp scythe of conflict,— then to see 
l‘hy valley of sweet waters, were to know 
Earth paved like Heaven ; and to seem such 
to me . . , . 

Even now what wants thy stream?— that it should 
Leihe be. 

U. 

A thousand battles have assail'd thy banks. 
But these and half their fame have pass’d avrty» 
And Slaughter heap’d on high bis wcltcnos 
ran)^ [the/' 

Their very graves are gone, and what are 
Thy tide wasTi d down the WocnJ of yesiem^y* 
And all was stainless, and on thy clear stream 
Glass'd with its dancing light the suniiy ray » 
But o’er the blacken’d memory’s blighung 
dream ***.tT* 

Thy wav« would vainly roll, all sweeping as tr.ey 

LIT. 

Thus Harold inly said, and pass'd along. 

Yet not insensible to all which here 
Awoke (he jocund birds to early song [detf > 
In glens which might have made even cade 
TtiMgh on his brow were graven lines austtfo, 

• *VVlwt Vasts that knave Oiai a kfee sho t'H Snwt' 
lafax** naetfoQ M be«tifw iehasv AciBStrMg ua as 
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And tranquil sternness whkh had ta'en the 
Of feelings herier far but less severe, [place 
Joy was not always absent from his face. 

But o'er U in such scenes would sKsil niih (ran* 
sient (race. 


Nor was all love shut from him. though his 
<bys 

or paviion had consumed (hemscives (o dust. 
It is in vain ihnt nc t^oidd roldly gaze 
On such ns smile upon us ; the licnrl must 
l.cap kindly Kark to kindness, i hough disgust 
HmU wean d it from all worldlings: ihus he 
felt, 

For there was soft remembrance, and sweet 

(melt. 

In one fond breast, to which his own would 
And in its tenderer hour on th.ai his bosom dw-elt. 


And he had lenm'd to love.^t know not why. 
For this in such m him seems strange of 
mood.^ 

The helpless looks of blooming Infancy, 

ISven in its earliest nurture r what suWued. 
To change like this, a mind so far imbued 
With scorn of man, it Iltde boou to know ; 
Btit Ihus it WAS ; and though in solitude 
Small power the nipp'd affections have to 
grow, glow, 

In him this glow'd when all beside had ceased 

i.v. 

And there was one soft breast, as hath been 
said. 

Which unto his was hound by stronger lies 
than the church links wiihal; and, ihoueh 
unwed, * 

That love waa pure, and, far above disguise 
Had sto<rf the test of mortal cnmiiies 
Still undivided, and cemented more 
By peril, dreaded most in female eyes * 

But this WM firm, and from a foreign shore 
Well to that heart might his these absent greet- 
ings pour 1 * 

The casded crag of Dnichenfcls • 

wide and winding Rhine. 
Whose breast of waters broadly swells 

vine, 

And hilU all nen with blossom'd trees 
And fields which promise com and wine. 
And scatter'd cities crowning these 
Whose far white walls along them shine, 





Have screw'd a scene, tvhich I should see 
With double joy wert iAau vnth me 1 

And peasant girls, with deep-blue eyes i 
And l>ar>Js wliicii offer early Housers, 

Walk smiling o'er this paradise ; 

Abow. iIms fu*qiu-ni feudal lowers 
niroiigli green l•^^v<’s lift I heir walls of grey, 
AimI many a rock uhirii $lcr()ly lours. 

And nolile arch in proud <U^ny, 

I.,ook o'er this vale of viniagc liotsers ; 

P.Mi ono thing want these banks of Rhine.— 
I'hy gciille hand fo cla<j> in mine 1 

I send the lilies given to inc ; 

Hiough long iK^forc tliy hand they touch, 

I know I hat tli«y nuisi wither'd be, 

But yet reject them not as such ; 

For 1 have cherish'd ihcm ns dear, 
because ilu'y yet may meet thine eye, 

And guide iliy M>id to mine rven here. 
When il>ou behold' st (hem drooping nigh, 
AikI know'it I Item gather'd by the Rhine, 
And offer'd from my heart to thine I 

1 lie river nobly foams and flows, 

I1ie charm of this cnchanied ground. 

And all Us thousand turns disclose 
Scune fresher beauiy varying round ; 

1'he haughtiest breast its wish might bound 
Through Ufc to dwell delighted here ; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 
To nature and to me so denr. 

Could (by dear eyes in following mine 
Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine 


By croblentz. on a rise of gentle ground, 

'I liere is a small and simple pyramid. 
Crowning the summit of the verdant mound ; 
Beneath its base are heroes' ashes hid. 

Our enemy's. —but let not that forbid 
Honour to Marceau I o'er whose early tomb 
Tears, big tears, gush'd from the rouch 
soldier's lid, 

lAmenimg and yet envying such a doom, 
Falling for France, whose rights he battled to 
resume. 

LVJt. 

Brief, brave, and glorious was his young 
career.— Tfoes ; 

His mourners were (wo hosts, his friends and 
^d filly may the stranger lingering hero 
Fray for his gallant spirit's bright repose ; 

For he was Freedom's champion, one of (hose, 
The few in number, who had not o'erstept 
The charter lo chastise which she bestows 
On such as wield her weapons ; he had kept 
The whiteness of his soul, and thus men o'er 
Jum wept.* 
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LVIII. 

Here Ehrenbreitslcin.* with ficr shatter'd wall 
Black with the miners blast, upon her height 
Yet shows of what she was. when shell and ball 
Rebounding idly on her strength did light ; 

A tower of victory 1 from whence the flight 
Of baffled foes was watch'd along the plain : 
But Peace destroy'd what War could nes’er 
blight, [ram— 

And laid those prond roofs bare to Summer's 
On which the iron shower for years had pour'd 
in vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu to thee, fair Rhine 1 Mow Ions de* 
lighted 

The stranger fain would Unger on his way I 
Thine is a scene alike where souls united 
Or lonely Contemplation thus might stray ; 
And could (he ceaseless vultures cease to prey 
On self"Condemnmg 'bdsom s, it uere here. 
Where Nature, nor too sombre nor too gay, 
Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere. 

Is to the mellow Earth as Autumn to the year. 

LX. 

Adieu to thee again 1 t vain adieu I 
There can be no farewell to scene like thine ;' 
The mind is colour'd by thy every hue ; 

And if reluctantly the t^s resign 
Their cherish'd gate u^n thee, lovely Rhine I 
'Tis with the thankful glance of parting praise : 
More mighty spots may rise— more glaring 
shine, 

But none unite in one attaching maze 
The brilliant, fair, and soft;— the glories of old 
days. 

LXI. 

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of conung ripeness, (he white city’s sheen. 

The InKiiMieAJ ee Me moewinet ere reitef |«« 
Umib, Aoeiwt (e«|uiTeu»hit AMMwutMBch. FrejKeeOOf^ 
end her eneailct •dh.kred j h«(h v«p« «vei Mm. Hb tbaerel 
«r4» etteri<l«i<l by (he ceecrab ehd dc(e<h»«au rroa betb 
•rnile^ f~ ihtit^r ipiTtfltnirel Hrrhf 'mfrTr*! i i;iiliw 
m»n In rrery »en»« e< ih» veH ; Ma (hoii«li h« 

S ifhvd hlmwirircetlf la beitle, Ached set (h« e^^Ctortwne 
< 11 * (here : hU dc*(h w«s euatded by rf p ■uV». 

A teparete (nal ««er hl« b'jdr, vbkh b bweC br 

MercM«’>l a rei»««1 for btiB hear Ana*m«<b eMMiic (• 
which one of hu most meiMrable etpMtc weepenora*^ la 
threvlhf a bridtre t» an i»Iend ea the Rhine. The shape and 
Ufi* ere dilVvrenl from ibA oT Merccaa's, and (he httcnptieii 
mate slnple anA pkasinf : 'The Areiv of (he Saiabee aad 
Meuse (o Hs Comma nder4MCbkf. HoeW* Tbk bag a»d 
as i( shauM be. Haehe ms estceaied ameae the Am of 
PrveaV earlier fenera^ before Bonaparte mowopoUiod hCT 
Iriumphs He was (he oesiiacd cemmander <4 (m ihvadjjv 
aroiy of Ireland. 

0 Hhrenbreliflela. C e. * (he broad steu oTheoeor.* oae of 
(he slron;^ fortieases fa Europe, was dlsaaoded a^ blova 
up bv (be hreaeh el (be truce a/ L«ebcA li bad been. aM 
«oula only be, reduead by laAlM oe ireacJwry. U ncMed (O 
(he fomer, aided by surpriM After banaa «««■ (W ^IS> 
eadon* of C.ibrahar aod Mata, k did a«c aoKb strike ^ com- 

e risen: bst (ha draaOaa taeomMaadme. Geacral Marccaa 
arsed M io earn fm same time j aad t Sni la aroam wfem 
I ms shorn a vtadaw at «W«b be k eald la beet »aa^ 

sa • 


The rolling streem. the precipice's gloom, 
The forest's grow ih, and Gothic walls between, 
The wiki rocks shaped as they had turrets 
been 

In mockery of man's art ; and these withal 
A race of faces happy as the scene, 

Whose fertile bounties here extend to alt, 

Still springing o'er thy banks, (hough Empires 
ne.'ir them fall. 

LXit. 

But these recede. Above me are the Alps, 
I'he palaces of Nature, whose vast walls 
H.-ivc pinnacled in clouds (heir snowy scalps. 
And throned Eternity in icy halls 
or cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche— the thunderbolt of snow I 
All that expands (he spirit, yet appals. 

Gather around these summits, as to show 
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yei leave 
vain man below. 

LXtII. 

But ere these matchless heights i dare to 
scan. 

There b a spot should not be pass'd In vain,— 
Morat I I he proud, (he patriot held J ^vhere 
man 

May gate on ghastly trophies of the slain. 
Nor blush for those w ho conf]uer'd on (hat 
plain ; 

Here Burgundy bequeath'd his tombless host, 
A bony heap, through ages to remain, 
Themselves their monument ;— the Stygian 
coast 

Unsepulchred they roam'd, and shriek'd each 
wandering ghost.* 

LXIV. 

While Waterloo with Ca note's carna^ vie^ 

Morat and Marathon twin names shall stand ; 
They were true Glory’s stainless vie lories. 
Won by (he unambitious heart and hand 
Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band, 

All unboughi champions in no princely cause 
Of vke-en tail'd Corruption ; they no land 
Doom'd (o bewail the blasphemy of laws , 
Making king's rights divine, by some OracOflJC 
clause. 

LXV. 

By a lone wall a lonelier column rears 
A grey and grief-worn aspect of old days, 

* Th« UC ey reyed. tud tbepTrsttfC «fb«nM dteliv* 

kbtd io«CMU»giBbAt7(h« 
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leae faToaoei A fev nUl reiMfa. 
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tlut wer rwot ift f a bone (o (heir own eeunoy). end Ihe Uw 
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'Tis the last remn&At of the wreck of years, 
And looks as with the wild bewilder'd ^ze 
Of one to stone converted by amaze. 

Yet still with consciousness ; and there it 
Making a marvel that it not decays, (stands. 
When the coeval pride of human hands. 
Level rd Aveniicum. hath strew'd her subiect 
larids.* 

LXVT. 

And there— oh I sweet and s.’tcred be (he 
name \-~ 

Julia— the (laughter, the devoted— gave 
iSer youth to Heaven ; her heart, beneath a 
claim [grave. 

Nearest to Hea^en's. broke o'er a fathers 
Justice is sworn 'gainst lears, and hers would 
crave 

The life she lived in : but the judge was just. 
And then she died on him she could not save’ 
Their tomb was simple, and without a bust. 
And held uithin their urn one mind, one heart 
one dust.f ’ 

LXVIl. 

But these are deeds which should not pass 

. [canh 

And names that must not wither, though the 
Forgets her empires with a just decay, 

I he enslavers and the enslaved, their death 
and mnh : 

The high, the mouniain-m.vjcsiy of worth. 
Should l>c, and shall, survivor uf Its woe 
And from its immortality look forth ' 

In *un’s fnce. like yonder Alpine snow.* 
Impcrishably pure beyond all things below. 

Lxviir. 

Uke Uman woos me with its crystal face. 

I be mirror where the stars and mountains 

The stillness of (heir aspect in each trace 
I's yields of their far height and 

WiT ‘ m^n here, to look through 

With a fir mind the might which I behold • 
Tint soon In me shall l.oneliness renew * 


y«*r»aK«. |i htt.un • 

s;r"'k 
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Thoughts hid. but not less cherish'd tharx of 
old. 

Ere mingling with the herd had penn'd me in 
their foM. 

LXtX. 

To fly from, need not be to hate, mankind ; 
All are not fit with (hem to stir and toil. 

Nor is it disconierxt to keep the mind 
T>vep in its fourttain. lest it overboil 
In one hot throng, where we become i he spoil 
Of our infcciion, till too late and long 
We may deplore and struggle with the coil. 

In wtutehed interchange of wrong for wrong 
'Midst a contentious world, striving where none 
are strong. 

LXX. 

Tltcro, in a moment, we may plunge our years 
In fatal penitence, and in the blight 
Of our ow n soul turn all our blood to tears. 
And colour things to come w ith hues of Night; 
The race of life bccotnes a hopuloss flight 
lo thoM? tluxt walk in darkness : on the se.a, 
'Hm? boldest steer but where their ports invite, 
But there are wanderers o'er Eternity 
Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor'd 
ne'er shall be. 

LXX1. 

Is it not better, then, to be alone. 

And love Earth only for iu earthly s.tkc ? 

By the blue rxishing of the arrowy Rhonek* 

Oy ihe pure bosom of its nur^ing l.xke, i 
Which feeds it as a mother who doth make 
A fair but fro ward infant her ow n enre, 

Ki^ng Its cries away as these aw ake 
Is It not better thus our lives to wear, 

Than join the crushing crowd, doom'd to InJlicI 
or bear? 

txxti. 

I live not in myself, but I become 
Portion of that around me ; and to me. 

High mountains are a feeling, but the hum 
Ol human cities torture : 1 can see 
Nothing to knihe in nature, save to be 
A link teluciam in a fleshly chain, 

Claw'd among creatures, when the soul can 
flee. 

And with the sky, the peak, the heaving plain 
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain. 

LXXIII. 

And (bus I am absorb'd, and this is life : 

I look upon tlie peopled desert past 
As on a place of agony and strife. 

« here, for some sin. to Sorrow I was cast 
To act and suffer, but remount at last 
iih a fresh pinion ; which I felt to sprinc. 
J^ough young, yet waaing vigorous as the 
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Which it would cope with, on delighted wing. 
Spuming the clAy^cold bonds which round our 
being cling. 

LXXIV. 

And when, At length, the mind shall be all 
free 

From what it bates in this degraded form, 
Reft of its cnmal life, save what shall be 
l^xisient happier in the 8y and worm.— 
When elements to elements conform. 

And dust Is ns it should be. shall I not 
Feel all I see, less dntxling. but more warm? 
I'he bodiless thought 7 the Spirit of each spot ? 
Of which, even now, I share at times the im 
mortal lot ? 

LXXV, 

I Are not the mountains, waves, and skies a 
* Of me and of my soul, as I of them 7 [part 
' U not the love of those deep in my heart 
With a pure passion? should I not contemn 
All objects, if compared with these? and stem 
A tide of suffering, rather than forego 
Such feelings for the hard and w'orldly phlegm 
Of those whose eyes are only turn'd below. 
Gazing upon the ground, with thoughts whkh 
dare not glow? 

UCXVI. 

But this is not my theme ; and t return 
To that which is immediate, and re<iuire 
Those who find contemplation in the um. 

To look on One whose dust was once all fire. 
A native of the land where I respire 
The clear air for awhile-^a passing guest. 
Where he became a being,— whose desire 
Was to be gloKous : 'twas a foolish quest, 
The which to gain and keep he saerinced all 
rest. 

LXXVII. 

Here the self-torturing sophist, wild Rousseau, 
llie apostle of affliction, he who threw 
I£nchanimenl over passion, and from woe 
Wrung overwhelming eloouence, first drew 
The breath which made Kim w’retched ; yet 
he knew 

How to make madness beautiful, and cast 
O'er erring deeds and thoughts, a heavenly 
hue 

Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they past 
The eyes, which o'er them shed tears feelingly 
and fast. 

Lxxvin. 

His love was passion's essence— as a tree 
On fire by lightning ; with ethereal flame 
Kindled he was. and blasted ; for to be 
Thus, and enamour'd, were in him the same. 
But his was not the love of living dame, 

Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams. 
But of laml beauty, wbkb became 


In him existence, and o'erflovving teeras 
Along his burning page, dUiem^>er’d though it 
seems. 

Lxxix. 

Tkii breathed itself to life in Julie, this 
Invested lier with all that’s wild and sweet ; 
This liallow'd, too, the memoxable kiss* 
Which every mom his fever'd lip would greet. 
From hers, who but with friendship hi* would 
meet: [breast 

But to that gentle touch, through bram and 
Flash'd the rh rill'd q^irit's love-dcvouringheat; 
In ih.at absorbing sigh perchance more blest. 
Than vulgar minds may be with all they seek 
possest. 

txxx. 

His life was one long war with self-sought foes. 
Or friends by him self- ban ish’ii ; for his mind 
Had grown Suspicion's sanctuary, and chose 
For its own cniel sacrifice, the kind 
'Gainst whom he raged w’ith fury strange and 
blind- (know? 

Hut he was frentied. — wherefore, who may 
bince cause might be w*hich skill could never 
But he was frentied by disease or woe [find; 
To that worst pitch of all. which wears a reason* 
ing show. 

LXXXI. 

For then he was inspired, and from him came. 
As from the Pyihlan's mystic cave of yore, 
Those oracles which set the world in name. 
Nor ceased to bum till kingdoms were no more: 
Did he not this for France, w hich lay before 
Bow'd to the inborn lyrttuny of years ? 

Broken and trembling 10 the yoke she bore, 
Till by the voice of him and his compeers 
Housed up to lou much wrath, which follows 
o'ergrown fears? 

LXXXll. 

They made themselves a fearful monument f 
The wreck of old opinions— thinp which 
Breathed from the birth of lime : the veil they 
rent. 

And what behind It lay all earth shall view* 
But good with ill they also overthrew. 

Leaving but ruins, wherewith to rebuild 
Upon the same foundation, and renew 
Dungeons and thrones, which the same hour 

As heretofore, because ambition was self-wtU d* 
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Leaps the live thunder I Not from one lone 
cloud, 

But every mountain now hath found a tongue; 
And Jura answers, through her cntsty shroud. 
Back lo the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud I 

xciit. 

And this Is in the night Most glorious night! 
Thou wert not sent for slumber I let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight — 

A portion of (he tempest and of thee ! 

How (he lit lake shines, a phosphoric sea. 

And the big nun comes dancing to the earth I 
And now again *tis black. ^and now. the glee 
Of (he loud hills shakes with its mountain- 
mirth. [birth. 

As if they did rejoice o'er a young earthquake's 

XCIV. 

Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his w ay 
between [parted 

Heights which appear as lovers who have 
In hate, whose mining depths so intervene. 
That they can meet no more, though broken- 
hearted ! [thwarted. 

Though in (heir souls, which thus each other 
Love was (he very root of the fond rage 
Which blighted their life's bloom, and then 
departed : 

Itself expired, but leaving them an age 
Of years all winters— war within themselves to 
wage. 

XCV. 

Now. where the quick Rhone thus hath cleft 
his way. [stand : 

The mightiest of the fiorms hath ta en his 
For here, not one. but many, make their play. 
And fiiflg their thunderbolts from hand to 
lianf 

Flashing and cast around : of all the band, 
i'he brightest through these parted hills hath 
fork'd 

HIs lightnings— as if he did understand 
That in such gaps as desolation work'd. 

There the hot shaft should blast W'har<‘ver therein 
lurk'd. 

XCVI. 

Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake lightnings I 
ye. (»«1 

With night, and ciouds. and thunder, and a 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that have made me watchful : the farj 
Of your departing voices, is the knoll [roll 
Of wlml in me is sleepless,— if I rest. 

But where of ye, 0 tempests I is the goal? 
Are Yc like those within the human breast? 
Or do ye at length, like eagles, some high 
nest? 

XCVII. 

Could I embody and unbosom now 

wbi^ ^ withjn me.— couW I wre^ 


&ly thoughts upon expression, and thus throw 
Soul, heart, mind, passions, feelings, strong 
or weak. 

All that 1 w’ould have sought, and all I seek. 
Bear, know, feel, and yet breathe— into one 
word, [speak : 

And (hat one word were Lightning, \ would 
But as it b, I live and die unheard, [sword. 
With a most voiceless thought, sheathing it as a 

XCVtJT. 

The mom is up again, the dewy mom. 

With breath all incense, and with cheek all 
bloom. 

Laughing the clouds away with playful scom. 
And living as if earth contain'd no tomb,— 
And glowing into da^ : we may resume 
The march of our existence : and thus I, 

Still on thy shores, fair Leman i may litid room 
And food for mediiaiion, nor pass by 
Much, that may give us pause, if ponder'd 
fittingly. 

XCIX. 

Clarensi s^vee( Clarens I birthplace of deep 
Love I [thought; 

Thine air Is the young breath of passionate 
Thy trees take root in Love ; the snows above 
The very Glaciers UfKVt his colours caught, 
And sunset into rosediuessees them wrought* 
By rays nhich sleep there lovingly; I he rocks, 
The i^rmanent ert^ tell here of Love, who 
sought 

In (hem a refuge from the worldly shocks. 
Which silr and sting the soul wiln hope that 
WOOS, (hen mocks. 

c 

Clarens I by heavenly feel thy paths are trod,— 
Undying Love's, w ho here ascends a throne 
To which the steps are mountains ; where the 
god 

Is a pervading life and light,— so shovm 
Not on those summhs solely, nor alone 
In the still cave and forest ; o'er the flower 
His eye is sparkling, aQd his breath hath 
blown, [power 

His soft and summer breath, whose tenwr 
Passes the strength of storms in their most d«s- 
soJate hour. 

Cf. 

All things are here of Atm; from the black 
pines. [rosr 

Which are his shade on high, and the loud 
Of tonents. where he lisieneih, to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to the 
shore, 

Where the bow’d waters meet him, and adore. 
Kissing his feet with murmurs ; and the wood. 
The coven of old trees, with trunks ell hoar. 
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But light l«av«s, young as joy, stands where 
it stood* 

Oflering to him, and bis, a populous solitude, 
at. 

A populous solitude of bees and birds, 

And fairy ‘form'd and many^colour'd things, 
Who worship him with notes more sweet than 
words, 

And innocently open their glad wings. 
Fearless and full of life : the gush of springs. 
And fall of lofty fountains, and the bend 
Of stirring branches, and the bud which 
brings 

thought of beauty, here extend 
Mingling, and made by I^ve, unto orte mighty 
end. 


y 


ait. 


He who hath loved not, here would le,irr» that 
lore. 

And make his heart a spirit ; he who knows 
lhat lender mystery, will love the more, 
for this IS Love’s recess, where vain men's 
w^, I from those, 

waste, have driven him far 
ror tis his nature to advance or die ; • 

He stands not still, but or decays, or grows 
Iwundless blessing, whkn m.iy vie 
with the immortal lights, in its eternity ( 

CIV. 

r Knusseau this spot, 

Ptopling it with affections; but he found 
It WM (he Mens which P.asslon must allot 
lo the minds purified beings; 'twas the 
ground 

M* unbound, 

And hallow d i( with loveliness : 'tIs lone, 

And wonderful, and deep, and hath a sound. 

«w«©«ncss; here the 

H..h . couc..fXX'’ Wc 

cv. 

aS>d« Penney I ye h.ive been the 

Of names which unto you beouLr^d ’a 
sought and found, by dangerous 

A path to perpetu I ty of fa me ; Faim 

w!l tIT* anil »hcir ueop 

doubts to pile 

llmndcr. 

nnd the flame ' 

If Heaven the while 
more than smile, * ^ 

cvi, 

rS flclilcness. a child 

Most mutable in vrishee, but in mind 


* VelMre «a4 Cfbboe. 


A wit as various, — gay, grave, sage, or wild,— 
Hbtorion, Kird, philosopher combined : 

He multiplied himself among mankind. 

The Proteus of (heir talents : But his own 
Breathed most in riilicule,— which, as (he 
wind 

Blew where ii listed, laying all things prone,— 
Now to o’erthrow a fool, and now to shake a 
throne. 

evil. 

Tlie other, deep anti slow', exhausting thought, 
And hiving wisdom with each studious year. 
In meditation dwelt, with Earning wrought. 
And sha|M.*d his weapon wiih an edge severe, 
Snppin^ a solemn creetl with solemn sneer ; 
The lord of irony,— ih.ai master* spell, 

Which slung his foes to wrath, which grew 
from fear. 

And doont d lum to the tcalot's ready Hell, 
Which atiswcrs 10 all doubts so eloquently well. 

evin. 

Yet, peace be with their ashes,— for by them. 
If merited, the penalty U paid ; 

It is not ours 10 Judge, — far less condemn ; 
The hour must come when such things shall 
be marie 

Known unto all, or Iropc and drea<l allay’d 
By slumber, oti one pillow, in the dust. 
Which, thus much we are sure, must lie dc* 
cay*d ; 

And when it shall revls'e, as is our trust, 

’Twill be to be rorgi>‘vn. or suffer what is just. 

CIX. 

But let me quit man’s works, again to read 
His M.'iker's. sprciid around me, and suspend 
I'his page, whjch from my reveries I feed, 
Until it seems prolonging without end. 

The clouds alwve me to the while Alps ten<l, 
And I must pierce ihum, and survey whale’cr 
May be permitted, ns my sie|>s 1 bend 
To their most gre.it and growlngrcgion, wheiv 
The earth to her embrace compels the powers 
of air. 

cx. 

Italia I too. liali.il looking on thee 
Full flashes on the soul the light of ages, 

Since the fierce Carthaginian almost won (licc, 
I'o the last h.ilo of the chiefs and sages 
Who glorify thy consecrated pages ; fstill, 
I'hou were the throne and grave of em;ures ; 
The fount at which the panting mind assuages 
Her thirst of knowledge, quaffing there lu>r 
fill, [perial hill. 

Flows from the eternal source of Kome's lm‘ 

ext. 

Tlius far have I proceeded in a theme 
kenew’d with no kind auspices :— to feel 
We are not what w-e have been, and to deem 
We are i»ot what w e should be, and to si eel 
The heart against Itself ; and to conceqi^ 
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With a proud caution, love, or hate, or 
aughi,— 

Passion or feeling, purpose, grief, or 2ea1.-< 
Which is the tyrant spirit of our thought, 
Tsastem task of soul : — No matter, — it is taught, 
cxti. 

And for these words, thus woven into song, 

(i may be (hat they are a harmless wile.— 
The colouring of the scenes which fieei along, 
Witich I would seixc, in passing, to b^iile 
My breast, or ihnt of others, for a while. 
Fame is the thirst of youth.— but I am not 
So young os to regard men's frown or smile 
As loss or guerdon of a glorious lot ; 

1 stood and stand alone.— remember’d or forgot, 
cxttt. 

I have not loved the world, nor the world me ; 
1 have not flatter'd its rank breath, nor bow’d 
To its idolatries a patient knee, — 

Nor coin’d my check to smiles. — nor cried 
aloud 

In worship of an echo : rn tlic crowd 
They could not deem me one of such ; I stood 
Among them, but not of them : in a shroud 
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts, 
and still could. (subdued. 

Had I not filed * my mind, which thus itself 

CXIV. 

\ have not loved the svorld. nor the world me, — 
But let us part fair foes ; I do believe. 
Though I have found them not. that there 
may be [not deceive, 

Word'j which are things,— hopes whkh will 
And virtues which are merciful, nor weave 
Snares for the falling : I would also deem 
O'er others' griefs that some sincerely grieve ;+ 
That two, or one, are almost what they seem.— 
That goodness Is no name, and happiness no 
dream. 

cxv. 

My daughter I with thy name this song be- 
gun — [end— 

My daughter ! with thy name thus much shall 


• — • ir (t b« thus. 

Fet Banquo't bne ba«« 1 JfUd my nine.*— 
t It U s*l<l by aocbtfovcsult thst * th«r« U some- 
thine I mtfortuMS of smu’s best Frktids net riiiplifirieg 
to rbem.* 


I see thee not. I hear thee not,— but none 
Can be so wrapt in thee ; thou art the friend 
To whom the shadows of far years extend : 
Albeit my brow thou never shouldst behold, 
My voice shall with thy future visions blend 
And reach into thy heart, when mine is cold,— 
A (<Aei\ and a tone, even from thy father's 
mould. 

CXVi. r 

To aid ihy mind's development,— to watch 
Thy dawn of 111 lie joys.— to sit and see 
Almost thy very growth,— to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objcctS|— wonders yet to thee I 
To hold thee lightly on a gentle knee, 

And |mni on thy soft cheek a parent's kiss.— 
This, it should seem, was not reserved for me ; 
Yet this was in my nature As it is. 

I know not what Is there, yet something like to 
this. 

CXVH. 

Yet, Ihough dull Hate as duty should be 
taught, 

t know that (hou wilt love me; though my 
name 

Should be shut from thee, as a spell still 
fraught 

With desolation,— and a broken claim ; 
Though the grave closed between us, — '(were 
the same, 

1 know (hat (hou wilt love me ; (hough to 
drain ^ 

blood from out (hy being were an aim. 
And an attainment,— all would be in vain,** 
Still (hou wouldsi love me, still that more than 
life retain. 

CXVtIT. 

The diild of love,— though bom in bitterness. 
And nurtured in convulsion. Of thy sire 
These were the elements— and thine no less. 
As yet such are around thee — but thy Are 
Shall ' be more temper’d, and (hy hope far 
higher. 

Sweet be thy cradled slumbers 1 O'er the 
And from the mountains w'here 1 now respire. 
Pain would I waft such blessing upon thee. 

As, with a ^gh. 1 deem thou mightst have been 
to me I 
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CANTO THE FOURTH 

i8i& 

* Vlw> h« Tmum. Boaagm, 

Qu«l Avide. e <hkI ch« Km 

XuliA. « UA Mrc c r slUB, <K« tai 


TO 


JOHN HOBHOUSE, ESQ., A.M., F.R.S. 


ftc. &<. &c. 


My dbab Hoskousb. 


va»jic8. y*mu4fy s. Ilia. 


ArreR an interval ofeieht years between the composition of the first and last cantos of 
Childe Harold, the conclusion m the poem is about to be submitted to the pubhe. ]n parting 
with so old a friend, it is not extraordinary that I should recur to one still older and better, — to one 
who has beheld the birth and death of the other, and to whom I am far more indebted for the 
socUl advantages of an enlightened friendship, than— though not ungrateful— I can, or could be. 

f Childe Harold, for any public favour reflected through the poem on the poet,— to one, whom 
lave known long and accompanied far, whom 1 have found wakeful over my sickness and kind 
my sorrow, glad in my prosperity and firm in my adversity, true in counsel and trusty in peril, 
to a friend often tried and never found wanting ;— to yourself. 

^ddlng. I recur from fiction to truth : and in dedicating to you in its complete, or at least 
concluded state, a poetical work which Is the longest, the most thoughtful and comprehensive of 
my com^liions, 1 wish to do honour to myself by the record of many years' intimacy with a 
man of learning, of talent, of steadiness, and of honoui. It is not for minds like ours to give or 
fiettery ; yet the praises of sincerity have ever been permitted to the voice of friendship ; 
a^ U It not for you, nor even for others, but to relieve a heart which has not elsewhere, or lately, 
iMn so much accustomed to the encounter of pocd*will ns to withstand the shock firmly, that I 
thus attempt to commemorate your good qualities, or rather ilm advnniagcs which I have derived 
Irom their exertion. Even (he recurrence of ilic date of (his letter, the anniversary of the most 
unfortunate day ^ my past existence,* but which cannot poison my future while I retain the re- 
t friendship and of my own faculties, will henceforth have a more agreeable recol* 
lotion for both, inasmuch as it will remind us of this my attempt to thank you for an indefaiig* 
able regard, such as few men have experienced, and no one could experience without thinking 
1^1 ^ himself. 

It has b«n our fortune to traverse together, at various periods, the countries of chivalry, his- 
tory, and fable— Spain, Greece. Asl.i Minor, and Italy; and what Athens and Constantinople 
JJJJ™ I® Venice and Rome have been more recently. 1 he |>ocm also, or the 

rlS» * M w f j accompanied me from first to last ; .vnd perhaps it may be a pardonable 
vamty which Induces me to refircl with complacrncy on a composition w Inch In some degree 
oonnecis me with the spot where it was produced, and the objects It would fain describe ; nnd 

^ deemed of those magical and memorable abodes, however short it 

et asa mark of respect foi what 

mo A source of pleasure In the 

u*. . I _ > . • - — regret, which I hardly suspected that events could 

“ W 4 imaginary objects. 

•ftlr wrtduct of the last canto, there will be found less of the pilgrim than In 

slightly. If at all. separated from the author speaking in his 
® * •'«* become weary of drawing a line which every one seemed 

P«wlve : like (he Chinese in Goldsmiths Citizen W^rld, whom nobody 
be a Chln«, it was in vain that 1 asserted, and Imagined that I had drawn, a 
pilgrim : and (he very anxiety to preserve this difference, 
finding it unavailing, so far crushed my efforts in the composition, that 1 
oewnnined to abandon it altogether— and have done so. The opinions which have been, or may 


nowever unworthy it may be deemed of those magical and memor; 
may tall of our distant conceptions and immediate impressions, yci 
feeling for what is glorious, it has been to tr 
?!' a kind of regret, which I hardl 
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b«. formed on that subject, are ntnv a matter of indifference : the work ts to depend on itself and 
not on the writer : and the author, who has no resources in his own mind beyond the reputationi 
transient or permanent, which is to arise from his literary efforts, deserves the fate of authors. 

In the course of the following canto it was my intention, either in the text or in the notes, to 
have touched upon (he present state of Italian liierature. and perhaps of manners. But the text, 
w ithin the limits I proposed. I soon found hardly sufficient for the labyrinth of external objects, 
and the consequent reflections ; and for the whole of lire notes, excepting: a few of the shoitest, 

1 am indebted to yourself, and these were necessarily limiicd to tlie elucidation of the text. 

ft is also a delicate, and no very grateful task, to dissert nyton the literature and manners of a 
nation so dissimilar ; and requires an attention and impartiality which would induce us— though > 
perhaps no inaitcntive observers, nor ignorant of the language or customs of (he people amongst 
whom we have recently abode— to distrust, or at least defer, our judgment , and more narrow 1/ 
examine our information. The state of literary as well as political party appears to run. or to 
/itjvt run, $0 high, that for a stranger (o steer impariially between them is next to impossible. It 
may be enough, then, at least for my purpose, to quote from their own beautiful language— 'Mi 
pare che in un paese tutio poetko, che vama la lingua la piu nobile ed insieme la piC) dolce, tiiite 
tutte le vie diverse si possono tentare. e che sinche la pat tin di Alfleri e di Monti non ha perduto 
Vantico valore, in tutte essa dovrebte essere la prima.' Italy has great names still : Canova, 
Monti. Ugo Foscolo. Pindemonte. Visconti. MorelM, Ckognam, Albrissi, Meuophanti. Mai, 
Musioxidi, Agiietti, and Vacca, will secure to the present generation an honourable place in 
most of the departments of an. science, and belles lettres; and In some the very highest. Europe 
—the World— has but one Canova. 

It has been somewhere said by A I fieri, that ' La pianta uomonasce piCi robust a in Italia che in 
qualunque a lira terra— e else gli stessi airocl deliiti che vi si commetiono nesono una prova.' 
Without subscribing to the latter part of his proposition— a dangerous doctrine, the truth of 
which may be disputed on better grounds, namely, that the Mahans are In no respect more fer^ 
clous than their neighbours— that man must be wilfully blind, or ignorantly heedless, who Is not 
struck with (he extraordinary capacity of this people, or, if such a word be admissible, their 
(afabUititt, the facility of their acquisitions, the r.ipidiiy of (heir conceptions, the Are of their 

S enius, their sense of beauty, and amidst all il»e disadvantages of repeated revolutions, ibe 
esoiation of battles, and the despair of ages. (I»eir still unquenched 'longing after immortality ' 
—the immortality of independence. And when we ourselves, in riding round the walls of Rome, 
heard the simple lament of the labourers' chorus. 'Roma I Roma I Roma! Roma non k plA 
come era prima,' it was difficult not to contrast this melancholy dirge with the bacchanal roar ol 
the songs of exultation still yelled from tlie London taverns, over the carnage of Mont St Jean, . 
and the betrayal of Genoa, of Italy, of France, and of the world, by men whose conduct you 
yourself have exposed in a work worthy of the better days of our hist^. For me,— 

* atov e rp mai eorOft 
Ove U tMb* di SM cuae< 

What Maly has gained by the late transferor nations. It were useless for Englishmen to Inquire, 
till it becomes ascertained that England has acquired something more than a permanent army 
and a suspended Habeas Corpus ; It is enough for then) to look at home. For what (hey have 
done abroad, and especially in the scaith. 'verily they wtH kavt their reward.' and at no very 
disiniil period. 

Wishing you, my dear Hobhoose, a safe and agreeable return to that country whose rew 
welfare can be dearer to none than to yourself. I deduaie to you (his poem in Us compleied 
Slate : and repeat once more how truly I am ew. your obliged and affectionate friend, 

BYRQ flt* 


T. 

I STOOD in Venice, on the Bridge of Sighs ; 

A palace and a prison on each hand : 

1 saw from out the was-e her structures rise 
As from the stroke of the enchanter s wand : 
A thousand years their cloudy w ings expand 
Around me, and a dying glory smiles 
O'er the far times when many a subject land 
1 -ook‘d to the winged Lion’s marble pOes, 
Where Venice sate in state, throned on ncr 
hundred isles 1 


It. 

She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from ocean,* 
Rising w ith her tiara of proud tow ers 
At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of the wateis and their powers : 


* SaMUois. dcMjfblnK ihe app«»r»Be« of Vcalew 
iMdc use the tbeve ioafe. wlueb i*eul(l so( P* 

uButu Mdle ficunaa ee puM 
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And &uch she was ; her daughters had their 
dowers 

From spoils of nations^ and the exhaustltts 
Potir'd in her Up all gems in sparkling showers 
In purple was she robed, and of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deem'd their dignity in> 
creased. 

til. 

In Venice, Tasso's echoes are no more, 

And silent rows the songless gondolier ; 

Her palaces are crumbling to the shore. 

And music meets not aiways now the ear : 
I'hose days are gone— but Beauty still U here. 
Stales fall, arts fade— but Nature doth not die, 
Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 
The pleasant place of all festivity, 

The revel of the earth, the masque of Italy I 

IV. 

But unto us she hath a spell beyond 
Her name in story, and her long array 
Of mighty sha<]ows, whose dim forms despond 
Above the Uogdess city's vanish'd sway ; 
Ours is a trophy which will not decay 
With the Kiaitu ; Shylock and the Kioor, 

And Merre, cannot be swept or worn away— 
The keystones of the arch 1 though all were 
For us repeopied were the solitary shore, jo'er. 

V. 

The beings of the mind are not of clay ; 
Easentlally immortal, they create 
And multiply in us a brighter ray 
And more beloved existence : that which Fate 
Frehihiis 10 dull life, in (his our state 
or mortal bondage, by these spirits supplied 
Kirsl exiles, then replaces what we hate ; 
Watering I he heart whose early Aowers have 
died. 

And with a fresher grow th replenishing the void. 

VI. 

Such Is the refuge of our youth and age 
The first from Hope, the last from Vacancy * 
And this worn feeung peoples many a page ’ 
And, may be. that which grow^ beneath mine 
eye; 

Yet there are things whose strong reality 
Outshines our fairy-land ; in shape and hues 
More beautiful than our fantastic sky 
And the strange constellations which the hfuse 
O'er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse : 

VII. 

1 »* or <lr«iiin-d of such.-bul Id them go,- 
I hey came like truth, and disaDMar'if 
dreams ; mat 

And whatsoe'er they were— am now but ao • 

I could them If I would j still teems 

My mind With many a form which aptly seenu 
Such as 1 sought for, and at motneoti found • 
Let these loo go— for waking Keason de^ ' 


Such overweening phanuslee unsound. 

And other voices $p^, and other sights sur- 
round. 

VJII. 

I've taught me other tongues— and in strange 
eyes 

Have made me not a stranger ; to the mind 
Which IS itself, no changes bring surprise ; 
Nor is it harsh to make, nor hard to find 
A country with— ay, or without mankind : 

Yet was I born w’here men are proud to be. 
Not without cause; and should I leave behind 
The inviolate island of the sage and free. 

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea, 

IX. 

Perhaps I loved it well ; and should 1 lay 
My as^ in a soil which is not mine. 

My spirit shall resume it— if we may 
Unbodied choose a sanctuary. I twine 
My hopes of being remcmbvr d in my line 
With my land s language : if too fond and far 
These aspirations in their scope mcline.— 
tf niy fame should be. as my fortunes are 
Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion 
bat 

X. 

My name from out ihe temple where the dead 
Are honour’d by the nations- let it be— 

And light the laurels on a loftier head t 
be the .Sp,trian's epitaph on me- 
•Sparta hath many a worthier son (han he.'* 
Meantime I seek no sympathies, nor need ; 

I he thorns which I have reap'd are of the 
tree * 

1 plan led,— they have tom me — and 1 bleed : 

I sliould have known what fruit would spring 
from such a seed. 

Xt. 

Tlie spouselcss Adriatic mourns her lord ; 
And, annual marriage now no more renew'd, 

J he Bucentaur lies rotting un restored, 
Neglected garment of her widowhood I 
bi Mark yet sees bis lion where he stood 
bland but in mockery of hU wither'd power, 
^er the proud Mace where an limperor sued. 
And monarchs gated and envied in the hour 
queen with an unequal I'd 

xit. 

The Suabian sued, and now the Austrian 

iramples where an Zmptni 
^ shrunk to provinces, and chains 

pinnacle, when they 


w« utaoTf t4 a«r aofk 
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The sunshine for a while, and downward go 
Like lauwine loosen'd from ibe moumain's 
belt : 

Oh for one hour of blind oW Dandolo ! 

Tif octogenarian chief, Bysantium's cont^uering 
foe. 

XIII. 

Before S( Mark still glow his steeds of brass. 
Their gilded collars glittering in the sun ; 

But is not Doria's menace come to pass? 

Are they not bridUd f — Venice, lost and won. 
Her thirteen hundred years of freedom done. 
Sinks, like a sea* weed, into whence she rose ! 
Better be whelm'd beneath the waves, and 
shun. 

Even in Destruction's depth, her foreign foes, 
From whom submission wrings an infan»ous re- 
pose. 

XIV. 

In youth she was all glory, — a new Tyre, — 
Her very byword sprung from victory. 

The * Planter of the Lion,' • which through 
lire [sea ; 

And blood she bore o'er subject earth aiKl 
Though making many slaves, henelf still free. 
And Europe's bulwark 'gainst the Oitomlte: 
Witness Troy's rival, Candia i Vouch It. ye 
Immortal waves that saw Letuinto's fight I 
For ye are names no time nor tyranny can blight. 

XV. 

Statues of glass— all shiver'd— the long file 
Of her dead Doges art declined lo dust : 

But where they dwelt, the vast and sumptu- 
ous pile 

Bespeaks the pageant of their splendid trust : 
Their sceptre broken, and their sword in rust. 
Have yielded to the stranger : empty halls. 
Thin streets , and foreign aspects, such as must 
Too oft remind her who and what enthrals. 
Have fiung a desolate cloud o'er Venice' 
lovely w'alis. 

XVI. 

When Athens' armies fell at Syracuse. 

And fetter'd thousands bore I lie yoke of war, 
Redemption rose up in the Attic Musc.f 
Her voice their only ransom from afar : 

See i as they chant the tragic hymn, the car 
Of the o'ermaster'd victor stops, the reins 
Fall from his handi—his Idle scimitar 
Starts from its belt— he rei»ds his captive's 
chains. 

And bids him thank the bard for freedom and 
his strains. 

XVII. 

Thus. Venice, if no stronger claim were tbiae, 
Were all thy proud historic deeds forgot. 


/ 


Thy choral memory of the Bard divine. 

Thy love of Tasso, should have cut the k:ioi 
Which ties thee to thy tyrants ; and tb)^t 
Is shameful to the n.vc ions— most of all, 
Albion ! to thee : the Ocean Queen should not 
Abandon Ocean’s children ; in the fall 
Of Venice think of thine, despite thy watery 
wall. 

XVIII. 

I lotted her from my boyhood —she to me 
Was as a fairy city of the heart. 

Rising like water-columns from the sea. 

Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the mart ; 
And Otway. RadchlTe, Schiller, Shakspeare's 
I art.* 

\ Had stamp'd her iin.ige in me, and even so, 

^ Although I found her thus, wc did not part. 

Perch, ince even dearer in her day of woe. 

I han when she was a boast, a marvel, and a 
show. 

XIX. 

fl can repeople with the post— and of 
'I he present there is still for eye and thought, 
And meditation ch.osten'd down, enough ; 

And more, it maybe, (Imn I hoi>cd or sought ; 
And of the happiest moments which were 
wrought 

Within tlw web of my existence, some 
From thee, fair Venice 1 have their colours 
caught : (numb. 

There are some feelings Time cannot be- 
Nor torture shake, or mine would now be cold ' 
an<] dumb. 

XX. 

But from their nature will the tannen growf 
Loftiest on loftiest and least shelter’d rocks, 
Rooted in barrenness, where nought below 
Of soil supports them gainst the Alpine shocks 
Of eddying storms ; yet springs the trunk, 
and mocks 

'The howling tempest, till its height and frame 
Are worthy of the mouniains from whose 
blocks 

Of bleak, grey granite, into life it came, 

And grew* a giant tree the mind may grow 
the same. 


y 


xxt. 


• Thsi U U»« UOA eT Si Mark, the standard tlie rcpti^ 
1 «. vMcb Is Um enffia 9t Um we'd Puisloee— rMBleeee. 
rmoiltiTi fSMth'WA. 
f The uerr Is le PUiUjvb's 


Existence may be bome, and the deep root 
Of life and sufferance make its firm abode 
to bare and desolated bosoms : mute 
The camel labours with the heaviest load, 
And (he w'olf dies in silence,— not bestow’d 
In vain should such examples be ; If they, 
Things of ignoble or of savage mood. 


• VfHta Uytfertt* •f CVstfA*.* Tht Gh»t*> 

Sftr^ A wmtfn ,4 << . TMt ^ : Oik4^. 

t r««wa 4 ihe^l»rsl«rMw««, • hp«<le4«rar p<cqUwte 
AJpt. whicawBJyiSnves in vtrrmlw parts. wheM Mafcelr 
s«a rulfiiiuii ror Hs MMrishaau coa be Oa these 

a g rows to a freaier bcigbi thsa aay otho ao Mf « i a w 
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Endure and shrink not, we of nobler clay 
May temper it to bear, — it is but for a day. 


All suffering doth destroy, or is destroy'd. I 
Even by the sufferer ; a^. irt each event, 
Ends Some, with hope replenish'd and re* 
buoy'd. 

Return to whence they came— with like intent. 
Anti weave their web again ; some, bow'd and 
bent. [time. 

Wax grey and ghastly, withering ere their 
And perish with the reed on whkh they leant ; 
Some beek devotion, toil, war. good or crime. 
According as their souls were form'd to sink or 
cUntb. 

XXItl. 

Rut ever and anon of griefs subducvl 
There comes a token like a scorpion's sting. 
Scarce seen, but wUli fresh bitterness imbued ; 
And slight withal may be the things which 
bring [ding 

Rack on the heart the weight whidi it would 
Aside for ever : it may he n sound— 

A tone of music— summer's eve-^r spring— 
A flower— the wind- the ocean— which shall 
wound. 

Striking the electric chain wherewith we are 
darkly bound ; 


Thy ve^ weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other climes' fertility : 

Thy wreck a glory, and thy ruin graced 
With an immaculate cliarm which cannot be 
defaced. 

XXVII. 

The tnoon is up. and yet it is not night— 
Sunset divkJtfS the sky with her— a sea 
Of glory streams along the Alpine height 
Of blue Friuli's mountains ; Heaven is free 
From clouds, but of all colours seenis to be— 
Melted toone vast Iris of Ihe West. 

Where ilie Day joins the past Eternity; 
While, on t lie Ollier han«l, meek Dian's crest 
Floats through the a 2 uru .lir— an inland of the 
blest \ ♦ 

xxviit. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
With lier o'er half iliu lovely heaven ; but still 
Yon sunny sea heaves briglirly, and remains 
Roll'd o'er tlie peak of the far Khastian hill. 
As day and Night coniending were, until 
N.ature reclaim'd lier order :— gently flows 
I be dcep>dyed Rrenia, where their fiues instil 
The odorous purple of a new*born rose. 
Which streams upon her stream, und glass'd 
within it glows. 


wvuiju i XXtX 

XXIV. Fill'd with the face of heaven, which, from 

Hiss?-"""' 

tahii'd Ai«tnow*htychai.6cf. palcr,h^dow screw, 

—anew, 

The mourn'd, the loved, the lost— too many ! 

—yet how few I There Is a tomb in Anpia ;— rear'd in air, 


And how and why we know not. nor can trace 


T^re Is a tomb in Anpia ;— rear'd in air, 
Pillar’d in their sarcophagus, repose 
The bones of Laura's lover ; here repair 

Bui my Hml wander. ; I demand i< back -V,? “'"-‘“"f "ocs. 

I To meditaic amongst decay, and stand •1-'“ pilgnnisof l.i, genius- He yot.. 

( A ruin amidst ruins Mhere to track 

Fallen stales and buried greatness o'era anH barbaric foes : 

Which wat the mighilest in itsoWcomm^ ‘ lady's name 

And w the loveliest, and must ever be ' "Hh his melodious tears, he gave himself to 
The master-rnould of Nature's heavenly hand, 

Wherein were coat the hcrmc and the free, xxxi. 

The beautiful, the brave— the lords of earth and They keep his dust in Ar<|ua, where he died ; 

The mountain- village where his latter davs 


XXVI. 

The commonwealth of kings, the men of 
Rome I 

And even since, and now, fair Italy ( 

Thou art the garden of the world, the home 
Of all Art yields, and Naiu/e can decree * 
Even in thy desert, what is like to thee? ' 


Went down the vale of years ; and 'tis their 
pride — 

An honest pride— and let it be their praise, 

• TW •t^c e«*«nvikifl iMyp Mm fanusika] or eur?er> 
to thoM wte h«*« oevet mn w OrloitoJ or on ItalLAit 
a to tix a IticnJ hordlr wifSelenc deUnekUon <*f 

•a Aoem maiM uIk eWSicroth t, os cwumc^ud tt ob« m 
marrMtoalHif tteU^uTilw Urtou. oeaTLaMIrv ^ 
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To offer toihe passing stranger’s gaie 
His mansion and his sepulchre ; both plain 
And venerably simple, such as raise 
A feeling more accordant wiih his strain, 
Than if a pyramid form'd his monuir.enial fane. 

XXXII. 

And the soft quiet hamlet tv here he dwelt 
Is one of that comple?cion which seems made 
For those who their mortality have felt. 

And sought a refuge from their hopes decay'd 
111 the deep umbrage of a green hilVs shade. 
Which shows a distant prospect far away 
Of busy cities, now in vain display'd, 

For tliey can lure no further ; and the ray 
Of a bright sun can make sufficient holiday. 

XXXIIT. 

7)eveloping the mouniains, leaves, and 
flowers. 

And shining In the brawling brook, w*bere*by. 
Clear as Its current, glide i I k sauntering hours 
With A calm languor, which. tl>ough to the eye 
Irilessc it seem, h,iih its morality. 

If from society we Ivarn to live, 

"I'is sobtude should teach us how to die : 

It harli no flatterers ; vanity can give 
No hollow aid ; alone — man with his God must 
strive : 

xxxtv. 

Or, it may be, with demons, who impair * 
^he strength of better thoughts, and seek their 
lln melancholy bosoms, such as were (prey 
/or moody texture from their earliest day. 

And loved to dwell in darkness and dismay, 
Deeming themselves predestined to a doom 
Which is not of the pangs that pass away ; 
Making the sun like blood, the earth a tomb. 
The tomb a hell, and hell itselfa murkier gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferrara 1 in thy wide and grass-grown streets, 
Whose symmetfv was not for solitude. 

There seems as iwere a curse upon the seats 
Of former sovereigns, and (he antique brood 
Of Esie. which for many an age made good 
Its strength within thy w-alLs, and was of yore 
Patron or tyrant, as tne changing mood 
Of petty power impelld. of those who wore 
The wreath which Dante’s brow alone had worn 
before. 

xxxvj. 

And Tasso is their glory and their shame. 
Hark to his strain 1 and then survey h»s cell I 
And see how dearly earn’d Torquato s fame. 
And where Alfonso bade his poet dwell. 

The miserable despot could not queU 
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The insulted mind he sought to quench, and 
blend 

With the surrounding maniacs, in the hell 
W’here he had plunged it. Glory without end 
Scatter’d the clouds away — and on that name 
attend 

xxxvit. 

The tears and praises of all lime, uliile thine 
Would rot in its oblivion— in the ^ink 
Of wonhlessdust, which from thy boasted line 
Is shaken into noihiog; but ihe link 
Thou formest in his fortunes bids us ihink 
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with scorn- 
Alfonso f how thy ducal pageants shrink 
From (hec ! if in anoiher station born. 

Scarce fit to be the slave of him thou madesi to 


mourn 


XXXVJ It. 


Tkcul form'd to eat. and be despised. anddie» 
Even os the beasts that perish, save that thou 
Kadst a more splendid trough, and wider sty : 
H<! with a glory round his furrow’d brow. 
Which emanated then, and daisies now 
In face of all his foes, the Cruscan quire. 

And Botleau, whose rash envy could allow 
Ko strain which shamed his country’s creaking 
lyre, 

That w hetsione of the teeth — monotony in wire I 
XXXIX. 

Peace to Torquato’s injured shade I 'iwas hJs 
In life and death to be the mark where Wrong 
Aim'd with her poison'd arrows— but to miss. 
Oh, victor unsurpass’d in modem song 1 
Each year brings forth its millions ; but how 
The tide of generations shall roll on, [long 
And not the whole combined and countless 
throng 

Composeamind like thine? Though all in one 
Condensed their scatter'd rays, they would no* 
form a sun. 

XL. 

Great as thou art, ye 1 parallel'd by those. 

Thy countrymen, before thee born to shine, 
The Bards of Hell and Chiv.*ilry : first rose 
TheTuscaii father’s comedy divine; 

Then, not unequal to the Florentine, 

The southern Scott, the minstrel who calld 
A new creation with his magic line. [forth 
And, like the Ariosto of the North. 

Sang ladye-love and war, romance and knightly 
worth. 

XLI. 

The lightning rent from Ariosto’s bust 
The iron crown of laurel's mimick'd leaves | 
Nor was the ominous element unjust. 

For (he true Uurel-wreath which Glory weave* 
Is of the tree no bolt of (hunder>deavea, 

And the false semblance but disgraced bis 
brow : 

Yet still, if fondly Superstition grieves, 
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Know that (he lightning sanctih«s below 
^hate’erit strikes yon head is doubly sacred 
now. 

XLIt. 

Italia ! O I tali a \ thou who hast 
'1 he fatal gift of beamy, which became 
A funeral dower of present woes and past. 

On ihy sw’ect brow is sorrow plough’d by 
shame, 

And annals graved in characters of flame. 

0 God I that thou wert in thy nakedness 
Less lovely or more powerful, and comMsi 

claim 

Thy right, and awe the robbers back, who press 
To shed ihy blood, and drink (he tears of thy 
distress ; 

XLltl. 

Then might ’st thou more appal ; or. less de> 
sired, 

Be homely and be peaceful, undeplored 
For Ihy destruciive charms ; then, still uniired. 
Would not be seen the arm^ lorrcnis pour’d 
Down the deep Alps ; nor would the KostiU; 
horde 

Of many*Aiitioti’d spoilers from ihc I’o 
Quaff blood and water ; nor tk>e stranger’s 
sword 

Be Ihy sad weapon of defence, and so, [foe.* 
Victor or vanquisli’d. ihou the slave of friend or 

xuv. 

Wandering In youth, I traced the path of him.f 

1 he Homan friend of Rome’s least mortal 

mind. 

The fiiend of Tully : as my bark did skim 
The bright blue waters wiih a fanning wind. 
Came Megara before me, and behind 
<Cgina lay, I'irusus on the right. 

And Corinth on the left ; 1 lay reclined 
Along the prow, and saw all these unite 
tnruin, even as he had seen the desobte sight ; 

XLV. 

For time hath not rebuilt them, but uprear’d 
Barbaric dwellings on their shatter'd site. 
Which only make more mourn’d and 'more 
endeard 

The few last rays of their far*scatter'd light. 
And the crush’d relics of their vanish’d might 


• TK* i»« MiinMi XLU. eM xliii, are. wha ik. 

i-‘ ItatlA. Italia. 0 tg cul fee la terter^ ^ 

t The etfebtated ku«r of S<rrl»» ^ 

cenicmplete iS« h«eaMci eriVe eegewica «r«w«4 
was b«hi^, M«e«ta berere eie; eircuawi the rwkt CmS^ 
en the leA : *0 whieh to*"* t— 
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The Roman saw ihese tombs in his own age. 
These sepulchres of cities, which excite 
Sad wonder, and his yet surviving page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn from such pil* 
^mage. 

xtvi. 

That page is now before me. and on mine 
///r country’s ruin added to the ma&s 
Of perish'd states he mourn’d in their decline. 
And I in desolation : ail that io-jj 
Of then destruction is; nnd now. alas ! 
Rome->*Rome imperial, bow s her to the storm, 
In the same dusiund blackness, and we pass 
The skeleton of her Tiianic form, * (w ai in. 
Wrecks of anoilicr w’orld, whose ashes still aio 

XLVII. 

I Yet» Italy I through every other land 
M'hy wrongs should ring, and sIiaII. from side 
to side : 

Mother of Arts! as once of Anns ; ihy Kind 
W.as tlwn ourgu.ircliAn. and is still our guide ; 
Kircni of our Kchgion I whom ihc wide 
Naiions liat’c knelt to for the keys of heaven I 
Kuroi**. a*peniant of her parricide, [< I riven 
Slnll yul fwlwm thco, and. nil Uickward 
Roll the barbarian tide, and sue to be forgiven. 

XbVtII. 

But Arno wins us to the fair w hile w'alls, 
Where the Eirurlan Athens claims and keeps 
A softer feeling for her fairy halls. 

Girt by her theatre of hills, she re.aps 
Her corn, and wine, and oil, and HIcmy leaps 
'lo laughing life, with her redundant horn, 
Along the banks where smiling Arno sweeps, 
Was modern Luxury of Coennierce born. 

And buried learning rose, redeem'd lo a new 
morn. 

XI. IX. 

There, too, (lie Goddess loves In stone, and 
The air around with bcauiy ; we inhale [fills 
The ambrosial aspect, which, beheld, instils 
Part of its immortality ; the veil 
Of heaven is half undrawn ; wlihin ihe pale 
We stand, and in that form and face behold 
What Mind can make, when Nature's self 
And to the fond it Jolaters of old [would f.» j I ; 
Envy the innate flash which such a soul could 
mould ; 

L. 

We gase and turn away, and know not where, 
Dartled and drunk with beauty, till ihe heart 
Reels with Its fulness; thera— forever there^ 
Chain’d to the chariot of iriumpliaj Art, 

We sund as captives, and would not depart. 


f H wlM. ^Mgr rt<P« the C4plloJlb« hill 
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Away !— need no word$» nor (cnn$ pre- 
The paltry jargon of the marble mart, [cbe, 
Where Pedantry gnlls Folly — « e Iiax eyes : 
pul^.^and breast, confirm the l)ar- 
dan Shepherers prixe. 

LI. 

Appoar'dst thou not lo Paris in this guise? 

Or to more deeply blest Andrises? or. 

In all Ihy perfect goddess-ship, when lies 
Before thee thy own vanquish'd Lord of War ? 
And gazing in thy face as toward a star. 

Laid on ihy lap. his eyes to Ihee upiiim, 
Feedingon thy sweet cheek !• while thy Ups are 
With lava kisses melting while they bum. 
Show'er'd on his eyelids, brow, and mouth, os 
from an um I 

Lit. 

Glowing, and circum fused In speechless love, 

Their full divinity inadequate 

That feeling to express, or to improve. 

I'he gods become as mortals, and man $ fate 
Has moments Uke their brightest I but the 
weight , , 

Of earth recoils upon us lei It go ! 

We can recail such virions, and create 
From what has been, or might be, things 
which grow. , ^ , Jw*- 

Into thy statue's form, and look like gods be* 

Ltir. 

I leave to learned fingers, and wise hands. 
The artist and his ape. to teach and tell 
How well his connoisseurship understands 
The graceful bend, and the voluptuous swell: 
Let these describe the undescribable : 

I would not their vile breath should ensp the 
stream 

Wherein that Image shall for ever dwell ; 

The unruffled mirror of the loveliest dream 
That ever left the sky on the deep soul to 
beam. 

LIV, 

^ In Santa Croce’s holy preclncu ^ . 

Ashes which make it holier, dust which is 
, Even in Itself an immortality, [this 

Though there were nothing save the past, and 
The particle of thcae sublimities 
Which have relapsed to chaos here repose 
Aneelo’s. Alficri's bones, and his. 

The starry Galileo, with his woes \ (rose. 
Here Machiavelll’s earth return d to whence it 

LV. 

These are four minds, which, Uke the elements, 
Might furnish forth creation Italy I 
Time, which hath wrong'd ibec with ten thou- 
sand rents ^ . 

Of thine imperial garment, shall deny, 

And hath denied, to every other sky, 
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Spirits which soar from ruin : — thy decay 
Is still impregnate with divinity. 

Which gilds ir with revivifying ray; 

Such as the great of yore, Canova 1$ to-day. 

LVl. 

But where repose the all Etruscan three~ 
Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than 
they. 

The Bard of Prose, creative spirit I he 
Of (he Hundred Tales of love— where did 
they lay 

Their bones, distinguish'd from our common 
In death as life ? Are they resolved to dust. 
And have their country's marbles nought (o 
say? 

Could not her quarries furnish forth one bust ? 
Did they not to her breast (heir filial earth en* 
trust? 

Lvrr. 

Ungrateful Florence I Dante sleeps afar, 

Uke Seine, buried by the upbraiding shore ; 
I'hy factions, in their w'nrse ihan civD war. 
Proscribed the bard whose name for evermore 
'Tlieir children's children would in vain adore 
With the remorse of ages : and the crown 
Which Petrarch's laureate brow supremely 
wore, 

Ujion a far and foreign soil had grown. 

His life, his fame, his grave, (hough rilled*— not 
thine own. 

LVill. 

Bocc.iccio to his p.ireiit earth bequeath'd 
His dust.^and lies it not her G rent amon^, 
With many a sweet and solemn requiem 
breathed [longue? 

O'er him who form'd the Tuscan's siren 
That music In itself, whose sounds are song. 
The poetry of speech? No even his tomb 
Uptom, must bear the hytena bigois’ wrong. 
No more amidst the meaner dead find room. 
Nor cUiim a passing sigh, because it told for 

LIX. 

And &inu Croce wants their mighty dust : 
Yet for this want more noted, as of yore 
The Ciesar's pageant, shorn of Brutus' bust, 
Did but of Rome's best son remind her more : 
Happier Ravenna 1 on thy hoary shore, 
Fortress of falling em|rire I honour’d sleeps 
The immortal exile ; — Arqua, too, her store 
Of tuneful relics proudly claims and keeps. 
While Florence vainly begs her banish'd dead, 
and weeps. 

LX. 

\Vhat is her pyramid of precious stones? 

Of porphyry, jasper, agate, and all hues 
Of gem and marble, to encrust the bones 
Of merchantnlukes ? the momentary dews 
Which, sparkling to the twilight stars, infuse 
Frahness in the gr een turf (h at wraps the d eao, 
Whose names are mausoleums of the Muse, 


]S]g. 


CHJLDE HAROZJys PILGRIMAGE, 




Arc gently prest with far more reverent tread 
lljan ever paced the slab which paves the 
princely head. 

LSI. 

There be more things to greet the heart and 
eyes 

*• In Amo's dome of Art's most princely shrine. 
Where Sculpture with her vies; 

There be more marvels yet — but not for mine; 

( For I have been accustom'd to entwine 
My thoughts with Nature rather in the fields. 
Than Art in galleries : though a work divine 
Calls for my spirit's homage, yet it yields 
than it iWls. because the weapon which it 
wields 

i.xrt. 

Is of another icm|>cr. and T roam 
By Thrasimene's lake, in the dvhles 
Faial to koman rashness, more at honte ; 
for (here the Canhagiman's warlike wiles 
Come back before me. as his skill beguiles 
The host bet w cvn t he mountain s and i he shore, 
Where Courage falls in her despairing files. 
And torrents, swell n to ri-ers witli tliclr gore. 
Reek through the sultry plaie. with legions 
scatter'd o’er. 

t.xiti. 

J.ike to a forest fell'd by mountain winds ; 
And such the storm of battle on this day. 

And such the frenzy, whose convulsion blinds 
To all save carnage, that, beneath tl»e fray, 
An earth<|uake reel'd unhccdcdly away I 
None felt stern Nature rocking at his feet 
And yawning forth a grave for those who lay 
Upon their bucklers for a winding •sheet * 
Siicli is the Absorbing hate when wurring nations 
meet I 

LXIV. 

The Earth to them was as a rolling bark 
Which bore them to ICtemity ; they saw 
The Ocean round, hut had no time to mark 
The motions of ihrir vessel : Nature’s law 
In them suspended, rerk'd not of the nwe’ 
Which rcigm whvn mountains ircmWe, and 
the birds 

Plunge in the clouds for refuge, and withdraw 
From their down-toppling nests ; and bellow- 

Stumble oer heaving plains, and man’s dread 
LXV. 

Far other scene is Thrasimene now ' 

Her lake a sheet of silver, and her i^in 
Rent by no ravage save the gentle plough • 
Her aged trees rise thick as once the slain* 
Lay where their roots are ; but a brook hath 
ta'en — 

A little rill of scanty stream and bed— 

A name of blood from that day's sanguine rain* 
And Sanguine! to telb ye the dead ' 
hladc (he earth wet, and turn'd tbe uawillinv 
waters red. * 


LXVt. 

But thou. Clitumnusi in thy sweetest wav« 
Of the most living crystal that was e'er 
llie haunt of river nymph, to gaac and lave 
Her limbs where nothing hid them, thou dost 
rear 

Thy grassy banks w hereon the milk-u hile steer 
Grazes : ihe purest god of gentle waters ! 

And most serene of aspect, and most clear ! 
Surely that stream was un profaned by 
slaughters— [daughters 1 

A mirror and a baili for Beauty s youngest 

LXVtI. 

And on thy h.ippy shore a Temple still. 

Of snuill and delicate proportion, keeja. 

Upon a mild decliviiy of hill. 

Ns memory of thee ; beneath it sweeps 
Thy current's calmness : oft from out it leaps 
The finny darter with the gUttenng scales, 

« ho dwells and revels In thy glassy deeps : 
While, chance, some scat ter o walcr-Hly sails 
Down where the shallower wave still tells iis 
bubbling talcs. 

l.xvtii. 

Pass not tinbicst the Genius of the place I 
If ihrouRli il>e air a n-plur more serene 
Win to tlie brow, 'tis his ; nod if ye trace 
Along his m.^rgin a more cloC)ucni green, 

If M the lK*art the freshness of the scene 
Sprinkle its coolness, and from the dry dust 
Of weary life a moment lave It clean 
\V itli Narure’s baptism,— tis to him ye must 
l*ay orisons for tliis suspension of disgust. 

x.x\x. 

^Theroar of waters f— from the headlong height 
Veil no cleaves the wave-worn precipice 
1 lie fall of waters I rapid as the light 
Ihe flasliing moss foams shaking the abyss: 

1 Iw hell of waters I where tiicy howl and hiss. 
And boil in endless torture ; while the sweat 
GM^f great agony, wrung out from this 
I heir Phlcgcthon. curls round the rocks of Jet 
I hat gird (he gulf around, in pitiless horror set, 

I.XX, 

And mwnis in spray the skies, and thence 
Again 

Returns in an unceasing shower, which round, 
with Its unemptied cloud of gentle rain. 

Is an eternal April to the ground, 

Making it all one emerald ; how profound 
» he gulf! and how the giant element 
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound. 
Crushmg the cliffs, which, downward wont 
and rent rfyj 

With bb fierce footsteps, yield In chasms a fear- 
LXXI. 

To Ihe broad column which rolls on and 
shows ' 

More like Uic fountain of an infant sea 


CHILDE HAROLiys PILGRIMAGE. 


iSt8. 


198 


Tom from the womb of mountains by the 
throes 

Of a new world, than only thus to be 
Parent of rivers, which flow gushingly. 

With many windings through the vale i— Look 
back ! 

! where it comes like an eternity. 

As if to sweep down all things in its (rack. 
Charming the eye with dread.* — a matchless 
cataract. 

LXXtI. 

Horribly beautiful I but on the verge. 

From side to side, beneath the gUtiering mom. 
An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge, h 
Like Hope upon a deathbed, and. unworn 
Its steady dyes, while all around is torn 
By the distracted waters, bears serene 
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unshorn r 
Resembling, 'mid the torture of the scene. 
Love tvaicliing Madness with unalterable mien. 

LXXriT. 

Once more upon (he woody Apennine. 

The infant Al|>s. which — had 1 not before 
Cased on their mightier parents, where (he 
pine 

Sits on more shaggy summits, and where roar 
The thundering lauwine J— might be wor« 
shipp'd more ; 

But I have seen the soaring Jungfrau rear 
Her ncver*trodden snow, and seen the hoar 
Glaciers of bleak Mont Blanc both far and 
near, 

And in Chlmari heard the thunder-biUs of fear, 
LXXIV. 

The Acrocerauuian mountains of old name ; 
And on Parnassus seen the eagles fly 
Like spirits of the spot, as 'twere for fame. 
For still they soar'd unutterably high : 

I've look'd on Ida wiih a Trojan's eye ; 

Athos, Olympus. i£tna. Adas, made 
These hills seem things of lesser dignity, 

• I »h* CoKcla <>cl >f tHAMv T«««t 1 ■<«<. M d^rent 
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All. save the lone Soracte's height display'd, 
Not aaicr in snow, which asks the lyric Roman's 
aid 

LX XV. 

For our remembrance, and from out the plain 
Heaves like a long-swept wave about to break, 
And on the curl hangs pausing ; not in vain 
hlay he who will hi$ recollections rake. 

And quote in classic raptures, and awake 
llte hills with Latin ecnoes; 1 abhorr'd 
Too much to conquej for the poet's sake. 

The drill'd dull lesson, forced down woid by 
word • 

In my repugnant youth, with pleasure to record. 
LXXVI. 

Aught that ‘ecalls the daily drug which turn'd 
hly sickening memory; and, though Time 
hath taught 

My mind to meditate what then H leam'd, 

Yet such (he fix'd inveteracy wrought 
By (he impatience of my early thought, 

'I'hai, with the freshness wearing out before 
My mind could relish whai it might have 
sought. 

If free to choose, I cannot now restore 
Its health ; but what it then detested, still abhor. 

LXXVJI. 

Then farewell, Horace ; whom I hated so. 
Not for thy faults, but mine ; it is a curse 
To understand, not feel thy lyric flow. 

To comprehend, but never love thy verse, 
Although no deeper Moralist rehearse 
Our little hfe. nor Bard prescribe his art, 

Nor lix’elier Satirist the conscience pierce. 
Awakening without wounding the touch'd 
lieart. ^part. 

Yet fare thee well^upon Soracte's ridge we 
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wefloewiedy. J fever (bis Impefect record orB>re«lIaf9 tm 
wards bta sbMid rcacb hU eyto. let It reBifldbtO) of one *ho 

never tblejis of hiat hot wi^ mtfeiede and vmertdoi^^.aM 

who wonMtoOccrin^ boast ^havlac bem bk pgifl.tf, by 
more ctosely f e s Swh^ bk itjumrUSl ha aaeld rM any 
benoor tken bk Insuwos*. 
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Lxxvin. 

0 Rome 1 my country \ city of the soul 1 
The orphans of (he heart must (urn to thee. 

' Ivone mother of Head empires ! and control 
In their shut breasts their petty misery. 

What are our woes and sufferance ^ Come 
and see 

The cypress^ hear the owl. and plod your way 
O’er steps of broken thrones and temple, Yc I 
Whose agonies aie evils of n day— 

A world is at our feet as fragile as our clay. 

LXX1X. 

I1ie NMobe of nations I there she stands, 
Childless >ind crown less, in her vcuceless woe; 
An empty urn within her wiilter’d hands, 
Whose hol^ dust was scatter'd long ago ; 

1 he Scipio s tomb contains no nsites now ; 
']'hc very sepulchres Ik tunanilcss 

or their heroic dwellers : dost thou flow. 

Old Tiber 1 through a marble wikicmess? 
Rise, with thy yellow wnves, anrl mantk her 
distress, 

l.XXX. 

The Goth, the Christian, Time, War. Flood, 
and J' ire, 

Have dealt upon the seven-hiU’d city's prkle: 
She saw her glories star l»y star expire. 

And up I he steep lKir1»arj.an monarclas ride. 
Where the C5tr climb'd llw Capitol; far awl 
wide (site:— 

Temple and tower went down, no€ left a 
Chaos of ruins I who shall tracs‘ the vokl. 
O’er the dim frag men is cast a lun.ir light. 
And say, ‘ Here was, or Is/ where all te doubly 
night? 

LXXXt, 

The double night of ages, and of her. 

Night’s daiighier. Ignorance, bath wrapt, 
and wrap 

All round us ; we but feel our way to err : 

1 he ocean hath its charl. (he stars their map. 
And KnowletJgc spreads ihern on her ainjrlv 
lap; 

Rut Home is as the desert, w’hcre we sleer 
Stuiid>ling o’er recollections : now we clap 
Our hands, nnd cry ’ liureka I’ It is ckar— 
When but some false mirage of ruin rises near. 

Lxxxri, 

Alas, the lofiy city I and abs, 

'I he trebly hundanl triumphs ! * and the day 
When Rrulus made the d.agger’s edge surpass 
The conciucror s sword in bv.iring faim* awny 1 
Alas for Tully’s voice, and VlrgiTs lay, (be 
And Livy's picluied page I Ihjt these shall 
Her resurrection ; all lw«dc— dvc.iy. 

Alas, for Earth, for never shall we see 
That briglunesi in her eye she bore when Rome 
w.ns free 1 


• Oroiluf e(«cs ow for thi of irhiaoS*. 

toMe<t by y«nvlfilui. 

•eU«m Villen 


LXXXtIt. 

0 il»ou, whose chariot roll'd on Fortune’s 

w'lMrcl, 

Triumpliant SylJa 1 Thou, who didst subdue 
Thy country's foes ere ihou wouldst pause t< 
feel (dm 

The wrath of thy own wrongs, or reap tlx 
Of hoarded vengeance HU thine eagles flew 
Oer proitiate Asia;— thou, who with Ife' 
Annihilated senates^ Roman, too. [frown 

With all thy vices, for thou didst lay down 
With an aloning smib a more than earthly 
crown— 

LXXXIV. 

1'hc dictatorial wreath. — couldst thon divine 
To wliac would one day dwindle that which 
made 

Thee more than mortal? and that so supine 
Dy aught than Romans Koine should thus be 
bkl } 

She who was nametl Eternal, and array'd 
Her warriors ImU to con(iucr>>shc who veil'd 
Earth with her li.iHghiy shadow, and dis- 
|>l.ay*d, 

Until th«o'er*can©pjed horison fail’d, 

I Icr rud)ing wings - Oh ! she who was AlmlgLiy 
hail’d I 

LX XXV. 

Sylla was 6rst of victors ; but our own, 

'Mm? sagest of usun»ers, Cron. well !— he 
loo swept off senates while he hew'd the 
throne 

Dow n to A block— immof ml rebel 1 See 
What crimes it cost (0 l)c a moment fice 
And famous through all ages ! Rut benealh 

1 lis fate ll»c moral lurks <jf desijny ; 

His day of double victory aud death 

RchckI htm win two rv.ilms, and, Imppiur, yield 
his bfv.alh.* ' 

LNXXVI. 

The thirrl of ilw same moon whose former 
courwc 

Ibid all but crown'd him, on the self-same day 
IX*|>oi--d him gvnily from his throne of force 
And kid him with the caiili’s preceding clay. 
And sJjow'd not Foriunu thus how fame and 
sway. 

And all we deem delightful, and consume 
Our SOUK to compass through each arduous 

WAV, 

Are JO her eyes less happy than the tomb? 
Were i^hey but so in man’s, how different were 
hi$ doom I 

LXXXVIX. 

r And thou, dread statue I yel existent in 
I he austenrst form of naked majesty, 


• ihe »o»l fofiuBVe tot him. 
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Thou who beheWes^ 'mid (he assassin$' din, 
At thy bathed base the bloody C«sar lie. 
Folding his robe in dying dignity, 

An offering to thine tUtar from the ifueen 
Of gods and men, great Nemesis 1 did he die, 
And thou, too, perish, Pompey? haxeyebeen 
Victors of countless kings, or puppets of a scene ? 

LXXXVtlt. 

AikI (hou, the (hundcr^sirkken nurse of Rome ! 
Slic*x\'olf i whose brawn* imaged dugs impart 
The milk of conquest yet within (he dome 
Where, as a monument of antique art, 

Thou standest ; — Mother of the mighty heart. 
Which the great founder suck’d from thy wiki 
teat, 

Scorch’d by the Roman Jove’s ethereal dart, 
And thy limbs black’d with lightning— dost 
thou yet [forget ? 

Guard thine immortal cubs, nor thy fond charge 

LXXXtX. 

Tilou dost;*— but all thy foster-babes arc 
dead — 

The men of Iron ; and the world hath rear'd 
Cities from out their sepulchres ; men bled 
In imitation of (he things they fear'd. 

And fought and conquer’d, and the same 
course steer'd. 

At apish distance : but as yet none have. 

Nor could, the same supremacy have near'd. 
Save one vaiu man, who is not in (lie grave. 
But, vanquish’d by himself, (o his own slaves n 
slave, 

xc. 

l*hc fool of false dominion ^nd a kind 
Of bastard Ca*sar. following him of old 
With steps unequal \ for the Roman’s mind 
Was moucll’d In a less terrestrial mould. 
With passions fiercer, yet a judgment cold, 
And art Immortal instinct which redeem’d 
The frailties of a heart so soft, yet hold, 
Alcldes with a distaff now he seem’d 
At Cleopatra’s feet,— and now himself he beam’d. 

XCI. 

And came. — and saw, ^ and conquer’d I Rut 
the man [fiee. 

Who would have tamed his eagles down to 
Like a train'd falcon, in the Gallic van. 

Which he, In sooth, long led to victory. 

With a deaf heart, which never seem’d (o be 
A listener to itself, w as strangely framed \ 
With but one weakest weakness— vanity : 
Coquettish in ambition,— still he aim’d— 

At what?' Can he avouch.— or answer what he 
claim'd ? 

XCIT. 

And would be all or nothing— nor could wait 
For the sure grave to level him ; few years 
Had fix’d him with the Csesars in his fate, 

On whom we tread : For this the conqueror 
rears 


1818. 


The arch of triumph I and for this the te-ars 
And blood of earth flow on as they have 
flow’d, 

An universal deluge, which appears 
Witliout an ark for wretched man’s abode, 
And ebbs but to reflow ! — Renew thy rainbow, 
Oodl ^ 

xctit. 

Wlwt from this barren being do we reap ? 
Our senses narrow, and our reason frail,* 

Ufe ^lort. and truth a gem which loves the 
<kwp. [scale ; 

And all tlnngs weigh’d in custom’s falsest 
Opinion an omnipotence— whose veil 
Mantles the earth with darkness, until right 
And wrong are accidents, and men grow pale 
Lest their own Judgments should become too 
Iwighi. 

And their free thoughts be crimes, and earth 
Itavc too much light. 

XCJV, 

And thus they plod in sluggish misery. 
Rotting from sire to son, and age to age. 
Proud of (heir trampled nature, and $0 die, 
Bequeathing their hereditary rage 
To the new race of inborn slaves, who wage 
W'v for their chains, and rather than be free, 
gladiator*Iike, and still engage 
Within the s-ime arcmi where they see 
Their fellous fall before, like leaves of the same 
tree. 

XCV. 

I speak not of men’s creeds— they rest between 
Man and his Maker— but of things allow’d. 

A verr’d, a lul knoa n , —a nd da i ly , I lourly seen— 
*I 1 )« yoke (hat is ii]>on us doubly bow’d. 

And the intent ol tyranny avow d, 
rl’he edici of Karth 5 rulers, who arc grown 
The apes of him who humbled once the proud. 
And i^took (hem from (heir slumbers on (he 
thrtine; [done. 

Too glorious, were this all his mighty arm had 

XCVI. 

Csn tyrants but by tyrants conquer’d be, 

And Freedom find no champion and no child 
Such os ColunilMa saw arise when she 
Sprung forth a Pallas, arm’d and undefiled ? 
Or must such minds be nourish’d in (he wild. 
Deep in the unpruned forest, 'midst (he roar 
Of cataracts, where nursing nature smiled 
On infant Washington ? Has Earth no more 
Such seeds within her breast, or Lurope no such 
shore } 


* 'OsMkei pne *el«rcs: qui nihil co^esd, nihil petMpl. 
oMul $eln pou« dMcnini : ; ImbecUMsalmM 

breri* cvfmuU viue; hi pretundg Tmtuca d«a)en*B; 
opiMeibas et Uuthutis — *■ t«nerl ; aQUI vetlucl reHaquI : 
dchi«<M«aQM tc*«MseUcuBifuMSS« dbrenioL'— Acadefs. 
L 1} elrht«eA baodred ycAn which hB*c «bp*«t sHwc 

Clc«r» wroce (his b««e hoc rtnoTAd ABr of the taMMCfeulou 
of hwinhy •. M<t the coBpbjaB of rb« esdeU pSUoMphof* 
oux. «Uio«c lolwtteeer aoenoilea, be tsAB«crlb«dla»poeoi 
wrttiai TcsMrdijr. 
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XCVII. 

But Prance got drunk with blood to Tomit 
And fatal have her Saturnalia been (crime. 
To Freedom’s cause, in every age and clime ; 
Because the deadly days which we have seen. 
And vile Ambition, that built up between 
Man and his hopes an adamantine Nvall. 

And the base pageant last upon the scene. 

Are grown the pretext for the eternal thrall 
Which nips life’s tree, and dooms man’s worst 
—his second fall. 

xcvni. 

Yet, Freedom 1 ycl thy banner, torn, but fly- 
ing, [wind ; 

Streams like the thunder-storm ogaimt the 
Thy trumpet* voice, though broken now and' 
dying, 

The loudest still the tempest leaves behind : 
Thy tree hath lost Its blossoms, and the rind. 
Chopp’d by the axe. looks rough and little 
worth, 

But the sap lasts.— and still the seed we And 
Sown deep, even In the bosom of (he North ; 
So shall a butter spring leu bitter fruit bring 
forth. 

xcix. 

There Is a stem rotind tower of other days.* 
Firm as a fonress, with its fence of stone. 
Such as an army’s baffled strength delays. 
Standing with half its baitlemeins alone, 

And with two thousand years of ivy grown. 
The garland of eternity, where wave 
The green leaves over all by time o erthrown : 
What was this tower of strength t within its 
cave 

'What treasure lay so lock'd, so hid?— A wo- 
man’s grave. 

c. 

But who was she, the lady of the dead. 
Tomb'd In a palace } Was she chaste and 
fair } 

Worthy a king’s— or more— a Roman's bed ? 
What race of chiefs and heroes did she bear } 
What daughter of her beauties wm the heir? 
How lived— how loved— how died she } Was 
she not 

So honour’d— and conspicuously there, 

Where meaner relics must not dare to rot. 
Placed to commemorate a more than mortal fo( ? 

ct. 

Wm she AS those who love thnr lords, or they 
Who ove the lords of others ? such have been 
fcven In the olden time, Rome’s annals say. 
Was she a matron of Cornelia’s mien. 

Or the light air of Egypt’s graceful queen 
Profuse of joy— or ’gainst it did she war 
I nveterate in vi rtue ? Old she lean 


• ADudinf M (be tvob a CedUa MerdU. edled Csyo dl 


To the soft side of the heart, or wisely bar 
Love from amongst her griefs ?— for such the 
affections are. 

CII. 

Perchance she died in youth : it may be. bow’d 
With woes far heavier than the ponderous 
tomb 

That weigh’d upon her gentle dust, a cloud 
Might gather o’er her beauty, and a gloom 
In her dark eyes, prophetic of the doom 
Heaven gives its favourites— early death ;• yet 
A sunset charm around her. and illume [shed 
With hectic light, the Hesperus of the dead. 
Of her consuming check (be autumnal leaf-like 
red. 

cm. 

Perchance she died in age— surviving all. 
Charms, kindred, children— with the silver 
grev 

On her long tresses, which might yet recall. 

It may be, still a something of the day 
When (hey were braided, and her proud array 
And lovely form were envied, praised. an<l 

^ ff «y ? 

By Rome— Rut whither would Con|eciure 
Thus much alone we know— Metella died. 
The wMlthiest Roman’s wife : Behold his love 
or pride I 

CJV. 

I know not why— but standing thus by Ihee 
It seems .as If 1 had ihine Inmate known, 

1 hou tomb ! and other days come back on me 
With rccollccK-tl music, though the tone 
Is changttl and solemn, like ilic cloudy groan 
Of dying Ihunder on the disiant wind ; 

Vet could I sciti me by this ivied stone 
Till I had bodied forth the heated mind 
Forms from the floating w reck which Ruin leaves 
behind i 

cv. 

And from the planks, far shatter’d o’er the 
rocks, 

Built me a little bark of hope, once more 
To battle with the ocean nnd the shocks 
Of the low] breakers, and the ceaseless roar 
Which rushes on the solitary shore 
Where alLUes founder’d that was ever dear: 
But c©ul<ri gather from the wave-worn store 

Enough formy rude boat, where should I steer? 
Them vroos no home, nor hope, nor life, save 
what is here. 

cvi. 

Tlien let the w’lnds bowl on I their harmony 
Shall henceforth be my music, and (he night 
Tbe sound shall temper with the owlets’ cry. 
As I now hear them, in (he fading Light 


Tb -ref •ewiv iiX •ivxpiti 9a»^*¥. 
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Dim o’er the bird of darkness’ native site. 
Answer each other on the Paiaiine, 

With (heir large eyes» all glistening grey and 
bright, 

And sailing pinions. — Upon such a shrine 
^Vhal are our petty griefs?— let me not number 
mine. 


Cypress and Ivy, weed and wallflower grown 
Matted and mass'd together, hillocks heap'd 
On what were chambers, arch crush'd, column 
strewn [steep'd 

!n fragments, choked-up vaults, and frescoes 
In subterranean damps, uhere the owl peep'd. 
Deeming it midnight: — Temples. iMths. or 
halls? [reap'd 

Pronounce who can ; for all that Lmrning 
From her research hath been, that these are 
w'alls^ (^falls. 

Dohold the Imperial Mount I 'lis thus the mighiy 


/ There is the moral of all human tales ; * 

, 'Tis but the same rehearsal of (he past, 

First Freedom, and then Glory— when thai 
fails. 

Wealth, vice, corruption— barbarism at last. 
And History, with all her volumes vast. 

Hath but 0 H« page,— 'lis better written here. 
Where gorgeous Tyranny hath thus amass’d 
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear, 

11 earl, soul could seek, tongue ask— Away with 
words I draw nenr. 


^Admire, exult — despise— laugh, weep — for 
here 

There is such malter for all feeling Man I 
Thou pendulum betwixt a smile and tear, 
Ages and realms are crowded in this span, 
1'his mountain, whose obliterated plan 
I’lie pyramid of empires pinnacled. 

Of Glory’s gew gaws shiiung in the van 
Til 1 1 he su n s ray s v^ i t h added dame w ere ft It’d I 
Where are its golden roofs? where those who 
dar^ to build? 


• Th« Buihor «rihe t.ife oTCktr*. $p«akl»ir «r the 
ci,te(i*>nee <4 Arhaisl^ca*! e«a(er eed b4» eemnnyererj 
hA» the tellewUc etoie c m pUMfer— 'Kruts fixer 
t.tilUrkner thU kiiwl. e« (hebertxniy «jmJ wiMr|p oT exeUMJ. 
one cennM hel|> reilcc(lr4 ee Utr Mrpri&Mig fjieeMl reretv* 
Uens of Vhisdenn : hov Rome.vwce the BHWreceef dte wwild. 
Mic >C3I ef Arti. emsnte. led rte* |»<« »iMk *• itMh. 

n'>ra"Ce ant) px'crry cnitAved lo ihc mow CrvetM «efl et le 

ihe irxwi cenichi^iNe ef tr'Swo. end refac*^ 

,M,i/«titurc j while fliU remUe coynlry. lackMlelhe >e«( end 
or ihe polite Houi«n».« beeome (h« uppy wei ot 
III xrt« ulentr . eeU leuen ; Sexeuainr nB Uie em end re- 
Aneiemu of «kii i'f«i r«» nnxki*. perheiie. fke em 
wliich Konte lu«if h*« •deary to 


wliich Konte lu«if h*« •deary to 

wMlth : frea neelih (O luiuiy : rroa iairvjy to en imMicnM 
nTdiMlU^nc end cormpUoo orAonh : tiU. by e (Mel decen* 
ciWT end lOM of boin* ltxw*i rtp* fM_desiwtiO^ a 

fell A vrev ei lest to torn* eerdr oppressor, and. own ih« M 

si Ckerx.' sect, vi voL B. p. («a.» 


Tully w*as not so eloquent as thou, 

Thou nameless column with (be buried base I 
Wha( are the laurels of the Csesar’s brow ? 
Crown me with Ivy from his dwelling-place. 
Whose arch or nillar meets me in the face, 
Titus or Trajan 5? No— 'lis that of Time : 
Triumph, arch, j>illar, all he doth displace, 
Scoffing : and aposiolic st.itues climb 
To crush the imperial um. whose ashes slept 
sublime.* 

cxr. 

Buried in air, the deep blue sky of Rome. 
And looking to the siars; they had contain'd 
A spirit which with ihcsc would find a home. 
'I'he last of thoK* who ocr the whole earth 
• reign'd. 

The Roman globe, for after none sustain'd, 
But yielded bjick his conquests :— he was more 
Than a mere Alexander, and unsiain’d 
With household blood and w ine, serenely wore 
His sowreign virtues- still we Trajan’s name 
adore. 


Wliere is the rock of Triumph, the high place 
Where Rome embraced her heroes? where 
the Sleep 

Tarpeian? fittest goal of Treason’s race. 

The promonto^ whence the Trailor's Leap 
Cured all ambition. Did the Conquerors heap 
Their spoiHltere? Yes: and in yon field below. 
A thousand yc.irs of silenced factions sleep— 
The Forum, wlwre the immortal accents glow. 
And still the eloquent air breathes— bums with 
Cicero I 

CXIJI. 

The field of freedom, fact ion, fame, and blood: 
Here a proud people’s passions were exhaled. 
From the first nour of empire in the bud 
1'o (hat when further worlds to conquer fail'd; 
But long before had Freedom’s face been 
veil’d. 

And Anarchy assumed her attributes i 
Till c«‘ery lawless soldier who assail'd 
Trod on the trembling Senate’s slavish enutes, 
Or raised Ihe venal voice of baser prostitutes. 

exjv. 

Then turn we 1o her latest tribune's name. 
From her ten thousand tyrants cum to thee, 
Redeemer of dark centuries of shame — 

The friend of Petrarch— hope of Italy— 

Riena I last of Romans.f While the tree 
Of fieedom's wither’d trunk puts forth a leaf. 
E>en for thy lomb a garland let il b^— 


• Tae««aiM oTTmIab UMirwonated bySl Peter: UuUof 

Astetiue by St PeuL 

» TW vfc AMl exfiMtr ot RSud must be ftsUlUr (o the 
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The fomm*$chan)pion,and the people'schtef— 
Her new-born Numa ibou— with reign, alas I 
too brief. 

cxv. 

Egeria! sweet creation of some heart 
Which found no mortal resting-place $o fair 
As thine ideal breast ; whate’er thou art 
Or wen, — a young Aurora of the air. 

The nyinpholcpsy of some fond despair ; 

Or, it might be. a beauty of the earth, 

Who found a more than common votary there 
Too much adoring ; whatsoe’er thy birth 
Thou wen a beautiful thought, and softly bodied 
forth. 

cxvi. 

The mosses of thy fountain still are ^rtnkled 
With thine Elysian water-drops; the face 
Of thy cave-guarded spring, with years un 
wrinkled. 

Reflects the meek-eyed genius of the place. 
Whose green wild margin now no more erase 
Art's works; nor must the delicate waters sWp 
Prison’d in marble, bubbling from the base 
Of the cleft statue, with a gentle leap 
The rill runs o’er, and round, fern, flowers, and 
ivy creep 

CXVH. 

Fanlastic.illy tangled ; the green hills /grass 
Are clothed with early blossoms, through the 
The duick-cyed lizard rustles, and the bills 
Of summer birds sing w elcome as ye pass ; 
Flow ers fresh In hue. and many in their class 
Implore the pausing step, and with their dyes 
Dnnce In the soft breese in a fairy mats ; 

I'he sweetness of the violet’s deep blue eyes. 
Kiss’d by the breath of heaven, seems colour’d 
by Us skies. 

cxvni. 

Here didst thou dwell, in this enchanted cover 
Egeria 1 thy nil heavenly bosom beating 
For the far footsteps of thy mortal lover • 

The purple Midnight veil’d that mystic meet- 
Ing 

' canopy, and seating 

Thyself by thine adorer, what befell ? finff 
This cave was surely shaped out for the gw- 
Ui an enamour d Goddess, and the cell 
Bounied by holy Love— the earliest oracle I 

CXIX. 

And didst thou not, thy breast to his replying, 
niend a celestial with a human heart j ^ 

'^nich dies as it was bora, in sigh- 

Shnre with immorral transports? could thine 
M^e them indeed immortal, and impart 
The purity of heaven to earthly joy*. 

Expel the venom and not hlunt the dart— 

The dull sauecy whfeh all destroys— 

^ This’S,;, 
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cxx. 

Alas ! our young affections run (o waste. 

Or water but the desert ; whence arise 
But weeds of dark luxuriance, tares of haste, 
Rank at the core, though tempting to the eyes, 
Flowers whose wild odours breathe but 
agonies. (plan^5 

And trees whose gums are poison : such the 
Which spring beneath her steps as Passion 
flies 

O'er the world’s wilderness, and vainly pants 
For some celestial fruit forbidden to our wants. 




exxt. 

Love ! no habitant of e.irth thou art 

An unseen seraph, we belwve in thee, 

A faith whose martyrs are the broken heart 
But never yet hath seen, nor e’er shall see, 

I he naked eye. thy form, as it should be ; 
The mind hath made thee, as it peopled hca- 
Even with its ©wn desiring phantasy, [ven, 
And to a thought such shape and image given. 

As haunts the untpicnch’d soul — parch’d 

earied— wrung— and riven, 

cxxti. 

Of its own bc.iuty is the mind diseased. 

wvers into false creaiion where. 

Where are the forms the sc\ilptor’s soul hath 
seized? 

In him alone. Can Nature show so fair ? 
Where are the charms and virtues which wc 
dare 

^ccivc in Iwyhood and pursue as men. 

Slf. d Ihiradise of our despair. 

Which 0 er-in forms the pencil and the pen, 
And ovc^wers tlie page where it would bloom 
again r 

CXXllt. 

Who loves, raves — 'tis youth’s frenzy-but 
theciire ' 

Is bit icrer still ; as charm by charm unwinds 
Which robed our idols, and we see too sure 
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out the 
mind s 

Weal shape of such ; yet still It binds 
i he fatal sne«. and still it draws us on. 
Heaping the whirlwind from ihe oft-sown 
winds : 

The siubbora heart, its alchemy begun, 

^eems ever near the prize — wealthiest when 
most undone. 


tZ 


cxxtv. 

We wither from our youth, w*e gasp away— 
Sick— sick ; unfound the boon— unslaked the 
thirst. 

Though to the last, In verge of our decay. 
Some phantom lures, such as we sought a( 

But all loo late,— so axe we doubly curst. 

avarice— 'tis the same— 
Each idle, and all ill, and none the worst— 
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I*'or all are meteors uith a different name. 

And Death the sable smoke where vanishes the 
fiame. 

exxv. 

Few^none— had what they love or could have 
loved : 

Though acciden t » blind contact . and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Antipathies— but to recur, ere long. 
Envenom’d with irrevocable wrong; 

And Circumstance, that unspiritual god 
And miscrcator, makes aiul helps along 
Onr coming evils with a crutch*like r^, 
Whose touch turns Hope to dust— the dust we 
all have trod. 

cxxvt. 

Our life is a false nature — ‘lis not in 
The harmony of things,- this hard decree. 
This uneridicable taint of sin. 

: This boundless upas, this nlUblnsiing tree, 
k Whose root is earth, whose leaves and branches 
» be (dew— 

The skies which rain their plagues on men like 
Dlsease.death.bondagc- all the woes we see— 
And worse, the w oes we see not— which throb 
through [new. 

The immedicable soul, with heart 'oches ever 

cxxvri. 

Yet let us ponder boldly*— 't is a Uase 
Abandonment of reason to resign 
Our right of thought— our last and only place 
Of refuge : this, at least, shall still be mine : 
Though from our birth the faculty divine 
Is chain’d and tortured— cabin'd, criMi'd. 

confined. (shine 

And bred in darkness, lest ihe truth viould 
Too brightly on the unpreparM mind. 

The beam pours in, for time and skill w ill couch 
the blind. 

CXXVtIT. 

Arches on arches I as It were that Rome, 
Collecting the chief trophies of her line. 
Would build up all herinumphs in one dome, 
Her Coliseum stands ; the moonbeams shine 
As 'tw’cre Its natural torches, for divine 
bhould be the Light whkh streams here, to 
illume 

This long explored but still exhaustless mine 

• * At all «vcnn,* nyi Ute luUMr eT the * ACMl««ac4l Ove*- 
I Iam. * * I inMi . whatever m«y be 1 b« fete aT ayp •vn 
tkimk ihai plikiMpiw «au r«raiA that estimaiMA WWh it 
eirebt (0 poweM. The fcee asU pbikeephk sinra ef eve 
natieA ^ been ihe tbenre e< sdmiratiAn te the veeki Tha 
wtu tbe vtMd dSetJaeCtM oT Eafbshaiea. and ihe Nndeeej 
kf^uNc ecall their (leiy. Shall thea fere<* >*■« maalir ud 
dimlfied aeniifMAK er mt onee^terv te prate m the Ungtoce 
or Ihe ineeHer or the nwrte about om feed ••M pre)u»ceet 
Thli U riot the •ray to dtfend ibe «a«»e el uiiih. It «aa not 
the* that eu fhtbm nuiaumed It ta the brilhaAt pernds el 
our bisterv. Prejwdlee tsay be treated to euMl the o«t«orha 
for a short ipaee of time. reason shmbeas it) the ertadd ; 

I .ui I r tbe lai i«r dab into a Icthaefy, tbe t«fmtr win oukAly 
• oeAdud for hertelf. PhiiosapbT. wadotfi. and Ibeny 
J„p«rt«a«hoth»l he»hoarU|potreaj«ieabi*ot; 

U a tbeli tad be vbe dan ftot Is a sbre.’— VoL I, 
|H«£. pp> 


Oi* contemplation ; and tne axure gloom 
Of an lulian night, where tbe deep skies assume 

CXXJX. 

Hues which have words, and speak to ye of 
heaven, 

Floats o'er this vast and wondrous monument, 
And shadows forth its glory. There is given 
Unio the things of earth, which Time hath 
bent, 

A spirii's feeling, and where he hath leant 
His haiHl, but broke his scythe, (here is a 
And mngic In the ruin’d bad lenient, [power 
For which (he palace of the present hour 
Must yield its pomp, and «ajt till ages are its 
dower. 


y. 


exxx. 


0 Time ! Ihe Iwautifier of the dead, 

‘ Adomcr of (he ruin, comforter 

And only licaler when the heart hath bled— 

' Time I the corrector where our judgments err, 
* The test of truth, love, — sole philosopher, 

For all Iteside are sophists, from thy thri^. 
Which ne^*cr loses (hough k doth defer— 
Time, the avenger f umothee I lift 
My hands, and eyes, and heart, and crave of 
thee a gift : 

CXXXI. 

Amidst this wivek. nhere thou hast made a 
And leihpic more divinely desolate, [shrine 
, Among thy mighikr offejings here are mine. 
Ruins of years- (hough few, yet full of fate ; 

1 If tliou hast ever seen me too date. 

J Hear tne Ml ; but if calmly I have borne 
f Good, aiitl reserved my pride against the hate 
1 Which sh.ill not whulm me, lei me not have 
' worn [mouni? 

Tliis lion in my soul in vain— shall not 

CXXX1I. 

And Ihou, who never yet of human wrong 
I<eft the unbalanced scale, great Nemesis ! 
Here, whcie the ancient paid thee homage 
long— [abyss, 

Tboii. who didst call the Furies from the 
And round Orestes bade them howl and hiss 
For that unnatural retribution -just. 

Had it but been from hands less near— In this 
Thy former realm, I call thee from ihe dust I 
Dost thou not hear my heart ?— Aw ake I thou 
shall, and must. 

cxxxiit. 

It b not (hat I may not base incurr'd 
For my ancestral faults or mine the wound 
I bleed withal, and had it been conferr’d 
With a jusi wenpon, it had flow’d unbound : 
But now my blood shall not sink in the ground; 
To thee I do devote it— Mptf shalt take 
The vengeance, which shall yet be sought and 
found, 

Which if / have col taken for the sake 

But let that pass— 1 sleep, but thou shalt yet 
awake, 
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cxxxtv. 

And if my voice break forth. not (hat now 
I shrink from what is suffer'd : let him sp^»k 
Who hath beheld decline upon my brow. 

Or seen my mind's cortvulsion leave it weak ; 
But in tins page a record will I seek. 

Not in the air shall these my words disperse, 
Though [ be ashes : a f.ir hour sliall wreak 
The deep prophetic fulness of this verse. 

And pile on human heads the mountain of my 
curse I 

cxxxv. 

That curse shall be Forgiveness. — Have I 
not— [Heaven I— 

Hear me. my mother Earth f behold it. 
Have 1 not had to wrestle with my lot ? 

Have 1 not suffer d things to be forgiven } 
Have I not had my brain scar'd, my heart 
riven. 

Hopes sapp'd, name blighted. Life's life lied 
And only not to desperation driven, [away ? 
Because not altogether of such elay 
As rots into (he souls of (hose whom 1 survey. 

cxxxvi. 

Prom mighty wrongs to petty perfidy 
Have I not seen w hat human things could do 7 
From the loud roar of foaming calumny 
To the small whisper of the as paltry few 
And subtler venom of the reptile crew. 

The Janus glance of whose significant eye. 
Learning to lie with silence. woukJ sefm true. 
And without utterance, save the shrug or sigh. 
Deal round to happy fools Its speechless obloquy. 




CXXXVJl 

|But i have lived, and have no( lived in vain ; 
iKfy mind may lose its force, my blood its fire. 
lAnd my frame perish even in conquering pain; 
But there is that within me which siiall tire 
Torture and Time, and breathe nhen I expire; 
bomeihing unearthly, which (hey deem not of, 
Like the remember d tone of a mute lyre, 
bhall on their soften'd spirits sink, and move 
In hearts all rocky now the late remorse of loxe. 

CXXXVI II. 

The seal Is seu— Now welcome, thou dread 
power I 

Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, which here 
WaJk'st in the shadow of the midnight hour 
With a deep awe. yet all distinct from fear : 
Thy haunts axe ever where the dead walls rear 
Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scene 
Drives from thee a sense so deep and clear 
TJiai we become a pan of wba( has been 
And grow unto the spot, all-seeing but unseen 

CXXXIX. 

And here (he buss of eager nations ran, 
to murmur’d pity, or loud-roor’d applause. 


As man was slaughter'd by his fellow-man. 
And wherefore slaughter’d? wherefore, but 
because 

Such w'ere the bloody Circus* genial laws. 
And the imperial pleasure.— Wherefore not? 
VS’hat matters where we fall to fill the maws 
Of w*orms-^n Kittle-plains or listed spot ? 
Botli are but theatres where ihechief actors rot. 

exu 

! I see before me the Gladiator lie : 

He leans upon his hand— his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony, 
j And his droop d head sinks gradually low— 
And through his side the last drops, ebbing 
slow 

From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one, 
l.ike (lie first of a ihunder-show’cr ; and now 
The arena sw ims around him— he is gone, 
Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hail'd (he 
wretch who won. 

cxu. 

I le heard it, but he heeded not— his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far away ; 
He reck’d not of the life he lost nor prise. 

But where his rude hu( by the Danube lay, 
/'Aerr wete his young barbarians all at play, 
7 Aw was their Dacian mother— he. their sire, 
Butcher'd to make a Roman holiday- 
All this rush'd with his blood— Shall he expire^ 
And unavenged?— Ansel ye Goths, and glut 
your ire. 

CXLlt. 

But here, where hturder breathed her bloody 
* • , . (ways, 

And here, where bussing nations choked the 
And roar'd or murmur’d like a mountain- 
stream 

Dashing or winding as its torrent strays : 
flece, where the Roman million's blame or 
praise 

Was death or life, the playthings of a crowd, 
My voice sounds much— and full the stars' 
faint rays 

On (he arena void — seats crush'd, wails 
bow'd — 

And galleries, where my steps seem echoes 
strangely loud. 

cxuti. 

A ruin— yet what ruin I from its mass 
Walls, palaces, half-cities, have been rear'd ,* 
Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass, 

And marvel where the spoil could have an- 
par’d. 

Hath i( indeed been plunder’d, or but clear’d? 
Alas I developed, opens the decay, 

When (he colossal fabrics form is near’d : 

It will not bear the brightness of the day. 
Which streams too much on all years, man, have 
reft away. 
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cxuv. 

But when the rising moon begins lo^iinb 
Its topmost arch, and genily pauses there ; 
When the stars twinkle through the loops of 
time, 

And the low njght'breese waves along the air. 
The garland-forest, which (he grey avails wear. 
Like laurels on the bald first Csesars head ; * 
When the light shines serene, but doth not 
glare, 

Then in this magic circle raise the dead : 
Heroes have trod this spot— 'tis on their dust ye 
tread. 

CXLV. 

'While stands the Coliseum. Rome shall 
sund ; f 

When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall ; 
And when Rome falls— the World.* From 
our own land 

Thus spake the pilgrims o’er this mighty wall 
In ^xon times, which we are wont to call 
Ancient ; and these three mortal things are 

On (heir foundations, and unalier’d all : 

Rome and her Ruin p^t Redemption's skill. 
The World, the same wide den— of thieves, or 
what ye will. 

CXLVt. 

Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime— 
Shrine of all saints and temple of all gods. 
From Jove to Jesus;— spared and blest by 
time: 

Inking tran()tiillity, while falls or nods 
Arch, empire, each thing round thee, and man 
plods {domel 

His wav through ihoms to ashes— glorious 
Shalt thou not Ust?— Time’s scythe and 
tyrants' rods 

Shiver upon thee— sanctuary and home 
Of art and piety— Pantheon 1— pride of Rome I 

CXtVd. 

Relic of nobler days, and noblest arts I 
Despoil’d yet perfect, with thy circle spreads 
A holiness appealing to all hearts — 

To art a model ; and to him who treads 


* Su«i9«twt lafMm J«lu C«nr 

Ur th«i dt<r«« of the eefwte which ciubM kiM le 
wcer • wreath ertewret m all e«caeieM. He wMeeiieee, mi 
to shew that he ww the CMtquetee eT ihe wofM. tool te bide 
(hit he was bald. A stnnrer at Abbc wewld hardlv ba*e 
neised at the motive, aof skovld we whbewi the be^ ed (be 
ustortiB. 

t This I** ' DecIfM and FaRof cbe Resaa E» 

elrv,* as a vroof (hit Um CoMs e uiB was eat(f«, wh«* see* br 
the Anj(hvSeten pilcviae at the cad oTUm seveseb. wr (be 
bernni^e^'he ccMwy 

\ Theueh plwMlerctl «< iJI n bm. eicece the rice «bkb 
«ts Mcessery ie pmem the a^rturc sdovc: iheiefb e«. 
pe*t 6 to repeated dres ; thoerh s eo e tiiwee deeded br the 
^’ver> and always epea to (be ram, no la oee iaiw t oT e«|iial an* 
tijuicyls sewefi preaerved 11 this mtiwde. li paesed with 
Ui tk iKeratk>a rveei the Fara* late the pvtsewi venhip ; ead 
to ettfivenkw were Ha akhea fee the Chrisiiaa altar, (bai 
u icheeT Aiwefei ever stwdtoas of aMeat beawy, iMvedwced 
theU He*M? IS a h tbe CatbaSe Cbortb. 
raafr. I 


Rome for the sake of ages. Glory sheds 
Her light through thy sole aperture ; to those 
Who woxslup, livtc are altars for their beads? 
Ai>d they who feel for genius may repose 
Their eyes on honour’d forms, whose busts 
around them close.* 

CXLvin. 

TJtere is a dungeon, in whose dim drear light t 
What do ' gate on? Nothing: Look again I 
1 wo forms are slowly shadow'd on my sight— 
Two insulated phantoms of the bmiix : 

It is not so : I see them full and plain— 

An old man. and a female young and faii> 
Fresh as a nursing mother, in whose vein 
The blood is nectar;— but u hat doth she there, 
With herunmantled neck, and bosom while and 
bare? 

CXLIX. 

Full swells the deep pure fountain of young 

(took 

Where m the iiearl and /rvM the heart we 
Our first and sweetest nurture, when the wife. 
Blest into mother, in the innocent look. 

Of evetx the piping cry of lips that brook 
No pain and small suspense, a joy perceives 
Man knoxvs not. when from out its cradled 
nook 

She sees her lit lie bud put forth iu leaves— 
What may the fruit be yet ?— I know not— Cain 
was Eve's. 

CL. 

But here youth offers to old age the food, 

The milk of his own gift it is her sire 
To whom she renders bHck the debt of blood 
Born with her birth. No : he shall not expire 
While in those warm and lovely veins the fire 
Of health and holy feeling can provide 
Great Nature's Nile, whose deep stream rises 
higlier 

Than Egypt’s river from that gentle side 
Drink, drink and live, old man I Heaven's realm 
holds no such tide. 

CLr, 

The starry fable of the milky way 
Has not thy story’s purity ; it is 
A constellation of a sweeter ray, 

And sacred Nature triumphs more in this 
Reverse of her decree, than in (he abyss 
Where sparkle distant worlds : Oh, holiest 
nurse I (miss 

No drop of that clear stream its way shall 


* Tbe Funhc**) hw been euSe e reeepieck for the husi< 
—w e re fveet. ec. •( ksst. OMInffubhM meo. The Seed 
e( bcM «bj«h «*cc feO ti)T*ocl> itte bite orb ib<v«e an (he 
c«<lc of dkinidei. eow ibises os e nraer«i4 M»eai. 
e tf •enek, tome eee «r tw« pT vhoa b«ve bees akaest 
hy (he vesentfen er(h«lr cmorryiMa. 
t This and the three nest ellude te the Pory er (he 

Re**« deerfaiev. wlikh b realfed le tbe ovveUev by tbe elie» 
erpeetcwled Me. dl Uiet adveWe, iie*sbewo«ttbe<bureh 
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To liw sire’s heart, replenishing its source 
With as our freed souls rejoin ihe universe. 

CLII. 

Turn to (he Mole which Hadrian rear'd on 
Imperial mimic of old Egypt’s piles, [high.* 
Colossal copyist of deformity. 

Whose travelVd phantasy from the far Nile's 
Enormous model, doom'd the artist's toils 
To build for giants, and for his vain earth. 
His shrunken ashes, raise this dome : How 
smiles 

The gazer's eye with philosophic mirth. 

To view the huge design which sprung from 
such a birth 1 

CLlll. 

But I0I the dome— the vast and wondrous 
dome.!* 

To which Diana's marvel was a cell~ 
Christ’s mighty shrine above his martyr’s 
tomb I * 

I have beheld the Ephesian's miracle — 

Its columns strew the wilderness, and dwell 
The hy»na and the jackal in tlkcir shade * 

1 have beheld Sophia's bright roofs swell ’ 
Their glittering mass f the sun. and have 
survey d foray'd* 

Its sanctuary the while ihe usun^ng ftloslcm 

CUV, 

But Ihou, of temples old, or altars new. 
Siandesi alone-wiih nothing like to thee- 
Wor(hi«t of God. the holy and the true. 
Since xlon s desolation, when that He 
Forsook His former city, what could be 
Of earthly structures, in His honour piM 
or a suWimer aspect > Majesty, laisled 
Power, Glory, Strength, end fcauty.U are 
In this eternal ark of worship undeAlcti. 

CLV, 

Enter ; Us gr^deur overwlielms thee not • 
And why ? it Is not lessen'd ; but thy mind 
Expanded by the genius of the spot^ 

Has grown colossal, and can only find 
A fit abode wherein appear enshrined 
T^y hopes of immortality ; and thou 
bhalt one day, if found worthy, so defined 

His Holy of Holies, nor be blasted by His brow. 

CLVI. 

Thou movesi-bui increasing with the ad- 
vance. fri*^ 

Alp. -wch ,.iU Wli 
Wceived by us gigantic elegance ; rim— 
Vastness which grows-but grows to haxmon- 


* T>»» C«rU of St A*f«k. 
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AU musical in its immensities ; [tUme 

Rich marbles— richer painting — shrines where 
The lamps of gold— and haughty dome w'hich 
vies 

In air with Earth’s chief structures, though 
their frame 

Sits on the firm-set ground— and this the clouds 
must claim. 

CLVtl. 

Thou seest not all ; but piecemeal thou mnsi 
break. 

To separate contemplation, the great whole ; 
And as the ocean tnany bays will make, 

Thai asks the eye — so here condense thy soul 
To more immediate objccis, and control 
"Thy thoughts until thy mind hath got by heart 
ItselMuent proportions, and unroll 
In mighty graduations, part by part. 

The glory which at once upon (hec did not dart. 

CLvm. 

Not by its fault— but thine j Our outward 
U but of gradual grasp— and as It is [sense 
I li.i( what we have of feeling most intense 
Outstrips our faint expression ; even *0 this 
Outshining and o’eiw helming edifice 
Fo^s our fond gaze, and greatest of ilie great 
I^fics at first our Nature's liiileness. 

Till, growing with Us growih. we thus dilate 
Our spirits to Ihe Size of that ihey coniemplaie. 

CLtX, 

picn pause and be enlighten'd; there is mote 

^ such a survey than the sating gaze 
Of wonder pleased, or awe which would adore 
worship of the place, or the mere praise 
Of an and its great masiers, who could raise 
What foimer time, nor skill, nor ihouirht 
could plan ; * 

The fountain of sublimity djspUys [man 

IIS depth, and thence may draw the mind of 
lu golden sands, and Icam what great concen* 
tion can. 

cut. 

turning to the Vatican, go see 
Laocobn's torture dignifying pain- 
A faiher's love and mortal's agony 
With an immortal’s patience blending Vain 

An3 the coiling strain 

deepening of the dragon's 

the long enveLo^r?5 

Rivets the living Imks,— the enormous aso 
Enforces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on gasp, 

CLXI. 

^ view the Lord of the unerring bow 
ne ^ of life, and poesy, and light— 

array'd, and brow 

^radiant from his tnumph in the fight ; 
^l^t ^ shot- the arrow 


20S 


CHILDE HAROLiyS PILGRIMAGE, 


iSiS. 


With &n immortars veng«ance ; in hb eye 
And nostril beautiful dizain, and might 
And majesty, flash their full lightnings by, 
Develoj)ing in that one glance the Deity.* 

Ctxti. 

But in his delicate form — a drean» of l.ove. 
Shaped by some solitary nymph, whose breast 
long'd fora deathless lover from above, 

And madden'd in that vision— are expiest 
All that ideal beauty ever bless'd 
The mind with in its most unearthly mood. 
When each conception was a heavenly guest— 
A ray of immortality— and stood. 

Starlike, around, until they gather'd to a god I 

CLXiti. 

And if it be Prometheus stole from heaven 
The hre which vve endure, it was repaid 
By him to whom the ene^y was given 
Which this poetic marble hath array’d 
With an eternal glory— which, if made 
By human hands, is not of human thought : 
And Time himself hath hallow’d It. nor laid 
One ringlet in the dust— nor hath it caught 
A tinge of years, but breathes the flame with 
which 'twas wrought. 

^ CLXIV. 

But where Is he. the Pilgrim of my song. 

The being who upheld U through the past ? 
Mechinks he cometh late and tarries long. 

He Is no more— these breathings are his last : 
His wanderings done, his visions ebbing fast. 
And he himself as nothing :— if be was 
Aught but a phantasy, aiw could be class’d 
With forms which live and suffer — let that 
pass — 

His shadow fades away into Destruction's mass. 

CLXV. 

Which gathers shadow, substance. life, and all 
That we Inherit in its mortal shroud. 

And spreads the dim and univenal pall 
Through w hich all things grow phantoms ; 
and the cloud 

Between us sinks and all which ever glow'd. 
Till Glory’s self is twilight, and displays 
A melancholy halo scarce allow’d 
To hover on the verge of darkness ; rays 
Sadder than saddest night, for they distract the 
gase, 

CLXVI. 

And send us prying into the abyss. 

To gather what we shall be when the frame 
Bhall be resolved to something less than this 
Its wretched ttsence and to dream of fame. 
And wipe the dust from off the idle name 
We never more shall hear,— but never nuKe, 
Oh, happier thought 1 can we be made the 
same : . 

It is enough, in sooth, that we bore 
These faidds of the heart— the heart whose 
sweat was gore. 


CLXVI I. 

Hark f forth from the abyss a voice proceeds, 

A long low distant murmur of dread sound, 

Such as arises when a nation bleeds 
XN’iih some deep and immedicable wound ; 

'I hrough storm and darkness yawns the rend- 
ing ground. 

The gulf is thick with phantoms, but the chief 
Seems royal still, though with her head dis- 
crown'd. 

And pale, but lovely, with maternal grief 
She clasps a babe, to w hom her breast yields no 
relief. 

CLXVI tl. 

Scion of chiefs and monarchs. w here art thou? 

Pond hope <^f many nations, art thou dead } 

Could not the grave forget thee. a>i<l lay low 
Some le^ majestic, less beloved head ? 

In the sad midnight, while thy heart still bled. 

Tlie mother of a moment, o’er thy boy. 

Death hush’d that pang for ever : with thee 
fled 

The present happiness and promised Joy 
Which flll'd the imperial isles so full it seem’d 
to cloy. 

CLXtX. 

Peasants bring forth In safety.- Can it be, 

O thou that wen so happy, so adored 1 
Those who weep not for kings shall weep for 
thee, [hoard, 

And Freedom’s he.irt, grown heavy, cease to 
Her many griefs for On£ ; <or she had pour'd ** 
Her orisons for thee, and o’er thy head 
Beheld her Iris.— Thou, too, lonely lord. 

And desolate consort- vainly wert thou wed I 
The husband of a year I the father of the dead! 

CLXX. 

or sackcloth was thy wedding garment made ; 

Thy bridal’s fruit is ashes : in the dust 
The fair*hair’d Daughter of the Ules is laid. 

The love of millions I How ue did entrust 
Futurity to her! and, though it must 
Darken aboN’e our bones, yet fondly deem’d 
Our children should obey her ^ild, and 
bless’d [seem’d 

Her and her hoped-for seed, whose promise 
Like star to shepherds’ eyes ; ’twas but a meteor 
beam’d. 

CLXXl. 

Woe unto us, not her ; for she sleeps well : 

The fickle reek of popular breath, the tongue 
Of hollow counsel, the false oracle. 

Which from the birth of monarchy hath rung 
Its knell in princely ears, till the o’erstung 
Nations have arm d in madness, the strange 

fate • ffiung ^ 

Which tumbles mightiest sovereigns, and bath 
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Against their blind omnipotence a weight 
A^ithin the oppo^ng scale, which crushes soon 
or Uie,-" 

CLXXIT. 

These might have been her destiny ; but no. 
Our hearts deny it : and so young, so fair. 
Good without oflbri, great without a foe ; 

But now a bride nnd mother— and now tkertf 
How many ties did that stem moment tear ! 
From thy Sire's to his humblest subject's 
breast 

Is link'd the electric chain of that despair, 
Whose shock was as an earthquake's, and 
opprest 

rhe land which loved thee so, that none could 
love thee best. 

CLxxnt. 

Lo. Neml ! navell'd in the woody hills * 

^ fax, that the uprooting wind which tears 
oak from his foundation, nnd which spills 
l^e ocean o'er its boundary, and bears 
tu foam against the skies, reluctant spares 
The oval mirror of thy glassy lake ; 

And, calm as cherish'd hnte, iis surface we.,^ 
settled aspect nought can shake, 
tu eoild into itself and round, as sleeos the 
snake. ' 

cvxxty. 

And near Albano*s scarce divided waves 
from a sister valley and afar 
1 he Tiber winds, and the broad ocean laves 
1 he Latisn cosst where sprung the Epic war, 
Arms and the Man,' whose a‘-.i$ceiiding star 
Rom oer an empire;— but Uncath ihy richt 
^“"^^posed from Rome;— and where yon 

Of girdling moumnins Intercepts the sight 
he Sabine famt was till'd, die weary bard's 
delight. ' 

CLXXV. 

But I forget.— My Pilgrim's shrine is won, 
And he and I imisi pert,— so let it be — 

His task and miin; alike are nearly done • 
once more let us look upon the sea • 

hi™ ‘nd me. 


ii J x»n<o^^ I we 

VM, we follow d on till the dark Euiine 


MiTiBfTm 


Our friend of 
Beheld It last 
rbose waves, w* 
roll'd 


CLXXVI. 


Upon the blue Symplegades j long years— 
Long, though not very maay^ince have done 


• ©r Kcnl 9ms »mr tS* ArUU^ ^ 

Md. 6*m ta* iAs6s$ 


Thttr work on both ; some suffering nnd some 
(ears 

Has’C IcR us nearly where we had begun : 

Yet not in vain our mortal race hath run, 

\Vc liaw had our reward— and il is here; 
That we can yee fee! gl.iddeu'd by the sun. 
And reap from eanh. sea, joy almost as dear 
As if there were no man to trouble wlut is clear. 

• CLXXVIJ. 

Oh ! that (he Desen tvere my dwelling*p 1 ace, 
With one fair Spirit for my minister. 

I'hat I might .all forget the human race, 

And. haling no one. love but only her ! 

Ye Klemcnts !— in whose ennobling stir 
I feel myself exalted— can ye not 
Acc^ me such a being ? Do I err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot? 
Though with (hem to converse can rarely be 
our lot. 

CLXXVI IJ. 

uTe is a pleasure in the pathless uoods, 

I here is a rapture on the lonely shore. 

There is society where none Intrudes. 

By the deep Sea, and music in »u roar : 

I love not man the less, but Nature more. 
From these our iniwrviews. in which I steal 
From all I mav be. or have been Iwfore, 

To mingle Mini the Universe, and feel 
What I can ne'er express, yet cannot all conceal. 

CLXXIX. 

Roll on. ihou deep and dark blue Ocean— roll J 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee In vain ; 
Man marks the earth with ruin— his control 
Scops with the shore ;— ujion the watery pl.iln 
11M8 wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A sliadow of man's ravage, save his own, 
When fur a moment, like a drop of rain. 

H e si n ks im 0 (hy d epi hs w it h bubbli ng groan. 
Without a grave, unknell d, uneoflin'd. and un- 
known. 

CLXXX. 

His steps arc not upon thy piiths.- thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him,— thou dost arise 
And shake him from ihcc; the vile strength 
he wields ^ 

For earth's destruction (hou dost all despise, 
bpummg him from thy bosom to the skies, 
And Mrwl St lum, shivering in thy playful spray, 
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay. 

And dashest him again lo earth :— there lei him 
lay. 

CLXXXt. 

The amarnenrs which thundmlrike the walls 

Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake, 
Arvd monaichs tremble in their capitals 
^le oak leviathans, whose huge ribs make 
T^Ir clay creator the vain title take 
Of lord ^ (bee. and arbiter of war ; 

, These are thy toys. and. as the spowy flake, 


ito 
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They melt into thy yesut of waves, which mat 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgv. 

CLXXXTt. 

Thy shores axe empires, changed in a^l save 
thee— 

Assyria, Greece, Rome. Carthage, what are 
they ? (fre*! 

Thy waters washed them power while they were 
And many a tyrant since : their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage; their decay 
lias dried up realms to deserts not so thoa. 
Unchangeable, save to thy wiki waves* play~ 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow^ 
Such as creai Ion 's dawn beheld , thou rollest now. 

CLXXXTt I. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty's 
Glasses itself in tempests : in all time (form 
Calm or convulsed— in breeze, or gale, or 
storm, 

Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark'heaving boundless, endless, and sul^ 
The image oT Eternity— (he throne [lime— 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of (he deep are made ; each 
zone [less, alone. 

Obeys thee; (hou goest forth, dread, fathom* 

CLXXXtV, 

And I have loved thee. Ocean I and my foy 
Of vomhful sports was on thy breast to be 


Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a bo; 
I wamoo'd with tby breakers— they to me 
Were a delight ; and if (he freshening sea 
Made them a terror— 't was a pleasing fear. 
For I was as it were a child of thee. 

And tnssied to ihy billows far and near. 

And laid my hand upon thy name— as 1 do here. 

CLXXXV. 

My task is done — my song hath ceased— my 
Has died into an echo ; it is fit [theme 

The spell sliould break of this protracted 
dream, 

The torch shall be extinguish'd which hath lit 
My midnight lamp— and what is writ, is writ— 
Would it were worthier I but am not now 
That which I liave been— and my visions flit 
Less palpably before me— and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint, and 
low. 

CLXXXVI. 

Farewell 1 a word that must be. and hath 
been- [well I 

A sound which makes us linger;— yet, fare- 
Ve, who have traced the Pilgrim to the scene 
Whkh is his last, if in your memories dwell 
A thought which once was his. if on ye swell 
A single recollection, tiot in vain 
He wore his sandal-shoon and scallop-sheU ; 
Farewell I with 4ijn alone may rest ine pain. 
If such there were*«wi(h jvu, the moral of his 
strain. 
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No breath of air lo break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian's grave. 
That tomb which, gleaming o'er the cllff.+ 
First greeu the hocneward-veerine skiff 
High o er the land he saved In vain— . 
When shall such hero live a^n } 

• • • . , 

Fair clime t where every season smiles 
Beni grunt o er those blessed isles. 

Which, seen from far Colonna's hdeht 
Make glad the heart that hails the saht 
And lend to loneliness delight. ^ ' 


* * in tfci iMf lai ■■■ I _ 


There mildly dimpling. Ocean's cheek 
Refiects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides that lave 
These Edens of the Eastern wave : 

And if at limes a transient breeze 
Break the blue crystal of the seas. 

Or sweep one blossom from the trees. 
How welcome is e :h gentle air 
That wakes and \» Rs the odours there ? 
For there^ihe o’er crag or vale, 
Sultana of the Nlghtlagale,* 

The maid for whom his melody, 

His thousand songs are heard on high 
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Blooms blushing to her lover's tale : 

His queen, the garden queen, his Rose, 
Unbent by siHn^. unchiU'd by snows, 

Far from the winters of the West, 

By every breeze and season blest, 

Returns the sweets by nature gis’cn 
In softest incense back to heaven ; 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is there. 

And many a shade that love might share, 
And many a grotto meant for rest. 

That holds the pirate for a guest ; 

Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for (he passing peaceful prow. 

Till the gay mariner’s guitar * 

Is heard, and seen the evening star ; 

Then stealing with the muffled oar. 

Far shaded by the rocky shore. 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey, 

And turn to groans his roundelay. 

Strange— that where Nature lov^ lo trace. 
As if for Gods, a dwelling*place. 

And every grace and charm hath mix’d 
Within (he paradise she Ax'd. 

There man. enamour’d of distress, 

Should mar If Into wilderness. 

And trample. brute'Uke, o’er each flower 
That tasks not one lalwrious hour ; 

Nor claims (he culture of his hand 
To bloom along the fairy land. 

But springs as to preclude his care. 

And sweetly vroes him— but to spare I 
Strange— that where all is peace beside. 
There passion riots in her pride. 

And lust and rapine wildly reign. 

To darken o’er the fair domain. 

It It as (hough the fiends prevail’d 
Against the seraphs (hey nssaird. 

And. Ax'd on heavenly thrones, should 
I'he freed inheiitors of : (dwell 

$0 soft the scene, so form'd for |oy. 

So curst (he tyrants that destroy 1 


He who hath bent him o'er the dead 
Ere the flrst day of death is fled. 

The flrst dark day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress. 

(Before Decay’s effacing Angers 

Have swept the lines w here beauty Ungers.) 

And mark'd the mild angelic air— 

Ihe rapture of repose tlrat's there — 

I'he Ax d ye( tender traits (hat streak 
The bnguor of (he placid cheek. 

And— but for that sad shrouded eye. 

That Ares not, wins not. «‘eqis tiot. now. 
And but for that chill, changeless brow, 
Where cold Obstruction's ^thy f 
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Appals the gaang mourner’s heart. 

As if to him i( could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon : 

Yes. but for these and these alone. 

Some moments, ay. one treacherous hour. 
He still might doubt the tyrant’s power ; 
So fair, so calm, so softly seal'd. 

The Aral, last look by death reveal d 1 
Sueh is the aspect of this shore ; 

'Tis Greece, but living Greece no more I 
So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 

We start, for soul is wanting there. 

Hers is the loveliness in death. 

That parts not quite with parting breath ; 
But beauty with that fearful bloom. 

That hue which haunts it to the tomb. 
Expression’s last receding my, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay. 

The farewell beam of Feeling pass d away 
Spark of that flame, perchance of heavewv 
binh- [«»'*' 

Which gleams, but warms no more its cherish a 
, Clime of the un forgotten brave I 
Whose land from plain to meuniaio*cave 
Was Freedom’s home, or Glory's grave I 
Shrine of the mighty I can it be 
That this is all remains ef thee ? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave: 

bay. is not ihis Thermopylie? 

These waters Uue that round you lave, 

O servile offspring of the free— 
Pronounce what sea. what shore is this? 
The gulf, (he rock of Salamis I 
These scenes, (heir story not unknown, 
Arise, and make again your own : 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of (heir former fires ; 

And he who in (he strife expires 
Will add to (heirs a name of fear, 

Tliac Tyranny shall quake to hear. 

And leave hts sons a hope, a fame. 

They (oowill rather die than shame: 

For Freedom's battle once begun. 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son. 
Though baffled oft is ever won. 

Dear witness. Greece, thy Living page I 
Attest i( many a deathless age 1 
While kings, in dusty darkness bid, 

Ha>‘e left a nameless pyramid. 

Thy heroes, though the general doom 
Hath swept (he column From (heir tomb, 

A mightier monument command. 

The mountains of (heir native land 1 
There points thy Muse to stranger's eye 
The graves of (hose that cannot die I 
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'Twere long to tell, and sad to trace, 

Each step uom splendour to disgrace ; 
Enough — no foreign foe could quell 
Thy souh till from itself it fell ; 

Yes I Self-abasement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and despot sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore? 

No legend of thine olden time. 

No theme on which the muse might soar. 
High as thine own in days of yore. 

When man was worthy of thy clime. 

The hearts within thy valleys wwl. 

The fiery souls that might have kd 
Thy sorts to deeds sublime. 

Now crawl from cradle to the grave. 
Slaves— nay. the bondsjn«*n of a slave,* 
And callous, save to crime : 

Stain’d with each evil th.it pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
Without even savage virtue blest. 

Without one free or valiant bre.ist. 

Still to the neighbouKng [lorts they waft 
l*rovcrbial wiles, and ancient craft ; 
in this the subtle f»re«k is foutKl. 
h'or this, and this alone, renown’d. 

In vain might I.il>crty invoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke. 

Or raise the neck that courts the yoke : 

No more her sorrows 1 bewail, 

Yet this will be a mournful talei 
And they who listen may believe. 

Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 

* • • • 

Far. dark, along the blur sea glancing. 
The shadows of the rocks adv.mcing, 

Start on the fi»her's eye like boat 
Of island'pirate or Mainote ; 

And fearful for his light caique. 

He snuns the near but doubtful creek : 
Though worn and weary with his toil, 

And cumber'd with hU scaly spoil, 

Slowly, yet strongly. plU» the oar, 

Till Porte Leones safer shore 
Receives him by the lovely light 
That best becomes an Eastern night. 

’Who thundering comes on blackest steed 
With slacken’d bit and hoof of speed? ’ 
Beneath the clattering iron's sound 
The cavern ’d echoes wake around 
In lash for lash and bound for l^und * 

The foam that sireaka the courser's side 
Seems gather’d from the oceaii-tlde : 
Though weary waves are suna to rest 
There's none within his rWei s breast ; 

And though to-morrow’s tempest lower 
Tls calmer than thy heart, voung Giaour f 
1 know thee not, I loathe tby race. 

But In thy lineaments 1 trace 




What time shall strengthen, not efface : 
Though young and pale, that sallow front 
Is scathed by fiery piission’s brunt ; 
Though bent on earth thine evil eye, 

A« rrwteor*like thou glidcst by. 

Right well 1 view and deem thee one 
Whom Olh man's sons should slay or shim. 

On—on he hasten’d, and he drew 
My giire of wonder as he flew : 

Though like a demon of the night 
He pass’d, and vanUh’d from my sighi : 
His aspect and his air impress’d 
A troubled memory on iny breast. 

And long upon my si an led ear. 

Rung his dark courser s hoofs of fear. 

He spurs his siwd ; he nears the sleep, 
That, jutting, sh.ulows o’er the tleej) ; 

He winds arourul ; he hurries by ; 

The rock relieves him from mine eye ; 

For well I w’cen unwelcome he 
Whose gl.ance is fix’d on those iIkm flee ; 
AmJ not a star but shines too bright 
On him who t.akes such timeless tliglit. 

He wound along ; but ere be pass’ll 
One glance he snatch'd, as if bis l:isi, 

A moment check’d his whcelmg snvd, 

A monrcnl breathed him from his sjH'cd. 

A moment on lii$ stirrup stood— 

Why looks be o’er the olive wood ? 

The crescent glimmers on the bill. 

T he Mosque’s h igh lam ps arc q u I vt-ri ng si i 1 1 ; 
1 nou loo re mole for sound to wake 
In echoes of the far lophaike,* 

T he flashes of each joyous i>eal 
Are seen to prove ihc Moslem’s seal, 
lo-night, SCI khamasani’s sun ; 

To-night, the Uairam feast’s begun : 
To-night— but who and what an tliwu 
Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are these to thine or ihce, 

1 hat thou shouldst either pause or Ilec? 

He stood— some dread was on hi» faa* 
Soon Hatred settled in its place • 
it rose not with the reddening flush 
Of transient Anger's hasty blush 
Bui pale as marble o'er ifie tomb 
whose ghastly whiteness aids its gluom 
H IS brow w« bent, bis eye was gUirvd ; 

He raised his arm, and fiercely misivl 
And sternly shook his band on high, 

A* doubling to return or fly ; 

Irr^tient of his flight delay’d, 

Here loud his raven chaiger neigh’d 

Down glanced ihai hand, and grasp’d bis 
blade : 

Thai sound had burst his waking dream, 

As Slumber starts at owlet’s scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser’s sides • 
Away, away, for life he rides : 
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Swift as the burVd on high jerreed • 

Springs to the t<nich his startled steed ; 

The rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes with the clattering tramp no more ; 
The crag is v\ on. no more b seen 
His Christian crest and haughty mien. 

'Twas but an instant he resiTain’d 
That fiery barb SO sicntly rein’d ; 

'Tw*as but a moment that be stood, 

Then Sped as it by death pursued : 

But in that instant o’er his soul 
Winters of Memory seem'd to r^I, 

And gather in that dr^ of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 

O’er him who lo^'es, or hates, or fears, 

Stich moment pours tlie grief of years : 
What fell ht then, at once opprest 
By all that most dbtracis the breast ? 

That pause, which ponder’d o’er his fate, 
Oh. who iis dreary Icngih sh.alt date I 
Though in Time’s reo^ nearly nought, 

It was Eternity to I’honght I 

For infinite as boundUas space 

The thought that Conscience must embrace, 

Which in itself can comprehend 

Woe without name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Giaour is gone ; 

And did he fiy or fall alone ^ 

Woe to that hour he came or went I 
The curse of Hassan’s sin was sent 
To turn A palace to a tomb : 

He came, m went, like the ^moom.f 
That harbinger of late and gloom. 

Beneath whose widely- wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death— 

Dark tree, still sad when others’ grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o’er the dead I 

The steed is vanbh’d from tl>e stall \ 

No serf is seen In Hassan’s hall ; 

The lonely spider's thin grey pwU 
Waves slow ly widening o’er the wall ; 

The bat builds in his Hamm bower, 

And in the fortress of his power 
The owl usuries the beacon- tower ; 

The wild-dog howls o'er the fountain’s brim. 
With Ixtfflcd Ihirst, and famine grim ; 

For tlie stream has shrunk from its marble 
bed. [spread. 

Where the weeds and the desolale dust are, 
Twas sweet of yore to see it play, 

And chase the sultriness of day. 

As springing high the sih‘er dew 
In whirls rant.istically Aew, 

And flung luxurious coolness round 
Tlje air, and verdure o’er the ground. 
'Twas sweet, when cloudless stars were 
To view the ware of waie^ light, [bright. 
And hear its melody by night. 
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Ar«d oft had Hassan’s Childhood play’d 
Around the verge of that cascade ; 

And oft upon his mother’s breast 
That sound had bamonised his rest ; 

And oft had Hassan’s Youth along 
Its bank been soothed by Beauty’s song ; 
And softer seem’d each melting tone 
Of kfusk mingled with its own. 

But ne’er shall Hassan s Age repose 
Along the bank at Twilight’s close : 

The stream that fill'd that font is fled— 
The blood that warm’d his heart is shed I 
And here no more shall human voice 
Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 

The last sad note that swell'd the gale 
Was woman’s wildest funeral wail : 

TMa/ tiuench'd in silence, all is still. 

But the lattice that flaps when the wind is 
shrill ; 

Though rases the gust, and floods the rain, 
No hand shall close hs clasp again. 

On desert sands ’twere Joy to scan 
The rudest steps of fellow- man. 

So here the rery voice M Grief 
Might wake an Echo like relief— 

At least twouW say. 'All are not gone ; 
There lingers Ufe, though but in one — 
For many a gilded chamber's (here. 

Which Solitude might well forbear ; 

Within that dome ns yet Decay 
Hath slowly work’d her cankering way— 
But gloom is gniher’d o’er the gate. 

Nor there the Fakir’s self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering Dervise stay. 

For bounty cheers not h» delay ; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 
To bless the lAcnd ' bread and salt.’ * 
Alike must Wealth and Poverty 
Pass heedless and unheeded by. 

For Courtesy and Pity died 
With Hassan on the mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge unto men. 

Is Desolation’s hungry den. 

Tlie guest flics the hall, and the va.«al from 
InbouT, [»bre It 

Sinre his turban was cleft by the Infidels 
. • • • • 

I hear the sound of coming feet, 

But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 

More near— each turban I can senn. 

And sihersheathed aiaghan ; $ 

The foremost of the band is seen 
An Emir by his garb of green :l 
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And on ihnt evo had gone to mosque, 
And ihence to feast in his kiosk. 
tSuch is the lale his Nubians i^l, 

Who did not watch their charge too welt ; 
But others say, that on that night, 

By pale Phingarl's trembling light. ♦ 

I'he Giaour upon his jct'black steed 
Was seen, but seen alone, to speed 
With Ulo^y spur along the shore. 

Nor maid nor page behind him bore. 


Her eye’s dark charm 'twerc vain to tell, 
But gaze on that of the Gazelle, 

It will assist thy fancy w’ell : 

As large, as lai>guishingly dark, 

But soul beam’d forth m every spark 
That darted from beneath the Ikt. 

Bright as the jewel of Glamschkl.f 
Yea. Setii, and should our Ihvphet say 
That form w’as nought but breathing clay, 
Bv Allah I I would answer nay ; 

Though on AUSimt’si arch I stood. 

Whkh loiters o'er the fiery flood. 

With Panulise within my view. 

And all bis Houris beckoning throitgh. 

Oh ! w ho young Leila’s glance could read, 
And kcq> that portion of lus creed. 

Which sallh that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust ?} 

On her might Muftis gaze, audow’n 

That through her e>‘e il>c Iminoriul slione: 

On her fair cheek’s unfading hue 

The young ^lomcgranate’s blossoms strew I 

Their blo^i In blushes ever new ; 

lU*r hair in hyacinihine flow.T 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As midst her handmaids in the hall 
bhe stood superior to them all, 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 
Gleam'd whiter Ihan the mountain sleet, 
Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 
It fell, and caught one stain ol earth. 
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The cygnet nobly walks the water; 

So moved on earth Circassia’s daughter, 
The loveliest bird of Franguestan I • 

As rears her crest th« ruffled Swan, 

And spurns the waves with wings of pride, 
When pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide ; 
Thus rose fair Leila’s whiter neck 
Thus arm d with beauty would she cheek 
inirusion’s glance, till roily's gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 
Thus high and graceful was her gait i 
Her heart as tender to her mate ; 
Hernute^stem Hassan, who ivas he? 
Alas I that name w as not for thee I 

e p p p b 

Stem Hassan hath a journey la’cn 
With twenty vassals in his tmin, 

Each arm'd, as best becomes a man, 

With arquebuss and aiaghan : 

'rite chief before, as deck’d for war, 

Beans in his belt the scimliar 
iitain’d with the best of Amaut blood, 
Witen in ilie pass the rebels stood, 

And few return’d to tell the lale 
Of what befell in Harne's vale. 

'fhe pistols which hU girdle bore 
Were those that once a prtcha wore, 

Which still, though gemm’d and boss'd with 
Eren robbers tremble lo behold. [gold. 
’Tb sak) he goes to woo a bride 
More true titan her w ho left his side : 

The faithless slave that broke her bower. 
And. worse than faithless, for a Gisiour I 

p p p p » 

The sun's last rays are on the hill, 

And sparkle in the fountain rill. 

Whose w^elcome waters, cool and clear, 

Draw' blessings from the mountaineer : 
Here many a loitering merchant Greek 
Finds that repose ’twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord. 

And tremUing for his secret hoard'^ 

Here may he rest where none can see. 


And with forbidden wine may stain 
I’he bowl a Moslem must not drain. 


The foremost Tartar’s in the gap, 
Cons^cuous by his yellow cap ; 

The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile : 
Above, the mountain rears a peak. 

Where vultures whet the thirsiy beak; 

And ihnrs may be a feast to-night, 

Shall tempt them down ere morrow's light J 
Beneath, a river's wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam. 

And left a channel bleak and bare. 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there ; 
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Each side the midway path there lay 
Small bioken cra^ of granite grey. 

By time, or mountain lightning, riven 
From summits dad in misu of heaven ; 
For where is he that hath beheld 
The peak of Uakuia unveil’d ? 


They reach the grove of pine at last : 

* Bismillah I * now the peril's past ; 

For yonder view the opening plain. 

And there we'U prick our steeds amain ; ' 
H he Chiaus spake, and as he said. 

A bullet whistled o'er his head ; 

The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to che^ the rein, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound ; 

But three shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foes that gave the wound. 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 

With steel unsheath'd, und carbine bent, 
Some o’er their courser’s harness leant, 
Half shelter’d by the steed ; 

Some fly behind the nearest rock. 

And there await the con>ing shock, 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath Ihe shaft of foes unseen, 

Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stem Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course. 
Till fiery flashes In the van 
Proclaim too sure the robberclan 
Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the prornised prey ; 
Then curl d bis very beard with ire.t 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire : 

' Though far and near the bullets hiss, 

I ve ’scaped a bloodier hour than this.' 
And now the foe their covert quit. 

And call hl$ vassals to submit ; 
but Hassnn’s frown and furious word 
Are dreaded more than hostile sword, 
Nor of his little band a man 
Kesign’d carbine or ataghan. 

Nor raised the craven cry. Amaun I i 
In fuller sight, more near and near. 

The lately ambush’d foes appear, 

And. issuing from the grove, advance 
Some who 00 baitlC'Charger prance. 
Who leads them on with foreign brand. 
Far flashing In his red right hand ? 

* Tis he ! (is he 1 I know him now ; 

I know him by his pallid brow : 
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I know him by the evil eye * 

That aids his envious treachery i 
I know him by his j«t*black barb : 

Though now array’d in Amaut garb. 
Apostate from his own vile faith. 

It shall not save him from (he death : 

'Tis he I well met in any hour. 

Lost Leila’s love, accursed Giaour 1 ’ 

As rolls the ris’cr into ocean. 

In sable torrent wildly streaming ; 

As the sea-tide's opposing moiiort, 

In azure column proudly gleaming. 

Beats back the current many a rood. 

In curling foam and mingling flood. 

While eddy mg whirl, and breaking wave. 
Roused by the bl.ssis of winter, rave ; 
Through sparkling spray, in thundering 
The lightnings of the water's flash [clash, 
In awful w hiteness o’er the shore. 

I'hat shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 
Thus— as the stream and ocean greet. 

With wa^cs that madden as they meet— 
Thus Join the bands, whom mutual WTOiig, 
And fate, and fury drive along. 

The bickering sabres’ shivering jar. 

And pealmg wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the throbbing ear, 

The death -shot hissing from nfar : 

The shock, the shout, the groan of war. 
Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to die shepherd’s tale : 
Though few the numbers — thfirs the strife. 
That neither spares nor speaks for life 1 
Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press, 

To seize and share the denr caress ; 

But Love itself could never pant 
For all (hat Ekrauiy sighs to grant, 

With half the fer>’our Mate bestows 
Uixm the last embrace of foes, 
when grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms (hat ne’er shall lose their hold : 
Friends iticct to part ; laughs at faith ; 
True foes, once met. are join’d till dcaih I 


W'ith sabre shivur'd to the hilt. 

Vet dripping u iih die blood he spilt ; 

Yet strain’d within the serer’d hand 
Which quivers round (hat faithless bnmd ; 
His (urban far behind him roll'd. 

Ai»d cleft m twain its firmest fold : 

His flowing robe by falchion torn. 

And crimson as those clouds of mom 
That, streak’d with dusky red, portend 
l1ie day shall have a stormy end ; 

A stain on every bush (hat bore 
A fragment of his palampore ; t 
His breast with wounds unnumber'd riven. 
His back to earth, his face to heaven. 
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Fairo Ha&san lies— bis unclosed eye 
Yet lovren&g on bis enetny. 

As U the hour (bat seaVd his fote 
Surviving left bis quenehicss hate ; 

And o'er him bends that foe, with brow 
As dark as his that bled below.— 

. . • • • 

• Yes, Leila sleeps beneath the wave, 
But his shall be a redder grave ; 

Her spirit pointed well the steel 
Which taught that felon heart to feel. 

He calVd the Prophet, but bis pov^'er 
Was vain against the vengeful Gwour : 
He call’d on Alla, but the word 
Arose unheeded or unheard, 

Thou Paynim fool I could Leilas prayer 
Be pass'd, and thine accorded there? 

1 watch'd my time, I leagu^ with these, 
The traitor in his turn to seiie ; 

My wrath is wreak'd, the deed is done, 
And now I go— but go alone.' 


The browsing camels' bells are tinkling, 
His Mother look'd from her lattice jugh— 
She saw the dews of eve besprinkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling \ 
*'Ti8 twilight— sure his train is nigh. 

She could not rest in the gardcn.bower. 

But gazed through the grate of his steepest 

* Why Mrries he not ? his steeds are Aeet. 
Not shrink they from the summer heat ; 
Why sends noi the Bridegroom his pcoimsed 

I, histain more coW, or his barb less swift ? 
Oh, false reproach I yoo Tartar now 
Has gain'd our nearest mountain $ brow, 
And warily the Sleep descends, 

And now within the valley wnds : 

And he bears the gift at his saddle-bow— 
How could 1 deem his courser slow? 

Right well my largess shall repay 
His welcome speed and weary way. 

The Tartar lighted at the gatc,^ 

But scarce upheld bis falnimg weight ; 

His swarthy visage spake distress, 

But this might be from weariness : 

His garb with sanguine spots was dyed, 

Bui these might be from his courser s side , 
He drew ihc token from his vest— 

Angel of t)eath I 'lis Hassan s cloven crest. 
H is calpac * ren l— his caftan . 

• Lady, aicarful bride thy Son hath wed . 
Me, not from mercy, did they spare. 

But this empurpled pWge to . 

Peace to the brave I whose bl^ • 

Woe to the Giaour 1 for bis the guilt. 


A turban cajved iu coarsest stone,* 

A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown, 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead, 
Point out the spot where Haasan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 

There sleeps as true an Dsmanlie 
As e'er at Mecca bent the knee ; 

As ever secon d forbidden wine, 

Or pray’d with face to'vards the shrine. 

In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of ‘ Alla Hu 1 ' t 
Yet died he by a stranger’s hand, 

And stranger in his nitite land ; 

Yet died he as in arms he stood, 

And unavenged, at least In blood. 

But him the maids of P.*iradise 
Impatient to their halls invite. 

And the dark licaven of Houris' eyes 
On him shall glance for ever bright ; 
They come — their kerchiefs green they 
wave. 7 

And welcome with a kiss the brave I 
Who fulls in battle gainst a Ginour 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 

. • . » • 

But thou, false Infidel ! shaft writhe 
Beneath avenging Monk It's scythe : I 
And from its torment 'scape alone 
To wander round lost £blis' throne ; H 
And hre unoueneh d, unquenchable. 
Around, within, thy heart shall dwell : 

Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 
The tortures of that inward hell I 
But first, on earth as Vampire sent,^ 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent : 
Then ghastly haunt thy native place. 

And suck (he blood of all thy race : 


• The fiUn. pUUr, end lnwripU*# *er»e. 
tOMtaertlM OMMia.ei. •heiher ke ihe 

; aM w Wqulry y«v *t« Weni*«d ih*i they »«c wd 
M miM» at t<heIUefc. glider, 

• AB* Me i‘ the ®t ihc 


i.e*ret rmia’ihe hiBheM*r»ll«7 

On # Will er«iu»c. th« MuexelA liai sAns *•^5.*^^'“*.. < 
ft« 

All 


... iKih in Chnwendew, . .p,,*. i 

The feltewinjf • pert »( « ba«le«W ‘5 T I 

I Me • uA eyed firl *f I'ertdUV nnd^s 
)uii 4 k«tchkr. t kercLer of frech ; »»<l «*•* «*•*»*► Come, 
kot HK. ro< t l««e lhe<.‘‘ 




itill ereiuoc. »kenth« Muexein "'"IT ’T 

,eoa<f.ilr «he u>«. «he elt«i k» »okiM *ad he»Wit«l 
lliW ' 




wiUw'tiw'comievndeee^ 
letdAiraetMik JiUt 


cs ■ uiBhi oovliute *nd preM^ewry 

h SyM «e •wh 0 Krihe and ih«in|ied down t 
iSc iffl PWrty JoMned. ■iih t wrlciy ol 
SiiSiU,! ^TolSce of Theee eoBaU is no • I""'* 

SJbSrt »»«. end ihe oumhee ©f oflhodos decek^H 

Siff 7 e«-rtlon 10 ih« «n>*lnde», ihelf taod* ve elwar* 
CmwM Sale’s A'eroH. 

EWw ih« Oncnul fpoee of DiTkfieib 


« EWW Ih« OncnUl rnoee 0< wireneffc ^ , . _ , 

TUeVwoMie wpewwkn tt »»IU 
HoMff ToytiKfort iBlh* !•"« M07, wntjh SK 

TAeieSfcqooteh »ho«i 

S» the*. TheR«M.c »«■ •*, ' Vordoulo^e. J ^^5 
ArtMle fiatlr heloc tcrrlSed by IX WM of s^M. 

, hovme, «a« the iMd J madOQ. 






1813, 


CIAOtTR. 


Tliere from thy daughter, $Uter. wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life ; 

Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 
Must feed thy livid Living corse : 

Thy victims, ere they yet expire, 

Shall know the demon for their sire. 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 

Thy flowers are wither'd on the stem. 

But one (hat for thy crinte must fall, 

The youngest, most beloved of all. 

Shall bless thee with a /atht/s name— 
That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 
Yet must thou end thy t.osk. and mark 
Her cheek's Last tinge, her eye's last spark, 
And the last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o'er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallow'd hand shall tear 
The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection's fondest pledge was worn, 

But now is borne away by thee, 

Memorial of thine agony ) 

Wet with (hine own best blood shall drip* 
Thy gnashing looih and haggard Up; 
Then stalking to (hy sullen grave. 

Go— and with Gouls and Alriis rave ; 

Till these in horror shrink away 
From spectre more accuned than they 1 
• • • • . 

* How name ye yon lone Caioyer? 

Kts features 1 have scann'd l^fore 
In mine own land t '(is many a year, 

Since, dashing by the lonelv shore. 

1 saw him urge as fleet a steccl 
As ever served a horseman’s need. 

But once I saw that face, yet (hen 
It was so mark’d with inward pain 
t could not pass U by again ; 

It breathes the same dark spirit now. 

As death were stamp'd upon his brow.’ 


* 'Tis twice three years at summer tide 
bmee first among our freres he came : 
And here it soothes him to abide 

For some dark deed he will not name. 
But never at our vesper praver. 

Nor e'er before confession chair 
Kneels he, nor reeks he when arise 
Incense or anihem to the skies, 

But broods within his cell alone, 

HU faith and race alike unknown. 

I he sea from Paynim land he crost. 
And here ascended from the coast • 

Yet seems he not of Othman race. 

But only Christian in his face : 

I d judge him some stray renegade. 
Kepentant of the change he made 
^ve that he shuns our holy shrine. 

Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 




Great Urgess to tlusse walls he brought, 
And (bus our abbot's favour bought 
But were I prior, not a day 
Should brook such stranger's further stay. 
Or pent w’iihin our penance cell 
Should doom him there for aye to dwell. 
Much in his visions mutters he 
Of maiden whelm’d beneath the sea ; 

Of sabres clashing, foemen flying, 

Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. 

On cliff he hath been known to stand. 
And ravo as to some bloody hand. 

Fresh sever'd from its parent limb, 
Invisible to all but him. 

Which beckons onward to bis grave, 

And lures to leap into the wave.' 


uark and unenrtUly is the scowl 
That glares beneath his dusky cowl : 

The flash of that dilating eye 
Reveals too much of times gone by ; 
ThotJgh varying, indistinct its hue, 

Oft will his glance the gazer rue, 

For in it lurks that nameless spell, 

Which speaks, itself unspeskable. 

A ^irit yet unquell’d and high. 

That clsdms arKl keeps ascendancy ; 

And like the bird whose pinions quake. 

But cannot fly the garing snake. 

Will others quail beneath his look, 

Nor s^pe the glance they scarce can brook. 
From him the nalf-afTrlghied Friar 
When met alone would fain retire, 

As if (hat high and bitter smile 
Transferr'd to others fear and guile .’ 

Not oft to smile descendeth he, 
when he doth, 'tis sad to see 
^ai he but mocks at Misery, 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver ! 
Inen fix once more as if for ever ; 

As if his sorrow or disdain 
Forbade him e'er to smile again. 

Well were It ro— such ghasMy mirth, 
rrom^oyaiincc ne’er dcrivwl Us birth 
Bu( sadder still it were to trace 
w hat ©n« were feelings in inat face : 
lime hath not yet the features fix’d, 
bnghter trails with evil mix'd ; 
i^re are hues not always faded. 
Which sp^k a mind not all degradol. 
Lven by the crimes through which it waded, 
1 he common crovrd but see the cloom 
Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom : 

1 he close observer can espy 
A noble soul, and lineage high : 

\ though both bestow’d in vain. 

Which Gnef could change, and Ouilt could 
stain, 

15 was no vulgar tenement 
To whKh such lofty gifts were lent. 

And soil with little less (ban dread 
On Mcb (be sight is riveted. 
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Tht roofless cot, deca/d and rent. 

WiU scarce delay (he passcr-by ; 

The tower by war or tempest bent. 

While yet may ^^own one batilemenl. 

Demands and daunts the strangers eye ; 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone, 

Pleads haughtily for glories gone i 

' HU floating robe around him folding, 

Slow SNteeps he through the column'd 
aisle: 

With dread beheld, with gloom behoWmg 
The rites that sanctify (he pile. 

But when the anthem shakes the choir. 

And kneel the monks, his steps retire ; 

By yonder lone and wn>‘cririg torch 
His aspect glares within iIk porch : 

There will he pause till all is done— 

And hear the prayer, but at ter none. 

See— by (he half* illumined wall 
His hood fly back, his dark hair fall, 

That pale brow wildly wreathing rouiKl. 

As if the Corgon there had bniiM 
The sablcsi of the serpen i-brakl 
That o‘er her fearful forehead stray d ; 

For he declines the convent oath. 

And leaves those locks* unhallow d growth, 
But woars our garb in all beside ; 

And, not from piety but pride, 

Gives wealth to walls that never heard 
Of his one holy vow nor word. 

Lo )— mark ye, as ilie harmony 
Peals louder praises to the sky, 

That livKl cheuk, that stony air 
Of mix’d defiance aikI dc5]Vtir t 
Salni Francis, keep him from the shrine I 
Else may we dread ihe wrath divine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 

If ever e^il angel bore 

l‘hc form of monal, such he wore : 

By all my hope of sins forgi>'C«, 

Such looks are not of earth nor heaven I 
To love the softest hearts are prone, 

But such can ne er be all his own : 

I'oo timid in his woes to share. 

I'oo meek to meet or brave despair ; 

And sterner hearts alone may feci 
Ibe wound that lime can never heal 
The nigged metal of the mine 
Must bum before its surface shi«. 

But plunged within the fumac^flAme, 

It bends and meUs— tlvough still the same ; 
Then, temper'd to thy wani, ^ wd'. 

Twill serve thee to defend or kdl ; ^ 

A hrcasipLite for thine hour of iwd, 

Or bbde to bid thy foeninn bleed ; 

But if a dagger's form it benx. 

Let those who shape its edge hevon ! 
Thus passion's fire, and woman s art, 

Can turn and tame the sterner heart ; 

From these its form and tone are ta en, 
And what they make it, must remami 
But break— before it bend again. 


If solitude succeed lo grief. 

Release from pain is ^ght relief ; 

The vacant bt^m’s wilderness 
Might ih.ink the pang that made it less. 
We loathe what none are left to share ; 
E>‘en bliss— (were woe alone to bear ; 

The heart once left thus desolate 
Must Ay at last for ease— to hate. 

It is as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal, 

And shudder, as the reptile creep 
To revel o'er their rotting sleep, 

Witl^t the power to scare aw ay 
The cold consumers of their clay I 
It is as if (he dcsert*bird. * 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 
To still Inr famish'd nestlings* scream. 
Nor mourns a life to (hem tmnsferr'd. 
Should rend her rash devoted Ure.'ist, 

And find them flown licr empty nest. 

H Iw keenest pangs the wretched find 
Arc rapture to the dicary void, 

*1 he leafless (icsuri uf the niin<1. 

The waste of feelings uncinploy’d. 

Who would be doom d to gHw upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun? 

I .ess hideous far the tempest's roar 
*1 han ne'er to brave the billows rnorC''* 
Thrown, when (he war of winds is o'er, 

A lonely wreck on fortune's shore. 

'Mid sullen calm, and silent bay. 

Unseen to drop by dull decay 
Better to sink beneath the shock 
lhan mouldet piecemeal on the rock I 

• ease 

* Fallter I (hy days have pass'd In peace 
'Mid counted beads, and coaniless piaycr 
To \M the sins of oihcra cease, 

'I'hysclf without a crime or care. 

Save transient Ills that all must bear, 

Hv boon thy lot from youth to age ; 

And thou wm bless thee from the rage 
Of passions fierce and uncontroU'd, 

Such as thy penitents unfold, 

Who^ secret sins and sorrows rest 
Within thy pure and pitying breast, 
ily days, though few. have pass'd below 
in much of)oy. but more of woe ; 

Yet still, in hours of love or strife. 

I’ve 'scaped the weariness of life : 

Now leagued with friends, now girl by foes, 
I loathed the languor of repose. 

Nov nothing left to love or hate, 

No more with hope or pride elate, 

I'd rather be the thing that crawls 
Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls. 

Than pass my dull, unvarying days. 
Condemn'd to meditate and gaze. 

Yet lurks a wish within my breast 
Por rest— but not to feel ’(is rest. 
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Ooecry ^0 Mihometfor aid, 

One prayer to Alla all he made : 

He knew and cross'd me in the fray— 

1 gazed upon him where he lay, 

And watch'd hU snirie ebb away : 

Though pierced liice pard by hunters' steel 
He felt not half that now I feel. 

I search'd, but vainly search'd, to find 
The workings of the wounded mind ; 

Each feature of that sullen corse 
Betray'd his rage, but no remorse. 

Oh. what had Vengeance given to trace 
Despair upon his dying face J 
The late repentance of that hour, 

When Penitence hath lost her power 
To tear one terror from the grave, 

And will not soothe, and cannot save. 


‘ The cold in clime are cold in blood, 

Thdr love can scarce deserve the name ; 
But mine was like the lava flood. 

That boils in Anna's breast of flame. 

1 cannot prate in puhng strrun 
or 1adye«love, and beauty's chain ; 

If changing cheek, and scorching vein, 
Lips taught to writhe, but not complain. 

If ourstlng heart, and madd'ning brain, 
And daring deed, and vengeful steel. 

And all that 1 have felt and feel. 

Betoken love— that love was mine, 

And shown by many a bitter sign. 

'Tis (rue, I could not whhve nor sigh, 

I knew bui to obtain or die. 
j die— but first, I have possess’d. 

And come what may. / iaw irra tfless’d. 
Shall 1 the doom 1 sought upbraid? 

No— reft of all , yet undismay'd. 

But for (he thought of Leila slain. 

Give me the pleasure with the pain. 

So would [ live and love again. 

I grieve— but not, my holy guide ! 

For him who dies, but her who died : 

She sleeps beneath the w.indering wave— 
Ah I had she but an earthly grave, 

This breaking heart and throbbing head 
Should seek and share her narrow bed. 
She was a form of life and light. 

That, seen, became a part of sight , 

And rose, where’er I turn’d mine eye. 

The Morning-star of Memory I 

* Yea, Love indeed is light from heaven ; 

A spark of (hat immortal fire 
With angels shared, by Alla given 
To lift from earth our low detire. 
Devotion wafts (he mind above. 

But Heaven itself descends in love : 

A feeling from the Godhead caught. 

To wean from self each sordid thought ; 

A Ray of Kim who form’d the wbok : 

A Glory drcling round the soul I 
tgrant m/ love Imperfect, all 
'tiii metals by the name miscall : 


Then deem Itevfl, what thou wilt ; 

But say, ob say. kfrj was not guilt I 
She was my life's unerring light : [night ? 
That quench’d, what beam shall break my 
Oh 1 would it shone to lead me still, 
Although to death or deadliest ill! 

Why marvel ye. if the^ who lose 
1 nis present joy. this future hope, 

No more with sorrow meekly cope ; 

In frenzy then their fate accuse ; 

1 n madness do those fearful deeds 
That seem to add but guilt to woe? 

Alas I tlie breast that Inly bleeds 

Hath nought to dread from outward blow: 
Who falls from all he knows of bliss, 

Cares Utile into what abvss. 

Fierce as the gloomy vulture's now 
To thee, old man, my deeds appear : 

I read abhorrence on thy brow, 

And this too was I bom to bear I 
Tis (rue. that, like (hat bird of prey. 

With havoc have 1 mark'd my way : 

But this was Mught me by the dove, 

To die— and know no second love. 

11ils lesson yet hath man to learn, 

1 'aught by the thing he dares to spurn : 

The bird that sings within the brake. 

The swan that swims upon ihe lake. 

One male, and one alone, will take. 

And let the fool still prone to range. 

And sneer on all who cannot change, 
Partake his jest with boasting boys ; 

I envy not his varied joys. 

Rut deem such feeble, heartless man. 

Less than yon solitary swan ; 

Far. far beneath (he shallow maid 
He left believing and betray'd. 

Such shame at least was never mine— 

Leila I each thought was only thine I 
My good, my guilt, my weal, my woe, 

My hope on high— my all below. 

Earth holds no other like to thee. 

Or, if it doth, in vain for me : 

Fw wHirlds 1 dare not view the dame 
Resembling thee, yet not the same. 

The very crimes ihai mar my youth, 

This bed of death- attest my (ruth 1 
Tis all loo late— thou weri. ihou art 
The cherish’d nia<lncss«fmy heart . 

' And she wits lost— and yet 1 breathed, 

But not the breath of human life ; 

A serpent round my heart was wreathed. 
And stung my every thought to strife. 
Alike all lime, abhorr'd all place. 
Sluiddering, 1 shrank from Nature's face. 
WTiere every hue that charm'd before. 

I'he blackness of my bosom wore. 

The rest thou dost already know. 

And all my sins, and half my woe. 

But talk no more of penllence : 

Tbou seest I soon shall pan fmm hence : 
And if (by holy tale were true, 

The dead that's done, eanst tIUu undo? 
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Think int not thanklASS'— but this grief 
Looks not to priesthood for relief.* 

My souVs estate in secret guess : 

But wouldsc thou pity more, say less* 

When thou canst bid my Leiia live, 

Then will I sue thee to forgive ; 

Then plead niy cause in that high place 
Wiiere purchased masses protfer grace. 

Go. when the hunters hand hath wrung 
From foresf<ave her shrieking young. 

And calm the lonely lioness i 

But soothe not — mock not my distress 1 

' I 1 ) earlier days, and calmer hours. 

When heart with heart delights to blend. 
Where bloom my native valley’s bowers, 

I had— ah I have I now?— a friend 1 
To him this pledge 1 charge thee send, 
Memorial of a youthful vow : 

1 would remind him of my end ; 

Though souls absorb'd like mine allow 
Brief thought to distant friendship’s claim. 
Yet dear to him my blighted name. 

"ris strange— he prophesied iny doom. 

And 1 have smiled— I (hen cuukl smile— 
When Prudence would his voice assume. 

And warn- i reck'd not what— the while: 
B\il now remcmbr.ancc whis|>ers o'er 
Those accents scarcely mark'd before. 
Say— (hat Im bodings came to pass. 

And he will start to hear their truth. 

And wish his words hod not been sooth : 
Tell him. unheeding as I was. 

Through many a busy bitter scene 
Of all our golden youth had been. 

In pain, my faltering tongue bad tried 
To bless his memory ere 1 died ; 

But Heaven in wmtn would turn away, 
ll Guilt should for the guiltless pray. 

I do not ask him not to bLime. 

Too gentle he to wound my name : 

And what have I to do witf fame? 

1 do nol ask him not to mourn. 

Such cold request might sound like seorn ; 
An<1 what than friendship's manly (ear 
May better grace a brother's bier? 

But bear this ring, his own of old. 

And (ell him— what thou dost behold I 
The wither'd frame, the ruin'd mind, 

Tht wrack by passion left behind, 

A shri veil'd scroll, a scatter'd Ittf 
Sear'd by (he autumn blast of grief I 
• • . . . 

* Tell me no more of fancy's gleam ; 

No, father, no. '(was not a dream : 

Alas 1 the dreamer first must sleep, 

I only watch'd, and wish'd 10 weep. 



But could not, for my burning brow 
Throbb'd to the very brain as now : 

I wish'd but for a single tear, 

As sometbing welcome, new, and dear : 

I wish'd it then, I wish it still ; 

Despair is stronger than my will. 

Waste nol thine orison, despair 
Is mightier than thy pious prayer : 

I would not. if I might, be blest ; 

1 want no paradise, but resu 
*Twas then. I tell thee, father 1 then 
I saw her ; yes. she lived again ; 

And shining In her white symar,* 

As through yon pale grey cloud the star 
Which now I gase on, as on her, 

Who look'd, and looks far lovelier ; 

Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 

To>n)oi row’s night shall ^ more dark ; 
And I. before Its rays appear, 

I’hac lifeless thing the living fear. 

I wander, father I for my soul 
Is fleeting towards the final goal. 

I saw her, friar I and 1 rose 
Forgetful of our former woes ; 

Ami rushing from my couch, I dart, 

Ajk) clasp her to my despcraie heart ; 

1 cLup— what is it (hat 1 cUisp ? 

No breaihing form within my grasp. 

No heart that beats reply to mine— 

Yri, Lcda! yet the form Is thine I 
And art thou, dearest, changed so much. 
As meet my eye, yet mock my touch ? 

Ah I were thy beauties e'er so cold, 

1 care not : so tny arms enfold 
The all they ever wish'd to hold. 

Alas 1 around a shadow prest. 

They shrink upon my lonely breast : 

Yet still tis there 1 In silence stands. 

And beckons with beseeching hands I 
With braided hair, and brigh(*black eye— 
I knew ’twos false— she could not die I 
But he is dead I within (he dell 
I saw him buried where he fell ; 

He comes not. for he cannot break 
From earth : why then art thou awake? 
They (old me wild waves roll'd above 
The face 1 view, (he form 1 love I 
'I'hey me— '(was a hideous tale I— 

I’d tell it. but my tongue would fail : 

If tme, and from thine ocean'cave 
Thou corn's! to claim a calmer grave, 

Oh, pass thy dewy fingers o'er 

This brow, that then will bum no more ; 

Or place them on my hopeless heart : 

But. shape or shade 1 whate'er thou art, 
In mercy ne’er again depart I 
Or farther with thee bear my soul 
Than winds can wait or waters roU I 


• Such is my name, and such my tale. 
Confessor 1 to thy secret ear 
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1 breathe the sorrows I bewaH, 

And thank thee for the generous tear 
This glaring eye could never shed. 

Then lay me with the humblest dead ; 

And, save the cross above my head. 

Be neither name nor emblem spread, 

By prying stranger to be read, 

Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.’ 

He pass’d— nor ot his name and race 
Hath left a token or a trace. 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived him on his dying day : 

This broken tale was all he knew 
Of her he loved, or him he slew.* 

• Th« df<wiiuUJ»c« w the ibo** «err wWe*. wis 
M( rerv UB«o»Bi«n \n, Turkef, A yeart »«•- mic « 
Machter Hitt* eaoiplflineU his f*th«r at * »pi»eted 
bMelltv i h« uked irich •boo, vti »a« Sad U>« bwbstrty t» 
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The story in the test is ofve roM i»f a youne Venetian many 
years aco. anil wow nearly f^hroiien. I I»caiiI 11 by accident 
reeked^ one of the eoilee -house storytellers whosUOund in 
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CANTO THE FIRSt. 


%o 

KNOW y« the land where the cypress and myitte 
Are emblems of deeds that art done in tbdr 
clime ? . , 

Where the rage of the vulture, the love of the 
Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime 1 
Know ye the land of the cedar and wne. 

Where ihe ftowers ever blossom, Ibe b^ms ever 
shine * U>eriume, 

Where ihe light wings of Zephjr. oppreg’d wii h 
Wax faint o'er the gardens of Gul m her bloom , 
Where the dtron and olive are fairest of fruit. 
And the voice of the nighting ale never U mute . 

• •OdL'tteraw 


Where the tints of the earth, and the hues of the 
sky. 

la colour though varied, in beauty may vie. 

And the purple of ocean is deepest in dye ; 
Where the virgins are soft as the roses they 
twine. 

And all. save the soirit of man, is divine? 
TinKe c l ime of 05 East : ‘lis theinna of the 

Can he smile on such deeds as bis children have 
done?* 


• * $«ab mec of Sro. aad chfldnro «f Oie Swa. 
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! wild as the accents of lovers' ^ireweU, 

Are the hearts which they bear, and (he (ales 
which they telL 

ti. 

Be^rt \s*i(h many a pliant slave. 

Appnreird as becomes the brave. 

Awaiting each his lord’s behest. 

To guide his steps, or guard his rest. 

Old Giaffir sate in his divan : 

Deeo thought was in his aged eye; 

And though the face of Mussulman 
Not oft betrays to standers by 
The mind unthin, well skill’d to hide 
'' %-iU but uncontjuerable pride. 
st» His pen^ve cheek and pondering brow 
Did more than he was wont avow. 

ITl. 

* Let the chamber be clear'd.' — The train div 
appear'd — 

' Now call me ihe chief of the Haram guard.' 
With Giaffir is none but his only son. 

And the Nubian awaiting the sire's award. 
'Haroun— when all the crowd that wait 
Are pass'd beyond the outer gate. 

K ^oe to the head whose eye beheld 
y child Zulcika's face unveil'd !} 

Hence, lead my daughter from her tower ; 
Her fate is fix'd this very hour : 

Yet not to her repeat iny thought : 

By me alone be duty taught { ' 

* Pachn I to hear is to obey.' 

No more must slave to despot say 

I'hcn to the tower h.id ta'en his way. 

Hut here young Selim silence brake. 

First lowly rendering reverrnce meet * 
Anti downcast look'd, and genily spike, 
Still suindlng at the l*acba's feet : 

For son of Moslem m«si expire. 

Ere dare to sit before his sire i 

' Father I for fear that thou shouWst chide 
My sisicr. or her sable guide, 

Know— for the fault, if fault there be. 

Wns mine, then fall thy frowns on me^ 

So lovelily the morning shone. 

That— let the old and weary sTcep— 

I could not ; and to view alone 

4. *’*'^**‘ ‘*"‘1 «>»d deep. 

With none (o listen and reply 

Tothwjghts with whi.;h my heart beat high, 
Were irk^me ; for whate'er niy mood. 

In sooth I love not ft lilt ude : 

I on Zuleika'sslumbn broke, 

And. as thou knowest that for me 
^n rums the I laram’s grating key. 
Before the guardian slaves awoke ^ 
We to the cypress groves had flown. 
And m^e^h. main, and heaven our own 
^ tcmiikd too long 

With Mejnoun a tale, or Sadi's song • “ 
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Till I, who heard the deep tambour * 

Beat thy Ivan's approaching hour, 

To thee, and to my duty true, 

Warn'd by the sound, 10 greet thee flew ; 
But there Zuleika w’anders yet— 

Nay, Father, rage not— nor forget 
That none c.ift pierce that sacred bower 
But those who watch the w’omen’s tower.' 

tv. 

* Son of a slave ! ' — the Pacha said— 

* From tin believing mother bivd, 

Vain were a father $ hope 10 see 
Aught that beseems .a man in thee. 

TIh>u, when thine arm should bend the bow, 

And hurl the dan. and curb the steed, 
Thou, liret'k in soul if not in creed, 

Musi pore where Utblillng waters flow, 

And watch unfokling ruses blow. 

Would thut yon orb. wliose matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire. 

Would lend thee something of his fire I 
Thou, who wouldst see this battlement 

KS Christi.^n c-annon piecemeal rent ; 

, tamely view old Siamboul's wall 
ft the dogs of Moscow fall. 

Nor strike one stroke for life and death 
Against Ihe curs of Xacircth 1 
Go— let thy less than woman's hand 
Assume ihc disiafT— nut the bnind. 

But llaroun I to iny daughter speed ! 

And hark— of thine own head lake heed— 
If thus Ziilvika oft i.ikvs wing— 

'I'hou scesl yon bow— it hath a siring I ' 

V. 

No sound from Selim’s lips was heard. 

At least that mol old (ilarbr’s car j 
But cxcrv frown am I m-vry word 
F»crw?tJ ktK»vr ihan a ( hnstian's sword. 
•Son of a slaver — rciuuich’d nlih fcarf 
Ihosc gibes li.td cost anotlu'r dear. 

'Son of a slave !— nrul 90^0 my sire?' 

^Ims held his thon|<his tlK‘ii dark career ; 
And glances ev’n of more than iic 
Fli^i forth, then faintly dl»ap|>car 
Old Guiffir gazed upon his son. 

And started ; for within his eye 
Me reitd how much his wmth had done : 
He saw rebellion there begun : 

'Come hither, boy— whal ! no reply? 

I mark tliee— and I know ihoe 100 ; 

But there be deeds thou dar'^t not do : 

But if ihy beard had manlier length, 

And if thy hand bad skill and strength. 

1 d joy to see thee break a lance, ' 

Albeit af.alnsi my own perchance-' 

As snecringly these accents fell. 

On Selim's eye he fiercely gazed ; 

That eyi* return’d him glance for glance. 
And proudly to his sire’s was raised, 
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Till Giaflir* s q nail’d and shrunk askance— 
And why — he felt, but durst not (ell. 

* Much t misdoubt this wayward boy 
Will one day ^^ork me mote annoy : 

I never lovi'd him from his binh, 

And— blit his arm is little ViOtih, 

And scarcely in the chase couki co|>e 
With timid fawn or an triple, 
h'ar less would venture Into strife 
Where man contends for fame and life— 

1 would not trust that look or tone : 

No— nor the blood so near my own. 
llial blood- he hnih not heard— no more— 
I'll watch him closer than before. 

He is an Arab to my sight, * 

Or Chrtsilan crouching in the fight ; 
bill hark 1—1 hear ZuTcika's voice ; 

Like Houris* hymn it meets mine e.ir: 
She is the ofisoring of my clnnce : 

Oh I more ihan ev'n her iiioilwr de^ir, 
With all to hQ\K and nought to fear— 

My beri I ever welcome here I 
Sweet, as the desert fountain’s wave. 

To lips just cool'd ill time to SA>‘e— 

Such to my longing sight art thou : 

Nor can they waft to Mecca’s shrine 
More thanks for life, than 1 for thine. 

Who blest thy birth, and bless thee now.‘ 

VI. 

Fair as the first that fell of womankind, 

When on (hat dread yet lovely servient smih 
iof. [mind— 

Whose image then was stamp'd upon her 
But once beguiled— and evermore beguiling: 
Dassling, as that, oh I too transceiidani vision 
To Sorrow's phantom-peopled slumber given. 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Klysian. 

And paints the lost on Lari h revived in Heaven; 
Soft as the memory of buried love : 

Pure as the prayer w'hich Childhood wafts above. 
Was she — the daughter of that rude old Chief. 
Who met the maid with tears— but not of gnef. 

IWho hath not proved how feebly words essay 
^o fix one spark of Beauty’s heavenly ray ? 
who doth not feel, until hts failing sight 
Faints into dimness with its own delight. 

His changing elieek. his sinking heart confess 
The might, the criajcsly of Loveliness ? 

Such was Zuleika— such around her ^one 
The nameless charms unmatk’d by tier akme — 
The light of love, the purity of grace. 

The mind, the Music breathing from her face.i* 


Tl/e heart whose softness harmonized the whole : 

oh i that eye was in itself a Soul I 
/Her graceful arms in meekness bending 
Across her gently-budding breast ; 

At one kind word those arms extending 
I'o clasp tlie neck of him who blest 
His child, caressing and carcst. 

Zuluika came— nnd Giaffir felt 
His purpose half within him melt : 

Not (hat against her fancied weal 
His heart though stem could ever fed ; 
Affect ion chain’d her to that heart ; 

A III bi lion tore (he links apart. 

VI i. 

' Zuleika 1 chiki of gentleness 1 
How dear (his very day must tell, 

Wlien 1 forget my own distress. 

Ill losing what I love so well, 

'I’o bid tlice with another dwell : 

Aiioihcr ! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle’s van. 

We Moslem rock not much of blood ; 

But >*ei the line of Carasnian.* 
Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
Fiist of the bold llmarioi bands 
1 hat won and well can keep their lands* 
Enough that lie who comes to woo 
Is kinsman of the Bey Oglou ; 

His years need scarce a thought employ : 

I would not have thee wed a My. 

And iliou slialt have a noble dower : 

And his and my united p.>wer 
Will laugh lo scorn the death-firman, 
Which others tremble hut to scan. 

And teach the messenger w hat fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait, f 
And now iliou know’st thy father's will— 
All that ihy kx hath need to know : 
'I'was mine to teach obedience still- 
1 lie w ay (o lev’s, thy lord may show.' 

Vlll. 

In silence bow'd the virgin's head : 

And if her eye w as fill’d with tears. 


• SurVi «lihM llte Arabs return Ihe eeoipliMat 
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That stifled feeling dare not shed, 

And changed her cheek from pale to red 
And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those winged words like arrows sped. 

What could such be but maiden icars? 

So bright the tear in Beauty’s eye. 

Love half regrets to kiss it dry ; 

So sweet the blush of Rashfulneas, 

Even i'ity scarce can wish It le&» I 

Whate'er it was the sire forgot : 

Or if remember d. mark'd it not ; 

Thrice clapp’d his hands, and call’d his 
steed/ 

Resign’d his gem-adom’d chibouque/ 
And mounting feaily for the mead, 

With Maugrahuet and Mnmaluke. 

His way amid his Delis took.| 

To witness many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jerrecd. 

The Kislnr only and his Moors 
Watch well the Haram s massy doens. 

IX. 

His head was leant upon his Hand, 

His eye lo^’d o’er the dark blue water 
'I'hat swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between the winding Dardanelles ; 

But yet he saw nor sea nor strand. 

Nor even his Pacha’s turban’d band 
Mia in the game of mimic slaughter. 
Careering cleave the folded fcU| 

With sabre stroke right sharply dealt ; 
Nor mark’d the javeUn^ariing crowd, 

Nor heard their Ollahs H wiki and toud^ 
He thought but of old Glafflr’s daughter 

X. 

.^0 word from Selim’s bosom broke ; 

One sigh Zulcika’s thought bespoke : 

Still gased he through the but lev grate. 
Pale, mute, and mournfully Kdate. 

To him Zuleika’s eye was turn’d, 

But little from his aspect Ivam'd ; 

Equal her grief, yet not the same i 
Her heart confess’d a gentkr flame t 
But that heart, alarm’d, or weak, 
bhe knew not w hy. forbade to speak. 
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Yet speak she must'-but when essay? 

* How* Strange he thus should turn away 1 
Not thus w’e e'erJ>efore have met ; 

Not thus shall be our parting yet/ 

Thrice paced she slowly through the room. 
And watch’d his eye— it still was fix’d : 
She snatch'd the tirn wherein was mix’d 
I’he Persian AiAr*gul's jierfuiue, • 

And sjirlnkled all its odours o’er 
1 lie pictured roof and marble door : 

1 lie dro{u, that through his gli tiering vest 
I'he playful girl’s appeal address’d. 
Unliceded o’er his bosom flew. 

As if that breast were marble too. 

*Whai, sullen yet? It must not be — 

Oil I gentle Selim, this from thee I ’ 

She saw in cuKous ortler set 

1 he fainAi flowers of Eastern land — 

* He loved them once ; may touch tliein yet, 
If offer'd by Zuleika’s hand.’ 

The childish thought was hardly breathed 
Itefore the rose was pluck’d and wreathed ; 
I'lic next fond moment saw' her scat 
Her fairy form nt bclim's fi^et : 

'Tills rose to calm mv brother’s cares 
A message from the Bulbul bears \Z 
It Sitys to-night he will prolong 
Por bvhm's car his sw’eeiest song •. 

And though his note Is somewhat sad, 

He’ll try tor once a strain more gUd, 

With some faint hope liis alter'd l.ty 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 

XJ. 

* VVhat I not receive niy foolish flow’er? 

Nay then I am indeed unblest : 

On me can thus ihy forehead lower ? 

And know’st thou not who loves thee belt? 
Oh. 2>ehin dear I oh more than dearest I 
Say. is it me thou hat’st or fearesi ? 

Come, lay thy heat) upon my breast, 

And I will kiss thee into rest, 

Since wor<lk of mine and songs must fail 
Ev’n from my fabled nightingale. 

I knew our sire at times w’as stern. 

But thb from thee had yet lo learn ; 

'Poo well I know he loves thee not ; 

But is Zuk'ika’s lo>e forgot ? 

Ah. deem I right? the l*acha*s plan— 
This kinsman Bey of Carisman 
Perhaps may prove some foe of thine : 

If so. [ sw ear by Mecca’s shrine— 

If shrines that ne’er ajiproaeh allow 
To woman’s step admit her vow — 
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Without ihy free consent, command, 

The Sultan should not hfivt my hand 1 
Think* St thou (hat I could bear to part 
With thee, and learn to halve my heart ? 

Ah ! were I sever'd from ihy sk!c, 

Where were thy friend— 'and who my guide? 
Years have not seen. Time shall not see, 
I'he hour that tears my soul from thee : 
Even Armel,* from his deadly quiver 
When Hies (hat shaft, and fly it must, 
That parts all else, shall doom for ever 
Our hearts to undivided dust I ' 

XII. 

He li'xd— he breathetl— he moved— he fell ; 
He raised the maid from where she knelt : 
His trance was gone— his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwell : 
With thoughts that burn— in rays that mell. 
As the stream late conceal'd 
By the fringe of iis willows. 

When it rushes reseaVd 
In the Ught of its billows ; 

As the boil bursts on high 

From the lUack cimid tliai bound ii. 
Flash'd (he soul of (hat eye 
Through the long laslies rminti it. 

A war'horse at the uumpet's sound. 

A lion roused by heedless hound, 

A tyr.ini waked lo sudden strife 
By gmte of ilbd I reeled knife, 
hi arts not (o more convulsive life 
Than he, who he.ird that vow. display'd, 
And all, before repress'd, betray'd : 

* Now thou art minr. for ever mine. 

Wiih life (o keep, and scarce with life resign : 
New ihou nri mine, th.al sacred oath. 
Though sworn by one, hath bound us both. 
Yes. fondly, wisely hast thou clone. 

Thai vow hath saved more he»v1s than one S 
Bui blench nul thou— thy simplest tress 
Claims more from me than tenderness ; 

I would not wrong the slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead fair, 

For rU the treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istakar. t 
This morning clouds upon me lower d. 
Reproaches oft my head were shower'd, 
And Ulaffir almost call'd me coward ! 

Now 1 have motive to be brave ; 

The son of his neglected slave — 

Nay, start not, 'twas the term he gave— 
May show, though Mule apt lo vauut, 

A heart his w-ords nor deeds can daunt. 
Bfs son, indeed 1 — yet tluinks lo thee, 
Perchance I am. at least shall be ; 

But let our plighted secret vow 
Be only known to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 
From Giaffir thy reluctant hand ; 
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More ill-got wealth, a meaner soul. 

Holds not a Musselim’s control :* 

Was he not bred In £grlpo?t 
A viler race let Israel show ! 

But let (hat pass— to none be told 
Our oath ; the rest shall time unfold. 

I'o me and mine leave Osman Bey ; 

Ivt partisans for peril's day : 

Think not 1 am what 1 appear; 

Tvearms, and friends, and vengeance near. 

XIII. 

‘Think not Ihou art what thou appearesl? 

My Selim, Ihou an s.adly changed : 

This mom 1 saw rhee gentlest, dearest ; 

But now ihou'rt from thyself estranged. 
My love thou surely knew'si before. 

It ne'er was less, nor can be more. 

To see thee, hear thee, near thee stay, 

And hale the night. I know not why. 
Save that we meet not but by day ; 

Wiih thee to live, with Ihce to die, 

1 dare not to my hope deny : 

Thy check, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss. 

Like ihis-^and this— no more than this ; 
For, Allah ! sure thy lips are fiame ; 

What fever in thy veins is Hushing? 

My own have nearly caught the same, 

At least 1 feel my cheek too blushing. 
To soothe thy sickness, watch thy health. 
Partake, but never waste thy wealth. 

Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by. 
And ligluen half thy poverty : 

Do all but dose thy dying eye. 

For that 1 couiO not live io try ; 

To these alone my thoughts aspire : 

More can I do? or ihou require? 

But, Selim, thou must answer why 
We nnd so much of ntystery? 

The cause I cannot dream nor id , 

But be it. since thou say'si 'lis well ; 

Yet what thou nican'st by '• arms and 
*' friends." 

Beyond my weaker sense extends- 
1 meant that Giaffir should have heard 
The very vow I plighted thee ; 

His wrath would not revoke my word : 

But surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wish s<^m si range in me, 
To be what I have ever been? 

What other hath Zuleika seen 
From «mple childhood's earliest hour? 

What other can she seek to see 
Than thee, companion of her bower. 

The partner of her infancy? 

These cherish'd thoughts with life begun, 
Bay. why must I no more avow ? 

What change is wrought to make me shun 
The truth ; my pride, and thine till now? 
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To mt€t th« ^20 of simn^er's eyes, 

Our law. our creed, our God denies : 

Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
At such, our Prophet’s will, repine : 

No ! happier made by that decree. 

He left me all in leaving ihce. 

Deep were my anguish, thus compelled 
I'o wed with one I ne’er beheld : 

This wherefore should I not reveal ? 

Why wilt thou urge me to conceal ? 

I know the Pacha's haughty mood 
I'o thee hath never boded good ; 

And he so often storms at nought, 

Allah I forbid that e'er he ought I 
And why 1 know not. but within 
My heart concealment weiglis like sin. 

If then such secrecy be crime. 

And such it feels while lurking here; 

Oh. Selim i (ell me yet in time. 

Nor leave me thus to thoughts of fear. 
Ah 1 yonder see the Tchocadar. * 

My father leaves the mimic war ; 

I tremble now to meet his eye^ 

Say, Selim, const thou tell me why? 
xtv. 

' Ziileika 1— to thy lower’s retreat 
Butake thee— Giaffir I can grevt : 

TehMAiUr.’ MW of Um aneodMis who p««ccdM m iami «4 


And now with him I fain must prate 
Of firmans, imposts, levies, state. 

There's fearful news from Danube's banks, 
Our Virier nobly thins his ranks, 

I*or which (he fJiaour may give him thanks ! 
Our Sultan Itatli a shorter way 
Such costly (Tiuinph to repay. 

But. mark me. when the twilight drum 
Hath warn'd tl>e troops to food and sleep. 
Unto ihy cell will Selim come: 

'riruci s<> 1 tly from the Manttu cni’p 
Where wo nmy w.indor by iho : 

Our ganlco-Kattlcmcnls arc stoop ; 

Nor titese will rash inirudur clinch 
To list oor u orris, or stint our time ; 

And if he doth, I w.int not sr<*el 
Which some base fell, .and more may fi.*cl, 
1 hen slinlt iKou Ivarn of Selim more 
l han thou hast 1 1 card or thought before : 
IVusi me. Zulcika— fear not me I 
Utou know St 1 hold a Haram key.* 

• Pear thee, my Selim 1 ne’er till now 
Did wo^l like this— ’ 

* Delay not thou ; 

I keep the key— and Haroun’s guard 
Have S4mt, and hope uf tnor< re^vard. 
To-night. Zuk'ika. thou shall hear 
My tale, my purT>oso. and my fear : 

1 urn uoi, loxvl what I appear.* 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


I. 


TiiR winds arc high on llcllc's wave. 

As on that night of stormy water. 

When I.OVC. wlio sent, forgot to Save 
1 he young, the beautiful, the bmve. 

I’he lonely hope of Sestos* d.iughtcr. 

Oh I when alone along the sky 
Her turrei*torch was blazing high. 

Though riling gale, and breaking foam. 
And shrieking sca-birds warn’d him home * 
And clouds aloft and tides below. 

With signs and sounds, forbade to go. 

He could not see. he would not hear, 

Or sound or sign foreboding fear * 

His eye but saw the light of love. 

I'he’only star it hail’d above : 

His ear but rang with Kero’s song. 

* Ye waves, divide not lovers long I 
That tale is old. but love anew 
Moy nerve young hearts to prove as true. 
II. 

The winds are high, and Hellc's tide 
Rolls darkly heaving to the main ; 

And Night’s descending shadows hide 
The field with blood bedew’d in vain 
The desert of old Priam's pride ; 

The lembs, sole lelies of bis reign, 


All— save Immorial dreams that could beguile 
Tl»c blind old man of Sclo’s rocky isle I 

III. 

Oil I yet— for there my steps have been ; 
I’hcsc fret have r^*ss'd the aicred shore, 

I’licie 1 1 n I bs 1 hat buoy a n t w'n vu h.at h bornu 

Minstrel 1 with thee to muse, to mourn. 

I'o trace again those fields of yon.% 
Believing every hillock green 
Contains no fabled hero’s ashes. 

And that around the undoubted scene 
Thine own 'broad Hellespont’ still 
dashes.* 

Be long my lot ! and cold were he 
Who there could gate dvnviog thee 1 
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IV. 

Th« night hath clo$«d on Hello $ stream. 

Nor yci h.iih risen on Ida's hill 
Thai moon, which shone on his high theme; 
No warrior chides her peaceful b^im, 

Ru( conscious shepherds bless ic still. 
Their flocks are gracing on the mouml 
Of him who felt the Dard.in’s .arrow ; 
Thai mighty heap of gaiherVl ground 
W'hich Ammon’s st n ran proudly round.* 
By nations raised, by moiiarchs crown’d. 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow I 
Within-^thy dwelling-place how narrow I 
Without— can only strangers breatlie 
The name of him that beneath : 

Oust long outlasts the storied stone ; 

But Thcu— thy very dust Is gone I 


Late, late to-night will Dlan cheer 
I'he swain, and chase the boat naan’s fear ; 
Till then— no beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of struggling skiff ; 
The scatter’d lights that skin the toy, 

All, one by one, have died away ; 

The only lamp of this lone hour 
Is glimmering In 2uleika’s tower. 

Yes. there 1$ light in that lone chamber, 
And o'er her silken ottoman 
Are thrown the fragrant beads of amber. 

O'er which her fairy fingers ran : t 
Near these, with emerald rays beset, 

S low could she thus that gem forget ?} 
er mother’s sainietl amulci.t 
Whereon engraverl the Koorsee text. 
Could smooth this life, and win the next : 
And by her comboloio lies S 
A Koran of illumined dyes ; 

And many a bnghi emblazon’d rhyme 
By Persian scrll^ redeem’d from time ; 
And o’er those scrolls, not oft so muie. 
Reclines her now neglected lute; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowers In urns of China’s mould ; 
The richest work of Iran’s loom. 

And Sheeraz’ tribute of perfume ; 

All that can eye or sense delight 
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Are gather’d in that gorgeous roorn ; 

Rut yet it hath an air of gloom. 

She. of this Peri cell the sprite, [night? 
What does she hence, and on so rtide a 


VI. 

Wra|d in the darkest sable vest, 

\Vhich none save noblest Moslem wear, 
To guard from winds of heaven the breast 
As heaven itself to Selim dear. 

With cautious steps the thicket threading. 
And Shirting oft. as through the glade 
The gust its hollow meanings made, 

TUI on the smoother pathway treading. 
More free her timid bosom toat, 

1'lie maid puisued her silent guide ; 

ArKl though her terror urged retreat. 

How could she Quit her Selim’s side? 
How le.ach her tender lips to chide? 

vtr. 

They re.ach'd .it length a grotto, hewn 
By naiure. but enlarged by art, 

Where oft her lute she wont to tune. 

And oft her Koran conn'd apart ; 

And oft in yoiiihful rev’erle 

She dream’d what Paradise might be : 

Where woman s parted soul shall go, 

Her IVophet h.id disdain'd to show ; 

But Selim's mansion was secure, 

Nor deem'd she, could he long endure 
His bower in other worlds of bliss, 

Without Afr, most beloved in this I 
Oh I who so dear with him could dwell? 
What Hour! soothe him half $0 well ? 

VlTl. 

Since last she virited the spot, [groi • 
Some change seem’d wrought within the 
It might be only that the night 
Disguised things seen by better light : 

The brazen lamp but dimly threw 
A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in A nook within the cell 
Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled, not such as wield 
The lurton'd Delis In the field : 

But brands of foreign blade and blit. 

And one was red— perchance with nilt I 
Ah ! how without can blood be spilt? 

A cup. too, on the board was set 
Thai did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean ? She turn’d to see 
Her Selim— ’Oh I can this be he 


IX. 

His robe of pride was thrown aside. 

His brow no high-crown *d turban bore, 
But in its stead a shawl of red, 

Wreathed lightly round, bis temples wore, 
That dagger, on whose hill the gem 
Were w orthy of a diadem. 

No longer glitter’d at his waist. 

Where pisttls unadom’d were braced 
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And from his belt a sabre swung. 

And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
That decks the wandering Candiote , 
Beneath — his golden plated vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast ; 

The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were sheathed and bound. 
But were it not that high command 
Spake iri his eye. and tone, and hand. 

AU that a careless eye couM see 
In him was some young Galiong^.* 


* 1 said I was not what I seem'd j 
And now thou seest my words were (rue: 
I have a tale ihou hast not dream'd. 

If soolh^its truth inmt others rue. 

My story now 'tuere vain to hkJe. 

I must not see thee Osman's bride : 

But had not thine own lips declared 
How much of that young heart 1 shared, 

I co\ild not. must Tiot. yet liave shown 
The darker secret of my own. 

In this 1 speak not now of love ; 

That, let tme. truth, nnd peril prove: 

Rut first — oh ! never wed another— 
Zuleikal 1 am not thy brother!* 


' Oh I not my brother 1— yet unsay— 

God 1 am I left alone on e.irih 
To mourn — I dare not curse— the day 
That saw my solitary birth? 

Oh 1 thou wilt love me now no more 1 
Mv sinking heart foreboded ill ; 

Bui know tfit all 1 was l>efore. 

Thy sister- friend— Zulelka still. 

Thou led'st me hcie perchance to kill ; 

If thou ha>t cau«e for vengeance, see I 
My breast is ofler'd- take thy fill I 
Far belter with the dead to be, 

Than Uve thus nothing now to thee I 
TerhaM far worse, for now I know 
Why uiafRr always seem'd thy foe ; 

And 1. nias I am Gialhr's child. 

For whom thou wert contemn'd, reviled. 
If not thy sister— would St thou save 
My life, oil, bid me be thy slave ! ' 

XC1. 

• My slave. Zuleika l-nay. I'm thine : 

But, love, this transport calm, 
Thy lot shall yet be link'd with mine • 

I 8w»r It by our Frophet's riirine. 

And be that thought thy sorrow's balm. 


viMUied iMhutd *tl1i #v«v IWm ^ 
*u wf hem IW evkt^ tW pirfij. 


So may the Kor.xn verse display'd • 

Upon its steel direct my blade, 

In danger's hour to guard us both, 

As 1 prtf>erve that awful oath ! 

The name in which chy heart hath prided 
Must change; but, my Zuleika, know 
That lie is widen'd, not divided. 

Although thy Sire's my deadliest foe. 

My father was to (viafTir all 
That Selim late was deem'd to thee ; 
Tliat brother wrought a brother's fall. 

But spared at least my infancy. 

And lull d me with a vain deceit 
That yet a like return may meet. 

He rear'd me. not with I'^nder help, 

But like the nephew of a Cain ; f 
He watch'd me like n lion's whelp. 

That gnaws and yet m.iy break his chain. 
My father's blood in every vein 
Is boiling I but for thy dear sake 
No present vengeance will I take. 

Though here I must no more remain. 

But first. l>eloved Zuleikal he.ir 
How GlafTir wrought this deed of fear. 

xit(. 

‘ How firsl their strife to rancour grew, 

If los'c or envy made them foes. 

It mailers link if ( knew ; 

In fiei^ spirits, slights, (hough few 
And thoughtless, will disiurb repose, 
in war AlxhdI.ah's .arm w.as strong. 
Kcmcmber'd >ec in Bosniac song. 

And l*as wan's rebel hordes atlesi J 
How little love they bore such guest • 

His death is nil ] need rclnie. 

The stem effect of Ghmr's bale j 
And how my birth disclosed to me, ffree. 
VVluiteef beside It mAkes, hath made me 

XIV. 

•When Pas wan. after years of strife, 

Al last for power, bui first for life. 

In WUidm's walls too proudly sate 
Our Pachas rallied round the state ; 

tlilrfllh* *!'* Tutkish <ontAln some- 

or iho woveriiiE of no^ 
!" Il»l«i»n, thM he did nvt know •. 
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Nor ]isi. nor least in high cocnmand. 

Each brother led a separate band ; 

They gave their horse-taHs to Uie wind,* 
And muscenng In Sophia's plain 
Their tents were pitch'd, their [>o<ns as- 
1 o one, alas, assign'd in vain I [sign'd : 
What nee<l of words? the deadly bo^vl, 

Ry Glalhr’s onler drugg’d and given, 
W'iih \%norii subtle os his $omI. 

i^ismiMd Aldallah's hence to he;iven. 
Reclmed and feverish in iJie bath. 

He, when the hunter’s sport was up. 

But Ikile dcein’d a broiherS wrath 
To <|ueiicU his thirst had such a cup : 
The Innvl a brilicd ailendaut bore ; 

He dniuk one draught, nor needed more If 
If (hou iny inic. Xuleika, doubt. 

Call Unroiiu— he can tell it out. 

XV. 

' 'Fhe deed once done, and Paswan's feud 
In part suppress'd, though ne'er subdued, 
Alidalkh $ P.ich.tlU: was gain'd 
Thou know'st not what in our Divan 
Can wealth procure for worse tK.iA man— 
Abdnil.ah's honours were obi.im’d 
By him a brother’s murder stain'd : 

"I'is tnie, the purchase nearly drain'd 
His ilbgot treasure, soon replaced. 

WouUlst t|ucstion whence? Stir^^ey the 
And ask (he srpisdid peasant how* (waste. 
His gains repay his broiling brow I — 

Why me the stern usurper spared. 

Why thus with me his jnlace shar^, 

I know not. Shame. ri*grvt. remorse. 

An<l Hide fear from infaui's force ; 

Besides, .id opt ion as a son 

By him whom Heaven accorded none. 

Or soinu unknown cnbal. caprice. 

Preserved me thus— biit not in peace : 

I le cannot curb his haughty mood. 

Nor 1 forgive a father’s wood. 

XVJ. 

* Within thy father's house are foes ; 

Not all who break his bread are true : 

I’c these should I my birth disclose, 

His days, his veiy hours, vvere few : 

They only want a neart to lead. 

A hand to point them to the de^. 

Bui Haroun only knows, or knew. 

Tins tale, whose close is almost nigh : 

He in Abdallah's palace grew. 

And held that post in hi$ berai 
Which holds he here— he saw him die : 
Rut what could single sUvecy do? 


* * H»rM>rall.’ Uie randMe eCa 
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Avenge his lord ? alas I too late : 

Or save his son from such a fate ? 

He chose the last, and when elate 
With foes subdued, or friends betray’d, 
iVoud Oiaflir in high iriumph sale, 

He led me helpless to his g.iic. 

And not in vain it seems essay’d 
To save the life for which he pray’d, 
The knowledge of iny birth secured 
From all and each, but most from me ; 
Tlius Ciaffir’s safety was ensured. 

Removed he too from Kounielle 
To this our Asiatic side, 

F.ir from our seals by D.inul)e’s tide. 

With none but ll.iroun. who retains 
Such knowledge— and that Nubian feels 
A tyrant's secrets are but chains, 

From which the captive gladly steals. 

And this aiwl more to me reve.tls : 

Such still to guilt }usi Allah sends— 
SIav'cs. tools, accomplices- no friends I 

XVII. 

* All this. Zuleik.i, h.irslily sounds ; 

Bui harsher still my tale must be t 
Howe’er my tongue thy softness wounds. 
Yet I must prove nil (ruth to thee. 

I S. 1 W thee start this garb to see, 

Yvi it is one t oft hav^e burn. 

And long must wear : this Gnliongde. 

'fo whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 
is le.ider of tho**c piraic hordes, 

Whose law's and liv'usareoA their swonls; 
To ht'.ir w hose desol.iiing tale 
Would make ihv waning cheek mom pnle: 
lltoee arms thou scest my bund have 
brought. 

The haAds that wield are not remote ; 

1'bis cup. too, for the rugged knaves 
Is Ail’d— once ouad’d. they ne’er lephte • 
Our Prophet might forgive the slaves ; 
'Hrey'fc only infideJs in wine. 

XVJII. 

‘ What could 1 be ? Proscribed at home, 
And (a unted to a wish to roam ; 

And listless left— for Giaffir's fear 
Denied the courser and the siiear— 

Though oft—oh, Mahomet, now ofti— 

In full Divan the despot scoD’d, 

As if my weak, unwilling hand 
Refused (he bridle or the brand : 

He ever w ent lo war alone. 

And pent me here untried, unknown ; 

To Haroun's care with women left. 

By hope unblesc, of fame bereft. 

While thou— whose softness long endear'd. 
Though it unman n'd me. still had cheer'd'- 
To Brasa's W'alls for safety sent, 

Awaited’st there the field's event. 

Haroun. who saw my Sfurit pining 
Beneath inaction's sluggish yoke. 

His captive, though with dread, resignlog/ 
My thraJdon) for a season brokci 
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On promise to reciim before 
The day when Giaffir's charge was o'er. 
'Tis vain — my longue can not impart 
My aJmosi drunkenness of lu*ati. 

When this liUemtud oe 
Survey'd ILaril». Ocean, Siin, arxl Sky 
As if my spirit pierced them through, 

And aU their inmost wonders knew ! 

One word alone can paint to ihee 
That more than feeling— I was FieeJ 
li'en for thy presence ceased to pine ; 

Ihc World,— juy Heaven itself, w.as mine 

XJX. 

* The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Convev'd me from this idle shore ; 

I long d to see the isles that gem 
Old Ocean's purple diadem : 

I sought by turns, .and saw them all • ♦ 

Bui when and where I join'd the crew 
With whom 1 m pledged to rise or fall. 

When all that we design to do 
Is done, 'twill then be time more meet 
to (ell thee, when the taler complete. 

XX. 

' *Tl8 (rue. they are a Uwless brood. 

But rough in form, nor mild in mood • 
And every creed, and every race, 

With them hath found- may find a place- 
B^pen speech, and ready hand, 
Obedtence to their chiefs command 1 
A soul for every enterprise. 

That never sees with tenor's eyes • 
Fnendshlp for each, and faith to all. 

And vengeance vow'd for those who fall 
Have made them fitting instruments 
r or more than ev n my own Intents, 

And some— and I have studied all 
Disimguish'd from the vulgar rank 
But chiefly to my council chII 

1 he wisdom of the cautious Frank— 
And some to higher thoughts aspire, 
IhcUt ofl^mbro's patriots there f 
Anticipated freedom share ; ' 

And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes dvbaie. 

To snatch the Kavahs from thairfaie 2 
^ let them ease their hearts with prate 
Of e()iial rights, which man ne'er knew • 

I have a love for freedom too. ' 


tSrMii R«*9iuUMafA ^ «kbf*ue<s‘ih4 
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Ay! let me like the ocean- Patriarch roam,* 

Or otily know on land the Tartar's home I f 
My tent on shore, my galley on the sea, 

Arc more than cities and Serais to me : 

IVinic by nv oruafutl hy nsv s.'lil, 

••Wioxs iIh’ dosiTi, or iH-foii* the galL-. 

Ikiuiul where thou v^il(, my baiG ! or glide, mv 
|wow ! ^ 

RiK be (he st.ar that guides the wanderer, Thou 1 
Ihou, iny Zulcika! share and bless my btirk; 
The Dove of i?caec .and piomi>e to mine ;trk ; 
Or, since that hoin; denied in world *> of si life, 

Re thuti the rainlww to iltesiorms of life ! 

Tlie evening beam di.it smile s the clout Is away. 
And tints to-morrow ^xitl) piophedc ray ! 

Blest— as the Muesxin's strain from Mecca's wall 
To pilgrims pure and prostrate at his call: 
^ft— as the melody of youthful days, [praise ; 

tlm ircinhling te.ar of spc-cchlc-ss 
pear— as his native song to ENilc's ears, 
bhall sound c.ach tone thy long- loved voice en- 
de.ar^. 

For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 
lUooming as Aden in iis earliest hour t 
A thousand swords, with Selim's heart and hand. 
\Vait— wave- defend -destroy — at thy com- 

Oin by my band, Zulcika at my side, fmand J 
4 u 'nations shall bedeck my bride, 

1 he I laram's languid years of listless case 

resign'd for cares— for joys like these : 
.Not blind to fare, 1 see, where'er I rove, 
UnnumU-r'd perils- but one only love I 
Yet well rny toils shall that fond breast repay. 

I hough fortune frow n or falser ft lends betray. 
How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill. 
Should all he changerl, to find thee faithful still • 
IW but ihy soul, like Selim's, firmly shown ; 

[ 0 thee l>e Selim's tender as thine own : 

1 o soothe each sorrow, share in each delight. 
Blend ever^ thought, do all— but disunite; 

Unce free, us mine our horde again to guide : 
brunts to esuh other, foes to aught beside: 

Vet there wc follow but the bent assign'd 
iir fatal Nature to m.in's warring kind j 

carnage and his eonquesu 

He makes a solitude, and calls It — peace ! 

IJut HSk no land beyond my sabre's length * 
I^wer sw.avs but by dirision-her resource 
I lie aheraative of frwud or force I 

' In time deceit may come 
When cities cage us in a social home : 
i here ey n thy muI might err— how oft the heart 
Corruption shakes which pert! could not pan I 
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And womnn, more than man, when den (h or «*<>«, 
Or even Disfmee, would lay her lover low. 
Sunk in the lap of Uivury will shame — | 

Away suspicion \-~-ntU Z«lnka*s name ! 

But life is har^rd at ihe best : and here 
No more remains to win and miKh lo fear. 

Yes, fear ! the doubt, the dread of losing (hee. 
By Osman’s power, and Ginffir’s stem decree.’ 
That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 
Which Love io*nighi h.itb promised to my sail : 
No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest. 
Their steps still roving, but their hearts at rest. 
With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath 
charms ; 

£arth — sea alike— our world within our arms I 
Ay— let the loud winds w'hisile o’er the deck, 

So that those arms cling closer round my neck ; 
The deepest murmur of this lip shall be. 

No sigh for safety, but a prayer for the-; 1 
The war of elements no fears impart 
To Love, whose deadliest bane is human Art : 
7htre lie the only rocks onr course can check : 
Htrt moments menace— rterr are years of wreck! 
But hence ye thoughts that tise in Horror's 

shape 1 

This hour bestows, or ever bars escape. 

Few words remain of mine my tale to close : 

Of thine but evr to xvaft u$ from our foes : 

Yea— foes— lo me will GiafHr's hate decline? 
And is not Osman, who would part us, thine? 

xxt. 

* His heed and faith from doubt and death 
Return’d In time my guard to sas'e ; 

Few heard, none told, that o’er the wave 
Prom isle to isle 1 roved the while : 

And since, though parted from my band 
Too seldom now I leave the land. 

No deed they’ve done, nor deed shall do, 

Ere 1 have heard and doom'd it too: 

I form the plan, decree the spoil, 

'Tis fit I oftener share the toil. 

But now loo long I've held thine ear ; 
rime presses, floats my bark, and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 
To-morrow Osman with his train 
Arrives— to-night must break thy chain: 

And wouldst thou save that haughty — 
Perchance Mii life who gave thee thine, — 
With me this hour away— away I 

But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 
Wouldst thou recall thy w illing vow. 

Appall’d by truths imparted now. 

Here rest i— not to see thee wed : 

But be that peril on m/ h«^d I ’ 

XXI t. 

Zuleika, mute and motionless. 

Stood like that statue of distress. 

When, her last hope for ever gone, 
rhe mother harden'd into stone ; 

All in the maid that could see 
blit o younger Niop^ 
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Itui ere her lip, or even her eye, 

Essay'd lo speak, or look reply, 

Beneaih the garden’s wicket porch 
Far (t*u,h'<l on high a biasing torch 1 
A not her -Hind another— -and another— 

*Oh ! fly — no more — yet now my more than 
brother !' 

Far. wide, through eveiy thicket spread, 

The fearful lights are gfeaming red ; 

Nor these alone— for each right hand 
is ready with a sheath less brand. 

They part, pursue, return, and wheel 
With searching flambeau, shining sicel ; 

And last of all, his sabre waving, 

Stern Giafhr in his fury raving : 

And now almost they touch the cave— 

Oh! must that grot be Selim s grave? 

xxirr. 

Dauntless he stood — ' TU come— soon past— 
One kiss. Zuleika- 'tIs my last : 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this signal, see the flash ; 

Yet now too few — the attempt were rash : 

No mailer— yet one eiTort more/ 

Forth to ihc cavern momh he slept ; 

His pistol’s echo rang on high, 

Zuleika started not. nor wept, 

Desjnir benumb’d her bieast and eye I— 
•‘I'lrey hear me not, or if they ply 
Their aars, *(is but to see me die : 

That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 
Then fonh my father’s scimitar, 

Thou ne’er hast seen less equal war I 
Karew%ll, Zuleika !— Sweet I retire ; 

Yet stay within— here linger safe. 

At thee his ntge will onV chafe, 

Stir not— kst even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 

Fear SI thou for him?— ma^ I expire 
If in this strife I seek thy sire I 
No— though by him that poison pour'd ; 
N^— though again he call me coward 1 
Rbt lamely shall 1 meet their steel? 

No— as each crest save hh may feel 1* 

xxtv. 

One bound be made, and gain'd (he sand. 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band, 

’ A gasping head, a quivering trunk : 
AnouMr falls— but round him close 
A swarmmg circle of his foes ; 

From right to left his path he cleft. 

And almost mot the meeting wave : 

His boat appears— not five oars* length— 

His comrades strain with desperate strength"* 
Ob ! are they yet in lime to save? 

His feet (he foremost breakers lave ; 

His band are plunging in the bqy, 

Thtit sabres glitter through the spray ; 

Wei— wild— unwearied to the strand 
They struggle— now (hey touch the lapO I 
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1 litfy come— tis but lo add to slaughecr— 
His heart s best blood is on (he water I 

XXV, 

Escaped from shoi, un harm'd by steel 
Or scarcely geared its force lo feel» 

Had S'lUm won. betray d, beset, 

I'o where the strand and billows met • 

There as his last step left the land— 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand— 

Ah ! wherefore did he turn to look 
For her his eye but sought in vain ? 

That pause, that fatal gare he took, 

Haih doom’d Ills death, or fix’d his chain, 
bad proof, in peril and in pain. 

How late will Lovers hope remain I 
His back was to the clashing spray ; 

Behind, but close, his con>radi-s lay, 

When At (he instant hiss'd the ball— 

' So may ihe foes of Obffir fall f ’ 

Whose voice is heard f w.iose carbine rang? 
Whose build through the night -air sane 
Too nearly, deadly aim d to «rr ? * 

Tis thine— Abdallah’s Murdererl 
The father slowly rued chy hate 
The son hath found a quicker fate • 

Fmi from his breast the blood is bubbling, 
Ihe whiteness of the sea-foam troubhngl 
u aughi his lips essay'd to groan. ^ 

The nishing billows choked the tone! 

XXVI. 

Mom slowly rolls ihe clouds away : 

I^cw trophies of Oie fighr are there • 

The shouts ihni shook ihe mulnight-bav 
Are silent ; but some signs of fray ^ 

That strand of strife may liear. 

And fragments of each shiver'd brand • 
bteps sumpd ; and dash'd into the und 
I he print of many a struggling hand 
May mere be mark'd ; nor fnr remote 
A broken lorch, an oaricss boat ; 

And tangled on ih« weeds that heap 
1 he bunch where shelving lo the dee o 
^ I here lies a white capote I 
, Tis rent in twnin— one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o'er in vain : 

Rill where is he who wore? 

Ye 1 who would o'er his reUcs weep. 

(to, seek ilu^m where the surges sweep 
1 heir burthen round Sjgsenm s steep 
And cast on l>*mnos' shore • 

The sen- birds shriek above the prey. 

Oer which ihetr hungry beaks delay 

As shaken on his restless pillow 

His hwd heaves with the heaving hillew • 

1 hat hand, whose motion is not life * 
Yet feebly seems to menace strife. 

Hung by Ihe tossing tide on high, 

Ihen levelld with thewave— 

(hm corse shall Ue 
. 'Yithlafa living grave? 

^e bird that i»re that prostrate form 

f|am only robb d the meaner worm • 


The only heart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to see him die, 

Had seen tho» scatter’d limbs composed, 
And mourn d above his turban-stone,* 

That heart had burst— that eye was closed 

, Yea— closctl before his own I 

XXVII, 

By Helle's stream there is a voice of wail 1 
And woman s eye is wet— man's cheek is oale • 
Xiileika! l.-ist of Gl.aftir's race, 

1 hy destined lord Is come too late ; 

He sees not— ne’er shall see ihy face I 
Can he not hear 

The loud \V«il-vvu)leli warn his dlsinni car ? + 
Thy han<Jiiiai<ls weeping ai ihe gate, 
iu -chanters of the hymn of file, 

\he silent slave* wiih foldc<l arms that wail 
bigh* In the hall, nud shrieks upon Ihe cale. 

Tell him thy lale 1 
Thou dulst not view thy Selim fall I 

Uiat fearful moment when he left ihe rave 
Ihy he.an grew chill j 

lie wtu thy hojie— iJiy joy— thy love— ihine all— 
And that last thought on him ihou couldst not 
save 

Sufficed to Mil : 

Burst forih in one wild cry— and all was still. 

I »ce lo Ihy broken hean. and virgin gravel 
Ah, happy I bin of life to Jose the worst I 
llwt grivf- though deep— though fatal— waa 
thy first ! 

Thrice happy ! ne'er to feci nor fear the force 
Ul absence, sliame, pride, hate, revenge, re- 
morse I "flies I 

And, I that pang where more ihnn marl ness 
f »I«P— and never dies ; 

I ghaslly night, 

* ^ ligM^ ^ ^ d‘*'l<ness, and yci loathes the 

IlTuiTe^* Around, and (ears the quivering 

k-Mti depart I 

Woe to th«. rash ana unrelenting chief I 

'hy head, 

Vi niy the sackcloth o er thy limbs doth spread; 
By ih.it same h.ind AUJallah-Selim-bleil. 

Now lull tea I ,hy beard in idle grief : 

Thy pciile of heart, thy bride for Osman's bed, 
bhe. "horn thy sulian had but seen to wed, 

1 hy Daughter's d^ad ! 

Hope of thine age. thy twilight’s lonely beam. 
Ww that shone on HcUe's stream. 

hA?t“?h^! *®y^-‘he blood that thou 

Hark I to the hurried question of Despair • 
'''^r\^^«^™y/hild?'-an Echo aV^wers- 
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Within the place of thousand tombs 
That shine beneath^ while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms 
And withers not» though branch and leaf 
Are stamp'd uilh an eternal grief, 

Like early iinreouited Love, 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

£v n in that deadly grove*- 
A single rose is shedding ilxrre 
Us lonely lustre, meek ami pale: 

It looks os planted by l>es|>air^ 

So white— so faint— tlie slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on liigh ; 

AikI yet, thougk) storms hihI blight assail. 
And hands more niOe than uiiniy sky 
May wring It from the stem— in vain— 

I'o* morrow sees it bloom again : 

The stalk seme spirit gently rears. 

And waters with celestial tears ; 

For well mav maids of Helle deem 
That this can be no earthly flower. 

Which mocks the temr«st's withering hour, 
And buds unshelter d by a bower ; 

Nor droops, though Spring refuse her shower, 
Nor WOOS the summer beam : 

To it the livelong night there sings 
A bird unseen— but not remote : 

Invisible his airy wings, 

But soft as harp that Houri strings 
His long entrancing note ! 

It were the Bulbul ; but his throat. 

Though mournful, pours not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve, 

As if they loved in vain ! 

And yet so sweet the tnirs they shed. 

'l*is sorrow so un mix'd with dread. 
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%a well kno-ti Aft lo rewO^r A re'«rf«c*AlmoftC ft«|*«<awo«w, Iwt 
te wnose ^a^m aU MU be d«Ushtc4to fteut 


They scarce can bear the mom to break 
That melancholy spell. 

And longer yet ^vould weep and wake. 

He sings so wild and well ! 

Rftii when the day* blush burs'sfrom high, 
Ivxpires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe, 
(So fondly youthful dreams deceive. 

Yet harsh he they that blame.) 

That note so piercing and profound 
Will sluipe and syllable its souiul 
Into Kuleika's name.* 

Tis from her cypress* summit heard, 

Th.it melts in nir the liquid word ; 

'Tis from her lowly virgin earth 
11iat white rose i.ilivs its tender birth. 

1 here late was bid a marble stone ; 
live saw it placed— the Morrow gone ! 

It was no mortal arm that bore 
'Hint dce{)*fls*(l pillar to the shore ; 

For there, as Ji elk's legends tell. 

Kext mom 'tw.is found where Selim fell, 

I .ash'd hy the tumbling tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave i 
And there by night, rcclmra, ’tis said. 

1$ seen a ghastly tnrUin'd head : 

And hence extended by ihe billow. 

'Tis rkAined the * h rate* |diu atom's pillow' I' 
Where hrst it by, that mourning flower 
Haih flourish'd ; flourisheth this hour. 
Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale : 

As weeping beauty's ciieek at Sorrow's tale. 


* * And Air7 rhtt ihab'I AAfneA — MCLTON. 

For A iKlict Uwi Ihe ftmiU of (he 4«Ad koheUt the rorm oT 
Untft. »« ft««d M( ir«vel te Ihe tieu. Lord Lritelion'ft fhoet 
Mory. the Oelirf oTihe l>»<heftft of Kendel thei Cooree I. de« 
Mtfo her windo* In the thape of a raven (lee Orforef Atmt- 
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>* I rm] pt w a tef l te M donsir non ponno. 

Tasso, Canto i. 


TO THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

My dear Moore. 

T DEDICATE to you ihe last production with which I shall trespass on public oailence 
and your indulgence, for some years ; and i own that I feel anxious 10 a^myself of tKis lat^i 
and only oppon unity of adorning my pages with a name consecrated by unshaken public principle 
and the most undoubted and varies tafen is. While I rebnd ranks you among the of hc^ 

1 " * ***"^ alone the first of hei bards in her estimation, and Britain repeals and 

^ocree, permit one w;hose only regret, since our first aconaintance. has become 
5r “ ^mmenced. to add the humble but sincere Stfffrage of friendship to the 

of more than one nation- It will at least prove to you that i have neither forgotten the cratifica 
lion derived from your society, nor abandoned the prospect ofiis renewal, w henUer yoifr t« sS ?e 
or inclination allows you to atone to your fnends for loo long an absence, It 1$ said amonfr 

P ‘ ‘t’ in the composition of a poem whose «ene wIR 

^ laid in the East ; none can do those scenes so much justice. The w roaigsof your tiunrrv 

and fic^ spimoXhcr ssjq^^^ filing of her ^Tughlcm. may there & 

founcT. and CoTTIns, when he denominated his Orienul hrs Irish Eclogues was not awa4 how 
c^udJd K ? Irnaginaiion will creatfa warme? sun ac^ 1 ^ 

'i^***! tenderness, ai»d originaliiy are part of your national claim of Oriental 

^ ***'«*' men are supposed to he fluent, and none 

BtSiLr«<k or:y.\Vh ,]^y ^u!:ila '*«?■ 

s f “i/ 


is part 


yrt er.n€iAmT^^ iwoD siblc^^t ^ .SontcijQna.cn!Jci*ficf 


--v— It HU nau ocen nnrviu^i 

hably like, since ihiy’arrunVv^ribb-^^if’'*"!*^^ self.' the pictures ai^ pro- 

who do not, I have Utile inieresi in ^ '^•>0 are undeceived, and (hose 

acquaintance should think the author'* W^rk ^'.k ^5'^* no l^rticular desire that any but my 
a iTrtle surprise, and wlhaw am^rn^*!; imagining ; but I cannot help 

I when 1 see several baSs UMm^J^di^inJ i^u exceptions m the pieseni instance, 

\fpom all participation in the faults 5*tKi^'J RUow) in very reputable plight, and quite exen»pied 
Wore moSliiy thin ^ J Gi?c^ • nevertheless might be found wiih Hitle 

very repulsive personage • and^' m to be a 

Ibey pleue. ^ S . Mfl as to his identity, those who hke it must give him whatever a/itu 
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i' W remote <l»e impression, it might be of some service to me 

lhat the man who is alike the delight of his readers and his friend^ ili« poet of all circl^andThe 
idol of bis own, pcrinus me here aud elsew Jiere 10 subscribe m>'self. 

Most truly and aflectionaiely. 

«s _ a l^isoboJiuiKservant. 

jaHUitry 2. 1614. BYRON. 


CAN'IO I'HE Ml^T. 


— MrtKKw (Uiire. 

C rx rK«>mAMt 4el r«lK« 

KelU mu^cnA. — .-Oani a. 


t 

O'kk the glad waters of the dirk'blue sea,* 
Our thoughts as boundless, and our souU as free, 
Kar as the breeze can be.ir. the billows foam. 
Survey our empire, and behold our home I 
1 hese are our realms, no limits to tlieir sway — 
Our flag (he seep ire all »ho meet obey. 

Ours the wild life in tumult still to range 
From toil lo rest, and joy in every change. 

Oh, who can (ell? not thou, luxurious sukve I 
Whose soul would sicken o’er the heaving wave; 
Not thou, vain lord of w’antonness and ease ( 
Whom sluml>er soothes not^pleasure cannot 
please— 

Oh, who can (ell, sas'e he whose hearihaih tried. 
And danced in triumph o’er the waters wide, 
The exulting sense— the pulse’s maddening j^y. 
That thrills the wanderer of lhat trackless way? 
That for itself can woo the approaching fight. 
And turn what some deem danger to delight ; 
That seeks whai cravens shun with more than 
seal. 

And where the feebler faint can only feel— 
Keel— to the rising bosom's inmost core, 

Its hope awaken and itssjurit soar? 

No drc.id of death if with us die our fucs— 
Save that it seems even dullenlian repose t 
Come when it will— we snatch the life of life— 
When lost — what recks it bu( disease or strife ? 
l.et him who crawls enamour’d of decay. 

Cling to his couch, and sickea years away ; 
Heave his lluck breath, and snake his palsied 
head ; 

Qurs— the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 
While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul, 
Ours with one pang— one bound- escapes con- 
trol. 

His corse may boast its urn and narrow cave. 
And (hey who louthed his life may gild his grave: 
Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed. 
^Vhcn Ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 
For us. even banquets fond regret supply 
In the red cun that crowns our memory ; 

And (he biief epitaph in danger’s day, 

When (hose who win at length divide ibe prey. 


* Th* tiio« la ihU ewy »e«m W 

rMMev Sul in* of ih« Stgeau hks urv wrtbia a few 

Soun’ *$ii of tli« Mdaeiu. a^llw reader wnM be Um 
«AM«h u take (be mW ts 1 bave en«a leM IL 


And cry, Remembrance saddening o’er each 
brow. 

How liad lias brave who fell exulted nmu!' 

11 . 

Such were the notes that from the Pirate’s isle, 
Around tlie kindling watch-fire rang the while ; 
buch were ilie sounds lhat thrill’d the rocks 
I along. 

And unto ears as rugged seem’d a song I 
In scatter’d groups upon iJie golden sand, 

They game — carouse— couverse — or wh«( the 
brand 

Select the arms— to each his blade assign, 

And ^reless eye the Wood that dims its shine ? 
Repnir liie boat, replace the helm or oar. 

While others straggling muse along the shore; 
For the wild bird ine busy springes set, 

Or spread beneath the sun the dripping net ; 
Case where some dlsuni anil a Sfwck supplies. 
With all ilw thirsting eye of enterprise ; 

Tell o’er the tales otmany a night of toil, 

And marwl where they next si ml I seise a spoil : 
No matter herv— dicir chiefs allotment this ; 
'Theirs, to bvlUn'e no |)rcy nor plan amiss. 

But who that C’lltr.K? his name on every shore 
Is famed and fear’d— tliey ask and know no more. 
With these he mingles not but (0 command : 
Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 
Ne'er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 
But (hey forgive his silence for success. 

Ne’er for his lip the purpling cup tliey fill, 
l hat goblet passes him untasted still— 

And for his fare— (he rudest of his crew 
Would (h.it. in turn, have pass’d un tasted (00 ; 
iilajth’s coarsest bread, the garden's homeliest 
roots, 

And scarce (he summer luxury of fruits. 

His short repast In humbleness supply 
With all a hermit’s board would scarce deny. 
But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense. 

HH mind seems nourish’d by lhat abstinence. 

* Steer to that shore I ’—they sail. ' Do this I ' 
— tis done I 

‘ Now form and follow me I '-the spoil is won. 
Hius prompt his accents and bis actions sdU, 
And all obey and few inquire hU will ; 

To such, brief .inswer and contemptuous eye 
Convey reproof, nor further deign r^iiy. 
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* A sail ! — a sail I ' — a promised prise to Hope 1 
Her nation— flag— how speaks the telescope? 
No prize, alas 1 but yet a welcome sail : 

'I'he blood-rcd signal glitters In the gale. 

Ves— she is ours— a hon<e>retuming bark~ 
Blow fair, thou breeze !— she anchors ere the 
Already doubled is the cape — our bay (dark. 

Receives that prow which proudly spurns the 
spray. 

How gloriously her gallant course she goes I 
Her white wings Hying — never from her foes— 
bhe walks the waters like a thing of life, 

And sccnib to dure the dements to strife. 

Who would not brave the baule-fire — the wreck— 
I'o inwu the monarch of her peopled deck? 

IV. 

Hoarse o'er her side the rustling cable rings ; 
I'he sails aie furl'd ; and anchoring, round site 
swings : 

And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Her Mat descending from the latticed stern. 
'I'is m an n d — t h e oa rs keep concert to the si rand, 
Till grates her keel umh the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome snout)— the friendly speech* 
When hand grasps hand uniting on the Iwaeh ; 
The smde. the question, and (hv quirk reply. 
And (he heart’s promise of festivity 1 

V. 

The ridings spread, and gathering grows the 
crowd ! 

The humor voices, and the laughter lotid. 

And woman's gender anxious rone is heard— 
brientis — luisb.inds'- lowrs* names in each dear 
word : 

Oh I arc they s.ife? we ask not of success * 
But shall we see them ? will their accents bless? 
rrom where ihcUtille roars. iM billows chafe. 
They doubtless boldly pid- but who are s.-tfe? 
Here let them hnsic to gladden nnrl stirprise 
And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes I * 

VI. 

' Where Is our chief? for him we bear report— 
And doubt that joy— which hails our coming- 
short ; • 

Yei thus sincere 'lIs cheering, though so brief: 
Uut, Juan \ inst.ani guide us to our chief* 

Our g reeling paid, we'll feast on our return 
And all shall hear what each may wish to Icam ’ 
Ascending slowly by the rock-hewn way 
To where his watch-tower beetles o er the bay 


‘ Tls ho— *tis Conrad— here, as wont — alone ; 
On— Juan and make our purpose known. 

The Kirk lie view s— tfnd tell him w c would greet 
His ear with ridings lie must quickly meet : 

We dare not yet approach — thou know'st his 
mood. 

XSHien strange or uninvited steps intrude.* 


Him Juan sought, and told of (heir intent : 

He spake not. but a sign express'd assent. 
These Juan calls— they come — to Iheir salute 
He bends him slightly, but Ids lips are mute. 

' I'hese letters, Chief, are from (he Greek — thb 

W. 

Who still nrochunis our s|>oil or pe*"*^ nigh : 
Whate'er his tidings, we can well report 
Much that'- ' |*eace. peace I '- lie cuts their 
pmring short. 

Wondering they turn, abash’d, while each to 
each 

Conjecture w hispers in his muttering sfieech ; 
I'hey watch his glance u ith many a stealing look, 
To gather how chat eye (he ridmgs took : 

Hut. (his as if be guess'd, with he.ul aside, 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride 
He read the scroll—' My tablets. Juan, Imrk— 
Where is Oonsalvo ? ' 

* In the anchor'd bark.’ 
•Inere let him slay— to him this order bear, 
liack to your duty— for ihy course prepare : 
Myself this enterpnse to-night will share.' 


>ea«eiu sircauu Irom granite basins 

buf^t, 

reap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst • 
From ciag to cliff tlwsy mouai.— Near yonder 
cave. 

mat lonely straggler looks along the wave? 

In pensive posture leaning on (he brand 
Not oft a reftisg-staS to Uut rod ? 


*To*i»glit, Lord Conrad?' 

^ 'Ay I at set of suti : 

T he breeze will freshen when the day Is dene, 
My corslet— cloak— one hour wnd we ate gone. 
Simg on thy bugle— see ihnt free from rust 
My carWncdock springs worthy of my trust • 

M the cilgc shariMMi'd of my bouifJhig.brand, 
And give its giurtj more room to fit my hand* 

1 his 1y( the armourer wirii S|Mvd <lis|>o« : 

L^t rime, it moro fatigued my arm Omu foes: 
Mark that the sign.ibguii bu duly fired. 

To tell us when iJic Mur of stay i expired.* 


They make obciMiicc, and re I in* in h.astc, 
loo soon tosci'k ag.iln ihe w.aiery uusip • 

repine not— so that Conmd guides: 
Aiw who dare question nught that he decides? 
1 hat man of loneliness and mystery, 

smile, and seldom heard to sigh ; 
Whose name appnis the fiercest of his crew 
And tints each swarthy check with sallower hue: 
Sri II sways their souls with that conimanditig art 
Hint dazzles, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart 
\Vlia( is that spell, that thus his lawless train 
Confess and envy, vet oppose in vain ? 
what should it b«,ihat thus their fa jih can bind? 
Ilia power of Thought— the magic of the Mind I 
Unk d with success, assumed and kept with 
loai moulds another's weakness to its * 
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Wields with their hands, but, stiU lo these uo* 
known, 

Makes even their cnifhriest deeds appear hisown. 
Such hath it been — shall be : beneath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one I 
Tis nature's doom— but let the wretch who toils. 
Accuse not, hate not him who wears (he spoils. 
Oh I if he knew the weight of splendid chains, 
How light the balance of his humbler pains \ 

IX. 

Unlike (he heroes of each ancient race. 

Demons in act, but gods at leas( in rnce» 

In Conrad's form seems liule to admire. 

Thou gh h is dark ^ebro w shades a glince of re ; 
Robust but not Herculean — to the sight 
No giant frame sets forth his common height ; 
Yet, in the whole, who paused to look again, 
Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men: 
They gate and marvel how— and still confess 
That thus it is, but why (hey cannot guess. 
Sun'bumt his cheek, his forehead high and pale 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil ; 

And oft perforce his riMng lip reveals 
The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce con* 
ceals. 

Though smooth his voice, and calm his general 


mien, {seen : 

Still seems there something he would not have 
His features' deepening lines and varying hue 
At times attracted, yet perplex'd the view, 

As if within that murkiness of mind 
Work’d feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 
Such might it be— that none could truly tell— 
Too close Inquiry his stern gl.*)ncc would quell. 
There breathe but few whose asj^t might defy 
The full encounter of his searching eye ; 

He had the skill, when Cunning's gate would 
asek [cheek, 

To probe his heart and watch hia changing 
At once the obsener's purpose to espy. 

And on himself roll back his senitiny. 
l^t he to Conrad rather should betray 
Some secret thought, than drag that chiefs to 
day. 

There was a laughing Devil in his sneer. 

11 mt raised emotions both of rage and fear : 
And where his frown of hatred darkly fell. 

Hope withering fled, and Mercy sigh'd farewell!* 

• Thai CoMti I* • «hir»««» alwcethw o«i •aivje, t 
ktiall i« prove by whKh 

1 hive met »IUi since wrUiitf * The Ce«a*» 

* 'EceeUn pmonokr; dU K«Ui»d-»i. ‘seorerwon Oaaa «a 
silence il Mi !*•» ««« 

donneii pwM d esaor t a ptofc^e 

Birta e^ndaai tes solHit* et kt peoples acenjmi^ , ib 
Km|Sc;J -Oir eel h—e. JeOb « V— *• 
eerMlk relai*-! *le iom»« _ *1** *!?J*?? 

4*uM petite i.siUcj aiis toot tasp^t de 

Mi^ortcueni wpeibe-et pa r s«. ^ <«*•<*. •* tJo»S*b 

5?SpSrTrTO»««. ^ 

"Tgra'^ri. 

^ c< ar Otooer aad ComU. 


X. 

Slight are the outward signs of evil thought. 
Within- within — '(was there the spirit wrought f 
Love shows all changes : Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no further than (he bitter smile : 

The lip's least curl, the lightest paleness thrown 
Along the govern'd aspect, speaJr alone 
Of deeper passions, and to judge their mien. 

He who would sec, must be himself unseen. 
Then— with the hurried tread, the upward eye, 
The clenched hand, the pause of agony, 

That listens, starting, lest the step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear : 
Then— with each feature working from the heart. 
With feelings loosed to strengthen— not depart; 
That rise, convulse, contend— that freese, or 
. rgfow, 

Rush in the cheek, or damp upon the brow ; 
Then. Stranger i if thou canst, and iremblestnoh 
Behold his soul— the rest that soothea his lot I 
Mark how that lone and blighted bosom sears 
The scathing thought of execrated years I > 
Behold— but who hath seen, or e'er shall see, 
Man as himself— the secret spirit free? 

J xt. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 
To kad the guilty— guilt's worst iiMnimunt : 
His soul was changed, before his deeds had 
driven 

Him forth lo war with man and forfeit heaven. 
Warp'd by the world in Disappointment's school, 

t in words loo wise, in conduct thtrt a fool ; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop, 
Doom'd by his very virtues for a dupe. 

He cursed those virtues as (he cause of ill. 

And not (he traitors who betray'd him still : 

Nor deem d that gifts bestow’d on better men 
Had left him joy. and means to give acnin. 
Fear'd, shunn d, belied, ere youth had lost her 
force, 

He haled man too much to feel remorse. 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call, 

I'o pay t)w injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain, but be deem'd ^ 
The rest no better than the thing he seem'd ; 
And scorn'd the best as hypoahes who hid 
Those deeds the bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew himself detested, but he knew 
The hearts that loathed him, crouch'd and 
dreaded too. 

Lone. wild, and strange, he stood alike exempt 
From all aifection and from all contempt : 

His name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 
But they that (ear'd him dared not (o despise. 
Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 
Tlie slumbering venom of the folded snake : 

The first may turn, but not avenge (he blow ; 
The last expires, but leaves no living foe ; 

Past to the doom'd offender's form it clings. 

And be may crash— not conquer— still it stings ? 
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N«Mi» are all evil — quickening round his heart, 
One sofierTeeTmg would not yet depart : 

Oft could he sneer at others, as 
By passions worthy of a fool or child ; 

Yet 'gainst that passion vainly still he strove. 
And even in him it asks the name of I^ve ! 

Yes, it was love— unchangeable — unchanged, 
Felt but for one from w hom he never ranged ; 
Though fairest captives daily met his eye 
tie shunn d, nor sought, but coldly pass'd (hem 

[bower, 

lliOMgh many a beauty droop'd in prison'd 
None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 
Yes— It was Love— if thoughts of tenderness. 
Tried m temptation, strengthen'd by distress, 
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime 
And yet— oh. more than all j— untired by time ; 
Which nor defeated hope, nor baflWd wile 
Could render sullen were she near to smile! 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 
On her one murmur of his discontent • 
Which^till wouUI meet with joy. with calmness 

Lest that his look of grief should rc.ich”lw 
Which nought removed, nor menaced to re- 
move— 

If there be love in mortals- this was love I 
He was a villain— ay, reproiiches shower 
wk non he passion, nor its power. 

Which on y proved, all other virtues gone . 

Nor guiU Itself could quench thU loveliest one I 
xtit. 

momcnt-till his hastening men 
Mcfil downward to the glen, 

btrange tidings t-many a peril have I past. 
Nor know I why this next appears the liSt I 
NaVfsJlf muvi not fear, 

•T?. « h » here. 

oVu k“ ^ S-T.'? • to wait 

im here tbt^ hum us to undoubted fate- 

And If my p[an but hold, and Fortune sr^ilc 
We I furnish mourners for our funeral pile 

let lhemshimU‘r-i.eaceful be their dreams! 

blow, thou brcc«>) 
To ih^ slow avengers of the se.as, ^ 
Now to Mvdom— Oh I my sinking heart 
^ftg may her own he liKliier than ^art • 

tmJt wLen: .re 

fil?." •'■S'” "'''y “'k ‘o save 

^his^wmmon cour.tge which with brutes we 

Tliai owei lis dcadHcsi efforts to despair 
Small merit claims ; but twas my^l^rlKme 
To teach mv few with numbers sUll lo cow 
l^ng have I led them— not to vainly bS?- 

^ iS k'hT " wcLdi ■ 

^ let it be— it irks not me to die • 

Bui thus 10 uigie them whenw they canuoi fly. 


My lot hath long had little of my care. 

But chafes my pride thus baffled in the snare : 
Is this my skill ? my czaft ? to set at last 
Hope, power, and life upon a single cast } 

Oh, Fate!— accuse thy folly, not thy fate; 

She m.ay redeem ibec still — nor yet too late.’ 

xtv, 

Thus with himself communion held he. till 
He reach'd the summit of his to wer*crown*d hill* 

There at the portal paused— for wild and soft 
He heard those accerjts never heard too oft ; 
Through the high lattice far yet sweet they run", 
And these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 

' in my soul that tender secret dwells, 
I.^nely and lost to light for evermore, 

S. 1 W when to thine my heart resj>onsive swells. 

I hen trembles into silence as before, 

There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp 

eternal,— but unseen : 
Which not the darkness of despair can damp, 

I hough vain its ray as it h.ad never been. 

• Remcmlier me— Oh ! pass not thou my grave 

Wi thou i on c thougl 1 1 whose rel ics t here reel ine : 
1 he only pang my bosom dare not brave 
Musi be to find forgetfulness in thine. 

' %^’»'*«^-f«*ft‘«‘st-Iatest accents hear : 

Orief for ilie de.ad not virtue can reprove ; 
ri^ give mc‘ .ill I ever ask'd— a tear. 

The first— last— sole reward of so much level ’ 
He p.i8s'd the portal-cross'd the corridor. 

And reach <1 the chamber as the si nun gave o'er: 
My own Mwlora !— sure thy song is sad ' 

• In Conrad's al>scnee woulOst iliou have it clad? 
VS iihout thine c,ir <0 llvien to niy lay ^ 

must my song my thoughts, my soul beimv 
boll must e.ich accent to my bosom suit, 
n'h «nfiush d-ali hough my lips » ere muiel 
Oh ! many a night on this lonr couch reclined. 
My dre.iniing fear wiih storms h.iili winr d the 

WlflcJ^ f «l 

And deem'd 1 he breath that faintly fan n'd thv 
I he murmuring |>ivlu4lo of the ruder cule * 

1 hough soft, it seem'd the low profihetjc dirge, 
I iiat mourn d thee floating on the savage surge: 
Mill wcmld I rrse to rouse tlic beacon lire, ® 
\m less true should let the blaze expire : 

^ restless hour oulw.itch d each star, 
Ak^r came -and still thou won afar 

aIU '"y bosom blew, 

A^H troubled view. 

And still I ga«:d and gated-and not a prow 
W.is gnmied to my tears, my truth, my vpw » 

At length twasn^n-l hail'd and West the mast 
»'ght-« near'd— Alas, ii p.is5‘d I 
^otW came-O Cod I 'twas thine nt last ! 
W^ld that those davs were over! wilt thou ne'er, 

*0 share? 

^ iKmIe wealth, and many a 

As bright as this Invites us not to roam : 
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Tiiou know' St it is not peril that I fear, 

I only tremble wlicn thou art not bore : 

Then not for mine, but that far dearer life, 
Which flics from love and languishes for strife— 
How strange that heart, to me so tender still. 
Should war with nature ami its better will I * 


' Yea, strange indeed— that heart hath long been 
changed ; 

Wo mi -I ike twas irampkd— adder-like avenged. 
W'iihoui one hope on earth beyond thy love, 

And scarce a glimpse of mercy from abov*c. 

Yet the same wUng which thou dost condemn 1 
My very love to thee is hate to them. 

So closely mingling here, that dlscntwinrd, 

I ccasu to love thee when 1 love mankind : 

Yet dread not this- the proof of all the past 
Assures the future that mv love will Last ; 

Pul— 0 Medora I nerw thy gentler heart : 

This lionr again— but noi for long— we part.' 

* This hour we part !— my heart foreboded this! 
Thus ever fade iny fairy dreams of bliss. 

This hour— it cannot be- this hour away J 
Yon bark hath hardly anchor’d in the bay : 

Her consort still is absent, and her crew 
Have need of rest before they toil anew : 

My love! thou mock'st my weakness; and 
w'Ouldsi steel 

My breast before the lime when it must feel ; 

But Irific now no more with my distress. 

Such mirth hath less of play than bitterness. 

I3« silent, Conrad 1— dearest I come and share 
The fen it these hands del igh led to prepare; 
Light toil 1 to cull and dross thy frugal fare I 
See, I have pluck'd the fruit that promised best. 
And where not sure, perplex'd, but pleased 
guess'd 

At such ns seem'd the fairest : thrice the hill 
My steps have wound to try the cookst nil ; 

•yes I thy sherbet lo-nlght will sweetly flow, 

See how it sptiikks In its vase of snow I 
The grape's gay )uice ihy boso*n never cheers ; 
'Thou more than Moskm when the cup appears 
Think not 1 mean to chide— for 1 rejoice 
%Vhat others drum a penance b thy choice. 

But come, the board is spread ; our silver lamp 
Is trimm'd, and heeds not the Siroccos damp. 
Then shall my handmaids whik the time along, 
And join with me the dance, or wake the song ; 
Or my guitar, which still thou lov'st to hear. 
Shall soothe or lull or, should it vex thine ear, 
We ll turn the tale, by Ariosto tdd. 

Of fair OIj nipia loved ami left of old.* 

Why, thou wert worse than he who broke his 
vow 

To that lost d.amsel, shouklst thou lenxe me nw : 
Or even that trail or chief— Lxe seen tb« smile. 
When the cicarskyshow'd Aiiadiws Isle, 
Which 1 have pointed from these cUCe the while: 
And thus, halt sportive, half in fear, I said, 
llil time ^6uld raise that doubt to more than 
dreiul. 


Thus Conrad, too, will quit me for the main : 
And he deceived me— for — he came again I ' 

Again— again— and oft again, my love 1 
f there be life below', and hope above, 

He will return— but now the moments bring 
I'he time of parting with redoubled wing : 

1 he why— the where- what boots it now to tell? 
Since all must end in (hat wild word— farewell 1 
Yet would 1 fain— did time allow— disclose— 
Fear not— ihc»e are no formidable foes ; 

And here shall w atch a more than wonted guard, 
For sudden siege and long defence prepared : 
Nor be ihou lonely— though ihy lord's away. 
Our matrons and thy handmaids with thee slay 5 
And this Ihy comfort— that when next we meet, 
Security shall make repose more sweel- 
List !— tis ilie bugle’— Juan shrilly blew— ^ 

* One kiss— one more— another— Oh I Adieu I 




She rose— site sprung— she clung to his embrace. 
Till bis heart heaved beneath her hidden face ; 
Hcd.ired not raise to his that deep*blue eye. 
Whkh dow iicasi droop'd in tearless agony. 

Her long fair hair lay floating o'er his arms, 

! n all tile w j Id ness of d ishevel I' d ch arm s ; 

Scarce beat that bosom where his image dwelt 
So full —/Au/ feeling seem’d almost unTcH I 
Hark- peals the ihunder of the signal-gun I 
it lolri 'twas sun»et, aud he cursed |hat sun. 
Again— again— that form he madly press d. 
Which mutely clasp'd. Imploringly wrrtsd 1 
And tottering iu the couch his bride he bore. 

One iiKinicnt gared. as if to gaze no more ; 

Felt that for him earth held but her alone, 
Kiss'd lier cold forehead — turn’d — 11 Conrad 
gone? 

XV. 

•And b be gone?’— on sudden solitude 
How oft that fearful question will Intnide . 

• 'Twas but an instant past, and here he ^ 10 ^ • 
A nd no w '—wit houi 1 he portal's porch she rush 0 . 
And then at kngih her tears in freedom g'Wji Jf ; 
Big. bright, and fast, unknown to her they • 
But still her lips refused to send- * Farewell 1 
For in that word— that fatal word— how eer 
We promise, hope, believe— there breathes ao- 
spair. 

O’er ei ery feature of that still, pale face, 

Had sorrow fix'd whnt time can neer erase . 
The lender blue of that large loving eye 
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy, 

T-iU— oh, how far I— it caught a glim we ol nim. 
And ilwn it flow'd, and frenzied seem d to swi^ 
Through those long. dark, and glistening tasMS 
dew’d .. 

Wiih drops of sndness oft to be renew d. 

•He's gone! -against her heart 'hnt^hwd^'s 

Convu'l^'and quick - then gently nistd to 
She look'd, and saw the heaving of the nrein 
The white saU sei-she 

But turn'd with sickening soul wiihm the gate— 
* U is DO dream— and t am d esol at e 1 
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From crag to crag desccadme, swiftly sped 
Stem Conrad down, nor oncene turn'd bis head ; 
But shrunk w hene'er the windings of hb way 
Forced on his eye whnt he w ould not sun’ey, 
His lone but lovely dwelling on the steep, 

That hail'd him first when homeward from the 
deep ; 

And she — the dim and melancholy star, 

Whose ray of beauty reach'd him from afar. 

On her he must not ga<e, he must not think, 
There he might rest — but on Destruction's 
brink : 

Yet once almost he stop|>'d, and nearly gave 
l-lis fate to chance, his projects to the wave ; 

But no— it mu a I not be— n worthy chtef 
May inch, but tioi betray to woman's grief. 

He secs his U\rk, lie notes how fair the wind. 
And slernly gathcra nil his imghl of mind : 
Again he hurries on ; and as lu: hears 
The dang 0/ tumult vibrate on his ears. 

'I hc busy souHils. the bustle of the shore, 

The shout, (he signal, and the dashing uar ; 

As marks his eye the soaboy on the mast, 

I'hc anchors rise, the sails unfurling fast. 

The waving kerchief* of the crowd that urge 
That mute adieu 10 those who Stem the surge * 
And more Ihan all. hU blood-red Hag aloft ** 
He marvdUl how hU heart could seem 10 soft, 
rire in his glance, and wildness in his breast 
He feels of all his former self possest ; ' 

He bounds— he flics— until his footsteps reach 
The verge where ends the cliff, begins ilie lieaeh 
Therechecks his speed: but pauses Itss to b^ihe 
The breesy freshness of the deep beneath. 

Than there his wonted statelier step renew ; 

Nor rush, disturb'd by haste, to vulgar view' ' 
Forw'ell had Conrad Jearn'd to curb the crowd 
Bv arts that veil, and ofi preserve the proud • ' 
His wai the lofty port, the distant mien 
That seems to shun the sight— and awes if seen • 
The solemn aspect, and the high- 1 >om eye. 

That checks low mirth but lacks not courtesy • 
All these he wielded to command assent * ^ ' 

But where ho wish'd to win, so well unbeni 
1 hat kindness cancell'd fear in those who h^rd 
And ©1 hers' gifts show d mean beside his word! 
when echo a to the heart as from his own 
His dexp yet tender melody of tone * 

But such was foreign to his wonted mood 
He cared not what he soften'd, but subdued • 
The evil passions of his youth had made * 
Him value less who loved— than what obey'd. 

xvjt. 

Around him mustering ranged hi$ ready ituorJ 
Before him Juan sunds-* Ate all prepared?' ' 
fhg^are— nay, more- embark'd j the latot 

Walls but my chief— 


' My sword and my caj>ote.' 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung. 

His bell and cloak w ere o'er his shoulders flung ; 
‘Call Pedro here}' — He comes — and Conrad 
bends 

With all the courtesy he deign'd his friends : 

• Receive tli«*sc CAbU is. siiid jierusew’ith enre, 
Words of high triisi .*iikI initli are graven there j 
Double (he guard, ami when Ansel mo's bark 
Arrives, let him alike those orders ni.aik : 

In three days fserve llie breeze) the sun shall 
sliine 

On our return— till then all ponce be thine J' 
This said, his broilwr pirate’s hand he v\ rung. 
Then to his bo.K with haugluv gesture spuing. 
Flash’d the dipt oiirs. and s*parkliiig with the 
,suuke, 

Arotiiitl cl M 3 w.ivos' j •) kOMihoric • biiglitiiuss 
broke ; 

^ ^'•*y the so*srl - on the tieck ne slands — 
^hTicks the sill ill whisiU— ply iho hiuy hands : 
He marks how well the *lii|* hvr holm obeys. 
How gallant ail her crow —and doigns to piaise, 

His eyes of pride to young Go n salvo turn 

■ Why doth he start, and inly seem 10 mourn? 
Alas I chose eyes IHield In* rocky tower. 

And live a moment o er the |viriing hour ; 
^•^—his Medora— did shemaik the prow ? 

Ah f never loved he half so much ns now ! 

Bui much must vet be done ero daw 11 of day— 
Again he mans mm self and turns awny ; 

Down to the cabin with Uonsalvo liends. 

And there unfolds bis plan — his means — arid 
ends : 

Before them burns the bmp, and spreads the 
chart, ' 

And all that speaks and aids the naval an • 

They to the midnight watch protract debate : 
lo anxious eyes what hour is c\or late? 
Meantime the steady broosc serenely blew, 

And fS 4 t and falcon-like the vessel fiew * 

headlands of each clustering 

To gain their port — long — long ere morning 
smile : I bay 

A^ soon ihe night-glass through the narrow 
Discovers where ihc I'acha's galiejs lay. 

C^nt they each sail, and mark how there supine 
JTie lights in vain o’er heedless Moslems shine, 
be^re, unnoted, Conrad's prow pass'd by. 

And anchor'd where his ambusli meant to lie j 
ween d from espial by the jutting cape, 
iMt ream on high its rude faniasiic shape. 

I hen TOie his band lo duly— not from sleep— 
tquippd for deeds alike on land or deep * 

W hik lean'd their leader o'er the fretting flood 
Aud calmly talk d— and yet he talk d of blood I 


244 


THE CORSAIR. 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


* C«MMe»te \ dubiosi <W«irj t*— D aXTE. 


In Coron'4 btty floats many a ipilley light. 
Through Coron’s lattices the lamps are bright. 
For Seyd. the Pacha, makes a feast (o*nighc : 

A feast for promised triumph yet to come. 
When he shall drag (be fetter d Rovers h^e i 
'I'his h.ith he sworn by Alla and his sword ; 
And faithful to his flrm.in and his word, 

His summon’d prows collect along the coast, 
And great the gathering crews, and loud the 
boast 

Already shared the captives and the prize. 
Though far the distant foe (hey thus de^se : 
Tis but to sail— no doulx to*morroxv’s sun 
Will see the Pirates bound— their lia^'cn won ! 
Meantime the watch m.iy slumber, if (hey will. 
Nor only wake to war. but dre.iming kill. 
Though all, who c.in, disperse on shore and seek 
To flesh their glowing valour on the Greek ; 
How well such deed Incomes the lurban’d brave. 
To b.ire the sabre’s edge before a ski>‘e 1 
Infest bis dwelling— but forbear (oslay. 

Their arms arc strong, yet merciful to-day, 

And do not deign to smite because they may 1 
Unless some gay caprice suggests the Mow, 

To keep in pmciice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile, 

And ihey who wish to wear a head must smile ; 
For Moslem mouths produce (heir choicest 
cheer. 

And hoard their curses, till the coast Is clear. 


High in Im hall reclines the turMan’d Serd : 
Around— ihc bearded chiefs Ik came to lead. 
Removrt) ihe ixintjuet. ami the last pilaff— 
Forbidden draughts, ’tis sakl. he dared to quaff. 
I’hough (o the rest ihc sober l*crry*s juice,* 

The slaves bear round for rigid Moslems* use : 
The long chllxMiqucst dissolving cloud supply. 
While dance the Almas t to wild minstreUv. 
I’he rising mom will view the chiefs embark ; 
Bui waves are somewhat treacherous in the 
dark ; 

And revellers may more securely sleep 
On silken couch than o’er Ihe rugged deep ; 
Feast there who can— nor combat till they must. 
And less to conqiKSl than to Korans trust : 

And yet the numbers crowded in his hosl 
Might warrant more than even Ihe Pacha’s 
boast. 

lit. 

With cautious reverence from the outer gate. ^ 
blow' stalks the slave, whose offke there to wait. 


Bows his bent head, his hand salutes the floor, 
F.re yet his tongue the trusted tidings bore : 

’ A captive Decaise. from the Pirate s nest 
Escap^, is here— himself would tell the rest.’* 
He look (he sign from Seyd’s assenting eye, 
And led (he holy man in silence nigh. 

His arms wore folded on his dark*gre«n vest. 
His step was feeble, and his look deprest ; 

Yet worn he seem’d of hardship more than years. 
And pale his cheek with penance, not from fears. 
Vow’d to his Cod— his sable lo^s he w ore, 
And these his lofty cap rose proudly o’er ; 
Around his form his loose long robe was thrown, 
And wrapt a breast bestow’d on Heaven alone ; 
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann’d, 

He calmly met the curious cse$ that scann’d ; 
And question of hts comirtg rain would seek, 
Before the Pacha’s will allow’d to speak. 


' Whence com’st thou, Dervise ?' 

’ From the outlaw’s den, 

A fugItiN'c— • 

‘Thy enpturo where and when?* 
* From Sealaneno’s port to Sclo's isle. 

The Saick was bound ; but Allah did not smile 
Upon our course— the Moslem merchant’s gains 
Tm Rovers won : our limbs have worn their 
chains. 

I had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast, 
Beyond the wandering freedom which I lost ; 


At length a Asher’s humble boat by night 
Afforded hope, and offer’d chance of night i 


• CcSk 
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AtToroed nope, and onerd chance oi nignt. 

I seized Ihe hour, and find my safety here ; 
With thee— most mighiy Pacha ! who can fear?* 

*How' speed the outlaw’s? siand they well pre- 
pared. [guard ? 

Their plunder’d wc.^lth. and robber's rock, to 
Dream they of ihis our preparation, doom’d 
To view with fire their scorpion nest consumed ? 

* Pacha I the fetter'd captive’s mourning eye, 
That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy: 

I only hwrd the reckleas waters roar, 

Those waves that W'ould not bear me from the 
I only mark’d (he glorious suii and sky, [shore; 
Too bright— too blue— for my captivity ; 

* Jt tws b«eti (has Conrad** niettac dl<citl»c4 1* 

a ap; b ov( orrvatwe;— pahaps »o, J find SMBCthlAS not un* 
like xt i> hiKory. 

* Atksie«a lo etptoee adth hia «>m eyes ihe sure 

Malorian renns^ after dtHTuUnf the colour oT hi* 
hair, (o rial Cartharc la the ehancter oT hU ow» alBhas^dfr l 
and Censeric aaaaaerwL^ ndiuSed tv ihe that 

h« hnd «at«rcatn«d«^d(*eais*«dKhnEB(«ror^KheR«a|a^ 
S«d) aa anecdote »ay be rejected a* aa iaprohable henen , 
M It b a ScOon vhwh w9qU Ml have been laaelncd eueea 
b the life of a hM’^nsox. OttAm 0* 
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And felt that all which Freedom’s bosom cheers. 
Musi break my chain before il dried my tears. 
This may SI thou judge, at least, from my escape, 
1 hey Utile deem of aught in peril’s shape * 

Kise vainly had I prav’d or sought ihe chance 
1 hai leads me here— if eyed with vigilance: 

1 lie careless guard that did noi see me fly. 

May watch as idly when thy power is nigh. 
Pacha ! my limbs are faint— and nature craves 
Food for in y hunger, rest from tossing waves: 
Permii my absence - peace l>e with thee ! Peace 
With all around !— now' grant reiKJse -rclc.a*r.' 

' Stay. Dervise ! I have more to question -stay 
I do command thee— sit— dost hear?— obey ' 
More I must wk, and foorl the slaves shall bring; 
Thou shall not pine where all are Kintmeiin" 
The supper done— prepare thee to reply. * 
Clearly nnd full— [ love noi mj'siery.* 

'Twerc vain to guess what shook the pious man 
Who look'd not lovingly on that Divan ; 

Nor show’d high relish for a Uin<|uei prest 
And less respect for every fellow -guest. 

'Twas but .a momenrs peevish hectic pass'd 
Along his clieek, and lr,inqiiil]m*d as fasi : 

Me sate him down in silence, and his look 
Resumed the calmness which before forsook * 
The feast was usher d in. hut sumptuous fare 
He shunndas if some poison mingled there, 
ror one so long condemn’d to loll and fast 
Me thinks he strangely spares the rich reiast. 

‘WhM^lls ihec, Dervise? eai^ost thou sup- 

Thisf^t a Christian’s? or my friends thy foes? 

ihoushun the salt? that sacred pledge 
Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre's edee 
Makes even contending tribes in peace unite 
And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight I ’ 

'^Rlt seasons dainties— nnd my f<Rxl is still 
The humbicsl root, my drink the »iin|)lcM rill • 
And my stern vow and order' s« laws omnase ' 
To break or mingle bread with friends or foes • 
h may seem strange- if there aught to dread 

That peril rests upon my single he, id * 
nut for thy sway-nay morc-ihy Sultan's 
I nronc, 

I taste nor bread nor banquet— save alone - 
Infringed our oMer’s rule, the I*rophet’s mee 

I o Mecca s dome might bar my pilgrimage? 

•Well— as thou wilt— .ascetic as thou art— 

One question amwer ; then in peace depart. 
How many ?— Ha ! it c.annot sure be day ? 

What siar—what sun is btirsilng on the bay? 

II shines a lake of fire !— a way —aw ay I ^ ' 

Ho I treachery I my guards ! mv scimitar I 
The galleys feed the flamra— and I afar I 
AccursW Dervise 1 -these thy tklings-thou 

^'^"‘now r ” him— slay him 




Up rose the E>crvise with that burst of light 
Nor less his change of form appall’d the sight : 
Up rose that Denise— not in saintly garb. 

But like a warrior bounding on his b.irb 
Dash’d Ills high cap, and lore Iris robe away— 
bhone his mail'd bivasi. .and flash’d his sabre’s 
ray ! 

Kis close but glUleringcA5<iue. and salilc plume. 
More glmecing eye, and black brow's sabicr 
t gloom, 

(juyudon the Moslems' eyes some Afiit sprite, 
\\ hose demon deal I ». blow left no hope for fight 
IhewiUJ confusion, and the swarthy glow * 

Df naiiifs on high, and torches from below • 
ll>e shrk-k of terror, and the mmgl jug yell— 
ror swoftls Wgiiij lo cLv'ih, .anti shoms luswcll- 
Hur.g o cr that spot of o.irih the air of hell I 
Dm me ted, to and fio, the flying slaves 
Ilchold but blootly shore and fiery w.nes • 

.\ might heeded they the I'aciMt’s angrv cry. 
TArj'ictze that l>erv»so ! — ie'ixc on Z,u'anai '• 

He s.awihr.r lorror- check cl ihc fiist dcsi^lr 
t hat urge-d him but to *t,»n(l and |K‘ri>h ihcre 
^ncc f,tr too e.irly and loo w ell obey'd 
I hefliim.^ w.a$ kindled cre ihe sign,ri made • 

He saw tlwir terror— from his Imidric dicw 
^>»glc— hrief I Ik* blast- but shnllv bletv: 
^^crewT^'^^ gallant 

Why did I doubt ilieir quickness of c.areur. 

And derm design Imd left me single here ?’ 
^wtra his lortg arm-ihat sabre s whirling sway 
Sheds fast a loncmcni for I ts fi rs l d el a y • ^ 

Completes his fury what 1 heir four begun 
Awl makes the many basely quail to one. 

I he cloven luriKins o'er the chamber spread 

Lven .Scyd, convulsed, ocrwIieUu’tl with rage 
surprise, 

NorreaK before lilm, tliongh he sUII defies. 

^o cr.t%en Iw-and yel lie dreads the blow 
^ imicli Confusion magnifies his foe I 
* IS Malting galleys still dwraet his sight, 
le lore his beard, nml fcximing fled The fiffht •• 
hor now tlie pirates pass'd the ' 

Wli^“L*?M iZ wait ; 

" thr^xvs^ Aniaicment shrjeking-kneuling- 

Th^ vain-ihc blood o’erfloNvs J 

lliv C 0^1 rs pouring, haste to where within 
Jnvited Conrad's bugle, and the din ' 

and wild ones for life, 

IToclaim d how w ell lie did the work of strife 

A glutted tiger tnunglmg in his lair I ^ 

ihetr greeting, shorter his reply— 

escapes, -and he must die : 
Much hath U-en done, but more remains to do— 
Their g.oJlcys bbsc— why not the! r city too ?' 
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Quick nt ilic uord, they seized him each a forch. 
And fire the dome from mianret to porch. 

A srern dcliglit was fix'd in Conrad's eye, 
sudden sunk — for on hise^r the cry 
Of women struck, and like the deadly knell 
Knock’<l at that heart unmoved by bailie's yell. 
' Oh ! burst ihe Haram— -wrong noi on your lives 
One female form ; remember— 7«»r have wives. 
On them such outrage Vengeance will rep.ay ; 
Man is our foe. and such *iis ours to slay ; 

Ihii still wc spared — must spare (he weaker prey. 
Oil I I forgot— bin Heaven will not forgive 
Ifai my word the helpless ceaxe to ll'x : 

Follow who w ill— I go— we yet have lime 
Our souls to lighten of at least a crime.* 
Heclimbsihe crackling stair— he bursts (he door. 
Nor feels his feet glow scorching with the floor ; 
His breath clmk^ g.isping with ilie volumed 
smoke. 

Hut still from room to room his way he broke. 
'I'hey search— they find— ihey save : with lusty 
arms 

Each bears n prize of unregarded charms : 

Calm their loud fears ; sustain their sinking 
immes 

With all the care defenceless beauty claims : 
bo >v«ll could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
And check the very hands with gore imbued. 

But who is she whom Conrad's arms convey 
From reeking pile and combat's wreck away ^ 
Who but the love of him he dooms to bleed > 
The Karam queen — bui still the slave of Scyd? 

vt. 

Brief time had Conrad now to greet Gulna/e.* 
Few words to reassure the trembling fair : 

For in that p.\use compassion snatch d from w’ar. 
The foe before retiring, f.isi and far. 

With wonder saNv their footsteps un pursued. 

First slow'Uer lied— then rallied— then withstood. 
This^yd perceives, then first perctives how few, 
Compared wiihlm, the Corsair’s roving crew, 
And blushes o'er his error, as he eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic .and surprise. 

Ana il Alia 1 Vengeance swells theory — 

Shame mounts 10 rage that must atone or die 1 
And flame forflame'and blood for blood must 
tell. 

The tide of triumph ebbs that fiow’'d too wrell— 
When wrath returns 10 renovated strife. 

And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 
Conrad beheld the danger— he beheld 
His followers faint by freshening foes repell'd I 
* One effort— one — to break the circling host I* 
They form— unite— charge— waver— all is lost I 
Within a narrower ring compress'd . beset, 
Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet — 
Ah I now (hey fight in firmest file no more, 
Hemm’d in — cut off— cleft down— and trampled 
o'er, 
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But each strikes singly, silently, and home, 
And sinks outwearied rather than o'ercome. 

His last faint quittance rendering with his breath, 
Till the blade glimmers in the grasp of death I 

VII. 

But first, ere came the rallying host to blow'S, 
And rank to rank and hand to hand oppose, 
Gulnare and all her Karam handmaids freed. 
S.*ife in the dome of one who held tlieir crceil. 

By Conrad’s m.'\n<laie safely were bestow’d. 

And dried those tears for life and fame that 
flow'd I 

And when ih.ai dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
Rcc.all’d (hose thoughts laie wandering In de- 
Much dkl she m.arvel o’er the courtesy [spair, 
Thai smooth'd his accents ; soften'd m his eye : 
*Tw as $1 range — /e<?r robber thus with gore be- 
dew'd 

Seem'd gentler then than Seyd in fondest mood. 
The Pacha w oo'd as if he deem'd the slave 
Must seem delighted with the he.art he gave ; 
The Cors.'iir vow’d protect I on. sooth 'cl affrighl. 
As if his honuige were a womai/s n^itt. [vain : 
*The wish is wrong— n.ay, worse lor fem.ale^ 
Yet much I long to view that chief again ; 

If but to (hank for. whst my fear forgot, 

'('he life my loving lord remember’d not ( ' 

Vtll. 

And him she saw, where thickest carnage spread, 
But gather'd breathing from the happier dead ; 
Far from his band, and battling wiih a host 
That deem right dearly w*on the field he lost, 
Fell’d— bleeding— baffled of the death he sought. 
And snaich'd to expiate all the ills he wrou^t ; 
Preserved to linger and to live in vain, [pain. 
While Vengeance pander'd o'er new* plans of 
And stanch’d the blood She saves to shed again- 
But droo by drop, for 5^*6 s ungluit^ eye 
Would doom him ever dying— ne’er to die ! 

Can this be he ^ triumphant late she saw. 

When his red hand s wild gesture waved, a lawl 
'Tis he indeed— disarm’d, but undeprest, 

Hb sole regret the life he still possest ; « 

HU wounds too slight, though taken with that 
will. (could kill. 

\\^k:h w ould have kiss'd the hand that then 
Oh. were there none, of all the many given, 

To send his soul— he scarcely ask'd to heaven I 
Must be alone of all retain his breath. 

Who more than all bad striven and struck for 
deaths 

He deeply felt— what mortal hearts must feel, 
When thus reversed on faithless Fortune's wlieel. 
For crimes committed, and the victor's threat 
Of lingering tortures to repay the debt. 

He deeply, darkly felt ; but evil pride 
That led to perpetrate, now nerves to bide. 

Still in his stem and self-collected mien 
A conqueror's more than captive's air is seen, 
Though faint with wasting toil and slifleoing 
wound, 

But few (hat saw— so calmly gazed around * 
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Though the far-shouting of the distant crowd, 
Their tremors o'er, rose insolently loud. 

The better warriors who beheld him near, 
Insulted not the foe who taught (hem fear: 

And (he grim guards (hat to his durance led, 

In silence eyed him with a secret dread. 

(X. 

The Leech was sent — but not in mercy— there, 
To note how much the life yet left could bear ; 
He found enough to load with heaviest chain. 
And proinvtc feeling for the wrcncl) of pain : 

1 o-morrow— yea— to-morrow’s evening sun 
Will sinking see impalemeoi’s pangs begun, 
And rising w ith the wonted blush of mom 
Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne. 
Of tonne nts this the longest and (he worst. 
Which adds all other agony to (lursi. 

That day by day death still forbears to slake. 
While famish'd vultures flit around the stake. 

' Oh I water— water 1' — smiling Hate denies 
The victim's pmycr ; for if he drinks, he dies 
This was his doom the I^cch, the gii.»rd. 
were gone. 

And left proud Conratl fetter'd and alone. 

!t. 

'Twere vain to paint to wh.ai his feelings grew— 
U even were doubtful if their victim knew. 
There Is a war, a ehiios of the mind. 

When nil its elements convulsed, combined. 

Lie dark and jarring with perturbed force. 

And gnashing wiih impenitent Kemorse— 

That^uggUng hend— who never spake before 

But cries, *1 warn'd thee I' when the deed is 
o’er 

Vain voice 1 the spirit burning but unbent, 

May writhe— rebel— the weak aione repent 1 
Even in that lonely hour when most it feels, 

And to itself, all— all that self reveals. 

No single passion, and no ruhng thought 
That leaves the rest, asooce, unseen, unsought • 
But (he wild prospect when the soul reviews. 

All rusiting through their thousand avenues. 

A mbi lion's dreams expiring, lore's regret, 
Endanger d glory, life itself beset : 

The Joy untasied, (he contempt or hate 
gainst those who fain woul<l triumph in our f.ate- 
The hopeless pnst. the hnsiiug future driven 
loo riulckly on to guess of hell or heaven * 
Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps temcm. 
berd not 

So keenly till that hour, but ne'er forgot * 

1 hings light or lovely in (heir acted lime 
But now to stern reflection each a crime • 

The withering sense of evil unrev*eal'd 

Not cankering less because the more conceal'd— 

All, In a word, from which oli eyes must start, 

1 hat opening sepulchre— the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake 
To SMteh the mirror from the soul— and break 
Ay, Pride can veil, and Courage brave it alL 
— before— beyond— the deadliest falL 


Each hath some fear, and he who least betrays. 
The only h)'pocrite deserving praise : 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and 
flies: 

Rut he who looks on death— and ^lent dies. 

So steel'd by pornlering o'er his far c.ir«.*er, 

He half-way meets him should he men.icenear I 

XI. 

In the high chamber of his highest tower 
S.tte Conrad, fetter'd in (l>e Pacha's po\ver. 

His patace pcrishVl in the flame— ihis fort 
Contain'd at ouce hlsc-iptive and his com i. 

Not much could Conrad of his Sentence hluuic. 
His foe, if vanquish'd, had but shnied (he 
same 

Alone lie sate— in soli(ude h.id scann'<l 
His gniliy bosom, but th.at bre.ist he ((innn'd : 
One thought alone he could not— dared not 
meet— 

*Oh, how tliesetidi((gs will Medom greet?' 
Then— only then— his clanking hands he raised. 
And strain'd with rage the ch.iin on which he 
„ g.-fied : ffcUef, 

Bui soon he found— or feign'd— or drc.aju'd 
And smiled in sc If- derision of Ins grief, 

•And now come torture wl(cn it will— or may, 
Afore nctfd of rest to nerve me for ilic cl.iy I ' 
This said, with languor to his mat he crept, 

And, whatsoe'er his visions, quickly slept. 

Twas h.ardly midnight when that (r*»y begun, 
h or Conrad s plans maturr<i. at once were doa;s : 
Ami Havoc loathes so much the WMStc of time, 
sc.irci* had left art uncomnuKcd crime. 

One hourbclidd him since the tide hcsienun’d— 

Uisgu ised , d Iscover'd . — con (lucring, — t.i'en . 

condemn'd— 

A chief on bnd, an outlaw on the deep- 

L>esiroy(ng,—s.aving.— prison'd,— and asleep I 

XII. 

lie slejii in c.ilmest s.'cmmg, for his breath 
\\ as huNli d w deep— Ah I happy if in death • 
lie slept— W ho ocr Kis pl.icid shinil>er bends? 
Mis foes are gone, and here he h.aih no friends : 
Is It svuue senqih sent to grant him grace ? 

No. IIS .an earthly form with heavenly face ! 

Its wlutc aim r.aiM.'d a l.amp— yet genily hid 
I.CSI the ray flash nbrupily on the lid 
Of ih.at closed eye. which o|>ens but 10 pain 
And once unclosed— but once may close ngain. 
Ihat form with eye so dark, .and cheek so^jr. 

.auburn waves of gemni'd and braided hair ; 
With shape of fojry liglitncss— naketl foot. 

That shmes like snow, and falls on e.anli as 
.... mute— [liicic? 

I ^ rough guards and dunncsl night howcAine U 
Ah I paihcr ask what will not wonian d.are? 
Whom youth and pity lead like thee, Gulnare I 
bhc could not sleep— and while the Racha's rest 
In muttenng dreams y«t saw bis piratc-gxiest, 
left his side— his signei-ring she boic, 

Whicb oft in sport adorn'd her hand before— 
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And with it. scarcely fjuestion'd, won her way 
Through drowsy guards that must that sign 
obey. [Wows, 

Worn out with toil, and tired with changing 
Their tye% had envied Conrad his repose ; 

And cImU and nodding at (he turret door. 

I'hey stretch their listless limbs, and watch no 
more : 

Just raised their heads to hail the signe(*nng. 
Nor ask or what or v\ho the sign may bring. 

Xtti. 

She gazed in wonder : ' Can he calmly sleep, 
While other eyes Ins fall or ravage n*eep? 

And mine in restlessness are wandering here^ 
What sudden spell hath made this man so dear? 
True^'tls to him my life, and more, 1 owe. 

And me and mine he spared from worse than 
woe ; 

'Tis late to th i nk — bu l soft ~h is slumber breaks — 
How heavily he sighs !— he starts-^awakes ! * 

He raised his he.id and daztlcd with the light. 
His eye seemed dubious if it saw anght : 

He moved his hand^the grating of his chain 
Too harshly told him that he lis-ed agam. 

* What is that form ? if not a shape of air. 
Methinks, myjailor’s face shons wondrous fair !* 

' Pirate t thou know'st me not but 1 am one, 
Graieful for deeds thou hast too rarely done : 
Look on me— and remember her thy hand 
Snatch'd from the flames, and thy more fearful 
band. (why— 

I come through d.irkness— and I scarce know 
Yet not to hurt— 1 would not see iliec die.’ 

* Ifso, kind lady { thine the only eye 

That wouhl not here in that gay l>ope delight : 
T'hoirs is the chance— and let them use their 
But still 1 (hank rlieir courtesy or ihine. [right. 
That would confess me at so fair a ihrine I ’ 

Strange though H $6em,^yet with exircmcst 
grief 

Is link'd a mirth- it doth not bring relief— 

T hat playfulness of Sorrow ne’er beguiles. 

And smiles in bitterness— but still it smiles ; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 

Till even the scaffold * echoes with their Jest 1 
Yet not the joy to which It seems akin— 

U may deceiN’e all hearts, sase tlutl within, 
Whate’er it was that flasli'd on Conrad, now 
A laughing wildness half unbent his brow ; 

And these his accents had a sound of mirth. 

As if the last he could enjoy on earth : 

Yet ’gainst his nature — for through that short 
life, [strife. 

Few thoughts had he to spate from gloom and 
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*IV. 

' Corsair ! thy doom is earned— but I have powei 
To soothe il^ Pacha in bis weaker hour. 

Tliec would I spare — nay more— would save 
thee now. [allow: 

But this — time— hope— nor even thy strength 
But all I can, 1 w ill : at least delay 
The stmience that remits thee scarce a day. 
More now were ruin — even thyself were loth 
The vain attempt should bring but doom to both.' 

‘ Yes f— loth indeed :— my soul is nerved to all, 
Or f.ill’n too low to fear a further fall: 

Tempt not thyself with prril— me w'ith hope 
Of flight from foes with whom I could not cope : 
Unfit to vanquish — shall I meanly fly. 

The one of all my b.and that would not die ? 

Yet there is one— ro wliom my memory clings, 
Till to these eyes her own wild softness springs, 
My sole resources in the path I trod [God I 
Uere these— my Iwrk, my sword, my love, my 
I he last 1 left in youth— lie leaves me now— 
And Man but works His will to lay me low. 

I liAvt no thought to mock His throne with 
prayer 

Wrong from the coward crouching of despair ; 

It is enough— I breathe— and I can bear. 

My sword is shaken from the worthless hand 
That might have better kept so true a brand : 
My bark is sunk or captive- but my love— 

For ]>er in sooih my voice would mount above : 
Oh I she is all that still to earth can bind — 

And this will bivaka heart so more than kind. 
And blight a form— till thine appear'd. Gulnare, 
Mine eye ne’er ask’d if others were so fair.’ 

'Thou lov’st another then } — but what to me 
Is this?— (is nothing— nothing e’er can be : 

But yet— thou lov’st— and— oh f I envy those 
Whose hearts on hearts as faithful can repose. 
WI»o never feel the void— the wandering thought 
That sighs o’er visions — such as mine hath 
wrought.' 

' Lady— melhought thy love was his, for whom 
This arm redeem’d thve from a fiery tomb.’ 

* My love stem Seyd’s I Oh— No— Ko — not my 
love: [strove 

Yet rnuch this heart, that strives no more, once 
To meet his passion— but it would not be. 

1 fell — 1 feel— love dwells with- with (he free. 

I am a slave, a favow’d slave at best. 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest I 
Oft must my soul the question undergo. 

Of—* Dost thou lov’e ? ' and bum to answer, 

•Nor 

Oh 1 hard it is that fondness to sustain. 

And struggle not to feel averse in vain ; 

But harder still the heart’s recoil to bear. 

And hide from one— perhaps another there. 

He takes the hand 1 ^ve not-nor will 1 hold— 

Its pulse nor check'd, nor quicken'd — calmly 
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The grove$ of olive scatter’d dark and wide 
Where meek Cephisus pours his scanty tide. 
The cypress saddening \yy the sacred mosque. 
The RlcAfoing turret of the gay kiosk.* 

And. dun and sombre mid the holy calm, 

Near Theseus* fane yon solitary palm. 

All tinged with varied hues, arrest the eye — 
And dull were his that pass'd them heedless by. 

Again the 4 %gean. heard no more afar. 
l^uMs his chafed breast from elemental vrar i 
Again his waves in milder lints unfold 
I'heir long nrrty of sapphire and of gold, 

Mix’tl with (he shades of many a distant rsle. 
That frown — where gentler ocean seems to 
smile. 

It. 

Not now my theme^why turn my thoughts to 
thee? 

Oh I who can look along thy native sea. 

Nor dwell upon thy name, whate’er the (ale. 

So much its magic must o’er all prevail ? 

Who that beheld (hat Sun upon thee set. 

Fair Athens 1 could thine evening face forget? 
Not hC'^tshose heart nor time nor distance frees, 
Spell bound within the clustering C]^ladesi 
Nor seems this homage foreign to his si rain, 

His Corsair’s Isle w.is once thine own domain— 
Would that with freedom it were (hine again I 

lit. 

Tlie Sun hath sunk— and. darker thnn the night. 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon Iwight 
Medora’s heart — the third day’s come and 
gone— 

With it he comes not— sends not —faithless one f 
The wind was fair (hough light ; and storms 
were none. 

Last eve Anselmo’s bark return’d, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met ! 

Though wild, as now. far different were the tale 
Had Conrad waited (or that single sail. 

The night'breeze freshens — she that day hod 
pass’d 

In watching all that Hope proclaim'd a mast ; 
Sadly she sate on high— Impatience bore 
At last her footsteps 10 ihe midnight shore. 

And there she wander d. heedless of the spray 
That dash d her garments oft. and warn'd away: 
She saw not, felt not this— nor dared depart, 
Nor deem’d it cold — her chill was at her heart ; 
Till grew such certainty from that $»ispcnse — 
His very sight had shock'd from life or sense i 

It came at last— a sad and shatter’d boat. 
Whose inmates first beheld whom first they 
sought ; 
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Some bleeding— all most wretched— these (he 
few— [knew. 

Scarce knew they how escaped — fAu all they 
In silence, darkling, each appear’d to wait 
His fellow's mournful guess at Conrad’s fate : 
Something they would iiave said ; but seem’d 
*ro trust tlieir accents to Medor^'s ear. [to fear 
She saw at once, yet sank not— trembled not— 
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot. 

Within that nwek fair form, were feelings high, 
That deem’d not, till they found their energy. 
While yet was Hope, they soften’d, flu tier’d, 
wept— 

All lost— that softness died not— but it slept ; 
And o’er its slumber rose that Strength which 
s.aid. [dread/ 

•With nothing left to love, there’s nought to 
Tis more than nature’s— like the burning might 
Delirium gathers from the fever’s height. 

‘Silent you Stand— nor would 1 hear you tell 
What— spe.nk not— breathe not— for 1 know it 
Yet would 1 ask— almost my lip denies (well— 
The— quick your answer— tell me wlicre he lies.' 

‘ I July ( we know not— scarce with life we fled i 
But here is one denies that he is des^d : 

He saw him bound : and bleeding— but alive.* 

She heard no further- ’iwas In vain (0 strive— 
So throbb’d each vein— each thought- till ihen 
withstood ; {dued : 

Her own dark soul— these words at once sub* 
She totters— falls— and senseless had the wave 
Perchance but snatch’d her from another grave ; 
But that with hands though rude» yet weeping 
eyes, 

They yield such akl as Pity’s haste supplies : 
Dash o'er her deaih>like €f)eek the ocean dew, 
iRaise— fan— sustain— till life returns anew : 
Awake her handmaids, with (he matrons leave 
That fainting form o’er which they gns« and 
grleso ; 

Then seek Anselmo’s cavern, to report 
Thb tale too tedious— when (he triumph short. 

IV. 

In (hat wild council, words wax’d warm and 
strange. 

W’ith ihoughu of ransom, rescue, and revenge ; 
All. save repose or flight : still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad's spirit, and forbade despair; 
Whate’er his fate— (he breasts he form’d and led. 
Will sere him living, or appease him dead. 

Woe 10 his foes! there yet survive a few. 

Whose deeds are daring as their hearts are true. 

V. 

Within the Haram’s secret chamber sate 
Stem Seyd. still ponder! ng o’er hus Captive’s fate . 
Hb thouelits on love and hate alternate dwell, 
Now with Ouliure. and now in Conrad’s cell; 
Here at his feet (be lovely slave reclined 
Surveys his brow— wouU soothe hU glooip 
tund* 
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While mnny an anxious glance her large dark eye 
Sends In Us Idle search tor sympathy, 

I/it only bends m seeming o’er his beads,* 

But inly views hi$ viciim as he bleeds. 

* Pacha I the day is thine ; and on thy crest 
Sits Triumph — Conrad taken — fall’n the rest ! 

His doom is Ax’d-^he dies : and well his fate 
Was earn’d^yet much too worthless for thy 

hate ; 

Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 
With all his treasure, not unwisely sold : 

Report speaks largely of his pimte-hoard — 
Would that of this my Pacha were the lord I 
Widle baffled, weaken’d by this fatal fray — 
Watch’d— follow'd— he were then an ea^er prey: 
Rut once cut off— the remnant of his band 
Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand.’ 

* Gulnare ! — If for each drop of blood a gem 
Were offer’d rich as Siamboul’s diadem ; 

If for each hair of his a massy mine 
Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ; 

U all our Arab tales divulge or dream [deem ! 
Of wealth were licrc — that gold should not re- 
It had not now redeem’d a single hour 
But that I know him fetter d. in iny power ; 

And, thirsting for revenge. 1 ponder still 
On pangs that longest rack, and latest kill.' 

*Nay, Seyd 1^1 seek not to restrain thy rage. 
Too Justly moved for mercy to assuage ; 

Mv thoughts were only to secure for thee 
His riches— I hus released, he were not free ; 
Disabled, shorn of half his might and band, 

His capture could but wait thy first command.' 

'His capture <«u/4 /—and shall I then resign 
One day to him- the wretch already mli>e? 
Release my foe 1— at whose remonstrance? — 
Fair suitor I— to thy virtuous gratitude, [thine! 
That ilius repays this Giaour's rcl«'nilng mood. 
Which thee an<l thine alor^e of all couUI spare. 
No doubt— regardless If the prire were fair. 

My thanks and praise alike are due — now hear I 
I have a counsel for thy gentler ear ; 

I do inisirust thee, woman ! and each word 
Of Ihinc stamps truth on all SusjMcion heard. 
Rome in his arms through fire from yon ^'erai— 
Say. wert thou lingering there with nim to fly? 
Thou necd’st not answer— thy confession speaks. 
Already reddening on thy guilty cheeks : 

Then, lovely dame, bethink thee, and beware! 
Tis not Am life alone may claim such care I 
Another word and — nay — [ need no more. 
Accursed was the moment when he bore 
Thee from the flames, which better far — but no— 

1 then had mourn’d thee with a lover's woe 

Now. ’tis thy lord that warns— deceitful thing I 
Know’si thou that I can clip thy wanton wing ? 
In words alone 1 am not wont to chafe ’ 
l.xM>k to thyself, nor deem thy falsehood safe I' 




He rose — and slowly, sternly thence withdrew, 
Kage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 

Ah I little reck’d that chief of worn an hood— 
Which frowns ne’er quell’d, nor menaces sub- 
dued : 

And little deem'd he what ihy heart, Gulnnru. 
When soft could feel, and when incensed cotiid 
dare. 

His doubts appear’d to w rong —nor yet she knew 
How deep the root from whence compassion 
grew— 

She w.as a slave— from such may captives claim 
A fi'llow-fechng, dilTering but in name; 

Siill half-unconscioiis—heodle&s of his wmth. 
Again she s’cntiircd on the tlangeroiis path. 
Again liis rage re|)eU’d — until arose [woes I 

That strife of thought, the source of woman’s 

VI. 

Meanwhile long, anxious, weary, still the 5,ame 
Roll’d d.iy and night— ills soul could terror 
tame— 

Tills fearful inter%*al of doulx and dread. 

When every hour nuglu doom liiin worse than 
dead. 

When every step that echo’d by the gate 
Might entering lead where axe and stake await; 
When every voice that grated on his ear 
Might be the hut that he could ever hear ; 
Could terror tame— that spirit stern and high 
Had proved unwitling as unfit to die ; 

Twos worn- perhapidecay’ri— yet silent bore 
That conflict deadlier f.ir than all before : 

The heat of fight, the huriy of the gale. 

I,eave scarce one thought inert er\ough to quail ; 
Dui bound and fix'd in fetter’d solitude. 

To pine, the prey of every changing mood ; 

To gase on thine own heart, and meditate 

Irrevocable faults, and coming fate 

Too late the last to shun — the first to mend 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end, 
With not a fnenti to ammatv. nnd tell 
’Fo other ears that death became thee well ; 
Around tiree foes to forge the ready lie 
And blot life's Latest scene with calumny : 

Before thee lortures, which (he soul can dare. 
Yet ^bis how well the shrinking flesh may 

Rut deeply feels a single cry would shame, 

*nd dearcu claim , 

I he life thou leav st below, denied above 
By kind monopolists of Iteavenly love: 

And more than doubtful paradise— thy heaven 
Of ^nhly hope-ihy loved one from thee riven, 
buch were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain. 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 

And those sustain’d he— boou it well or ill ? 
Since not lo sink beneath, is something still I 

Vlf. 

The firai day pass’d— he saw not her- Gulnare— 
The s^nd— third— and still she came not there: 

what her words avouch'd, her chnrms had 
Or else be hod aot seen another siio. [done. 
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The fourth <lay roll tl along, and with the night 
Came siorm and darkness in their mingUog 
might : * 

Oh J how ht listen'd to the rushing deep, 

That ne’er rill now so broke upon his sleep ; 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 

Roused by the roar of his own element ! 

Oft had he ridden on tl>at winged wave, 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ; 
And now its dashing echo'd on his ear, 

A long known voice — alas, too vainly near ! 
Loud sung the wind above ; and. doubly loud, 
Shook o'er his turret cell the thunder-cloud ; 
And (lash'd the lightning by the latticed bar. 

To him more genial than the midnight star : 
Close to the gUmmering grate be dragg'd his 
chain. 

And hoped M<i/ peril might not prove in vain. 
He raised his iron hand to Hea>‘cn, and pray'd 
One pitying flash to mar the form it made : 

His steel and impious prayer aiiraci alike— 

'The storm roll d onward, and disdain'd to strike; 
Its peal wax'd fainter— ceased-^he felt alone, 

As ;f some faithless friend had spum'd his groan. 


VJtl. 

The midnight pMs’d. and to the massy door 
A light step came— it paused— it moved once 
more ; 

Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key : 

' 17 s as his heart foreboded — that fair she ! 
Whate'er her sins, to him a guardian saint. 

And beauteous still as hermit's hope can paint ; 
Yet changed since last within that cell she came, 
More pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame ; 
On him she cast her dark and hurri^ e)^, 
Which spoke before her accents— 'Thou must 
die I 

Yes, thou must die — there Is but one resource. 
The last— the worst— if torture were not worse. 


—my lips proclaim 
they— Conrad still 


the 


* Lady I I look to none 
What last proclaim'd 

same : 

Why shouldst thou seek an outlaw's life to spare. 
And change the sentence I deserve to bear? 
Well have I earn'd- nor here alone— the meed 
Of Seyd's revenge, by many a lawless deed.' 

* Why should 1 seek? because— oh, didst thou 

not 

Redeem mv life from Nvorse than slavery's lot ? 
Why should i seek?— bath misery made thee 
blind 

To the fond workings of a woman's mind } 

And must I say ?— albeit my heart rebel 
With all that w oman feels, but should not tell— 
Because— despite thy crimes — that heart is 
moved : [— lov«d. 

It fear'd the^— thank’d thee— pitied- madden'd 
Reply not, tell not now thy tale again. 

Thou lov’st another— and I love in vain ; 
Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 
I rush through peril which she would not dare. 


If that tliy heart to hers were truly dear, 

Were I thine ow n thou wert not lonely here : 
An outlaw’s spouse— and leave her lord (oroam! 
U hat hath such gentle dame to do with home? 
But speak not now— o'er thine and o'er my head 
Hangs (he ktren sabre by a single thread ? 

If tb^ hast cou^e Still, and wouldst be free, 
Receive this poniard— rise and follow me ! 

' Ay— in my chains I my steps will gently tread, 
With these adornments, o*cr each slumbering 
rhou hast forgot— is thisagarb forfljght? [head! 
Oris that instrument more fit for fight?' 

'MisdoubtingCorsair I I have gain'd (he guard, 
Ripe for re\'oli, and greedy for rewaid. 

A single word of mine remov*es that chain : 
XMthout some aid how here could I remain ? 
Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 
aught evil, for thy sake the crime ; 

The crime — lisnone to punish those of Seyd. 
That hatred tyrant, Conrad— he must bleed I 
i see ilwe shudder, but my soul Is changed— 
Wrong’d— spurn’d— reviled— and it shall be 

avenge<l— 

Accused of whM till now my heart disdain'd— 
Poo faithful, though to biller l^ndage chain’d. 
Yes, sniile !— but he hiuJ little cause to sneer, 

I was not treacherous then, nor thou too dear : 
But he has said ii - and the jealous well— 

Those tyrants, teasing. lempUngto rebel— 
Deserve the fate their fret ling lips foretell. 

I never lo^•ed— he bought me— somewhat high— 
Since with me came a heart he could not buy. 

I w as a sUve unmurmuring: he hath said. 

But for his rescue I with thee had fled. [me, 
'Twas false thou know'st— but let such auguca 
Their words are omens Insult renders true. 

Nor was thy respite granted to my prayer ; 

'1 hh fleeting grace was only to prepare 
New torments for thy life, and my despair, 
kline too he threatens : but his dotage still 
Would fain reserve me for bis lordly will : 

\\’hen wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 
There yaw ns the sack— and yonder rolls the sea I 
Whai. am 1 then a toy for dotard’s play. 

To wear but til] the gilding frets away / 

sow thee— lov*cd thee— mve thee all— would 
f but 10 show how grateful is a slave. [save, 
But bad he not thus menaced fame and life 
And well he keeps his oaths pronounced in 
strife), 

still had saved thee— but the Pacha spared. 

Kow I am all thine own, for all prepared : 

Thou kov'st me not- nor know’st— or but the 
worst. 

Alas I fAtj love — /Aa/ hatred are the first — 

Ob ! couldsi thou prove my truth, thou wouldst 
not start. 

Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern heart ; 
*Tb DOW the beacon of ihy safety— now 
It points within the port a Mainoie prow : 

But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 
There sleeps— be must not wake — the oppressor 
Seydl' 
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*Gukiare— Gulnare — 1 never fell till now 
My abject fortune, wither'd fame, so low : 

S^d is mine enemy : had swept my band 
Prom earth with ruthless but with open hand : 
And therefore came I, in my bark of war, 

To smite the smiter with the scimitar : 

Such is my weapon — not the secret knife — 
Who spares a woman’s seeks not slumbers life. 
Tbine Siived I gladly, Lady, not for this— 

Let me not deem that mercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well— more peace be with thy 
breast I 

Night wears apace— my last of earthly rest ! ' 

• Rest J rest ! by sunrise must thy sinews shake, 
And thy limbs writhe around the ready stake. 

I heard the order— saw— 1 will not see— 

If thou wilt perish, I will fall with thee. 

My life, my love, my hatred— all below 
Are on this cast— Corsair I *tis but a blow 1 
Without it flight were idle— how evade 
His sure pursuit ? my wrongs loo unrepald. 

My youth disgraced— the long, long wasted 
. years, 

One blow shall cancel with our future fears ; 
but since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 

ni try the Arm ness of a female hand. [oVr 

ards are gain’d— one inomcni all were 
\ wc meet In safety or no more : 

If errs my fecole hand, the morning cloud 
Will hover o’er thy scaffold, ami iny shroud.' 

JX. 

She lum'd, and vanish’d ere he couki reply. 

But his glance follow’d far wjih eager eye • 

And piherlng, as he could, the links that bound 
nis form, to curl their length, and curb their 
sound, 

^t'ce bar and boll no more his steps preclude, 
He, fast as fetter’d limbs allow, pursued. 

Twas dark and winding, and he knew not where 
That passage led ; nor lamp nor guard was there; 
Ha ues a dusky glimmering— shall he seek 
Or shun that ray so indistinct and weak? 
Chance guides his steps— a freshness seems to 
bear 

Full on his brow, as If from morning air : 

He reach’d an open gallery— on his eye 
Gleam'd the last star of night, the clearing sky : 
Yet scarcely heeded these— another light 
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight.' 

I owards it he moved ; a scarcely closing door 
Reveal’d the ray within, but nothing more. 

With hasty step a figure outw.\rd pass’d, 

Then paused — and turn’d— and paused *tis 

She at last I 

t^ponlard in that hand, nor sign of 111 

^ThMks to that softening heart, she couki not 

Again he look’d, the wildness of her eye 
Suns from the day abrupt and fearfully. 

She stopp’d— threw back her dark far-floating 
bail, * 

That nearly veO’d her face and bosom fair. 


As if she late had bent her leaning head 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 

They meet — upon her brow— unknown— for- 
got— 

Her burn Ing hand had left — ’twas but a spot— 
Its hue was all he saw. and scarce withstood — 
Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime— ’ds 
blood ! 

X. 

He had seen battle- he had brooded lone 
O'er promised pangs to sentenced guilt fore- 
shown ; [chain 

He had been tempted.— chasten’d,— and the 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain ; 

Bui ne’er from strife, captivity, remorse- 
From all his feelings In ihclr inmost force— 

So til rill’d, so shudder’d every creeping vcir». 

As now they frose before that purple stain. 

Tliat spot of blood, that light but guilty streak, 
Horl Imnish’d all the beauty fron. her cheek ! 
Blood he h.ad view’d— could view un mov’d— but 
then 

It flow'd in combat, or uas shed by men I 

XI. 

•'Tis done- lie ne.irly waked— but it is done. 
Corsair ! he iKrrish’d— thou art dearly won. 

All worrls would now be vain— away-— away 
Our bark is tossing - ris already day, 

I he few gain’d over, now are wholly mine, 

And these thy yet surviving band shall loin ; 
Anon my voice shall vindicate my hand. 

When once our sail fors.ikes iliis hated strand.' 

xir. 

She clapp’d her hands— and through the gallery 
^ (Moor ; 

Eqtiippd for flight, her v.assAls— Greek and 
Silent but quick they sloop, his chains unbind ; 
Once more his limbs nrc free ns mountain wind I 
Dm on his heavy heart such sadness sate 
As if they there transferrd ih.at iron weight. 

No words are utter'd- at licr sign, a door 
Reveals the secret passage to the shore ; 

The city lies behind --ihvy speed, they reach 
I he glad waves dancing on (he yellow beach ; 
And Conrad following, at her beck, obey’d. 

Nor cared he now if rescued or Iwi ray’d i 
Rcsisinnre were as useless as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view the doom his ire decreed. 

Xlll. 

EiniMrk’d, llie sail unfurl'd, the light breesc 
blew— 

How much had Conrad's memory to review 1 
Sunk be in Coniemplaiion, till the cape 
W^here last he anchor’d rear’d its giant shape. 

Ah !-^sincc that fatal night, though brief the 
time, 

Hod syepl art age of terror, grief, and crime. 

^ its for shadow frown’d above the most. 

He veil d hl» face ; and sonow'd os he pass’d ; 
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He thought of all— GoDsaJvo and his band. 

His fleeting triumph and his failing hand ; 

He thought on her afar, his lonely bride : 

He (um d and saw— Culnare, (l»e homicide I 

xtv. 

She watch'd his fca lures till she could not bear 
Ihclr fr<‘ezlng aspect and avencil air, 

And that strange fierceness foreign 10 her e)‘e, 
1'ell quench'd in tears, too late to shed or dry. 
She knell beside him. and his Imrid she press'd, 
*Thou may St forgive (hoxigh Allah's self dcccsi ; 
Hut for that deed of darkness, what wert ihou ? 
Reproach me— hut not yet -*0 I sjKtrc me mkw! 

I am not what I seem— this fearful uiglu 
My brain l>cw’ildcr'd— <lo not madden ! 

II ! had never lov’ed - though less my guilt, 
Thou hadst not 1 1 veil to— ha (erne- if ihmi will.' 

XV. 

She wrongs his thoughts, they more himself 
upbraid |n»ade: 

Than her. though undeslgn'd, il»c wrcrch he 
But speechless all. <lcep. dark, a«Kl uncKprest, 
*l'hey bleed w’ithln that slkni cell— Ids Iwcast. 
Still onward, fair (he breetc, nor rough ihc surge. 
The blue waves $|>ort around tlwstcm they urge: 
Far on the horizon's verge appears a speck, 

A spot -a mast— a sail —an armed deck \ 

Their little bark her men of waich descry. 

And ampler canvas woos the wind from high \ 
She bears her down mnkstically near. 

Speed on her prow, and terror m her tkr ; 

A flash is seen— the ball beyond iheir bow 
Booms harmless, hissing to the deep below. 

Up rose keen Con r. id from his silent trance, 

A long, long abwni gladness in hb glance 
' 'Tis mine— my blood*rcd flag I again— again— 
I am noi all deserted on tlic main ! ' 

They own the signal, answer to the Irail, 

Hoist out the boat at once, and slacken s.'iil. 

* Tis Conrad I Conrad!* shouting from tire deck. 
Command nor duly could their transport check I 
With light alacrity and gaze of prMe, 

I'hey vieiv him mount once more his vessel's side; 
A smile relaxing in each rugged face, 

I'heir arms can scarce forbear a rough embrace. 
He, half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Returns their greeting ns a chief may greet. 
Wrings wiih a cordi.u grasp AnselmoT hand. 
And feels he yet con conquer and comm.*iiKl 1 

XVI. 

Tlicsc greetings o'er, the feeimgs that o'erflow. 
Vet gricNe to win him back without a blow : 
'I'hey sail'd prepared for vengeance — kid they 
known 

A woman's hand secured that deed her own, 

She were their queen— less scrupulous are they 
Than haughty conrad how (hey win their way. 
With many an asking smile, and'woodering stare, 
They whisoer round, and gaae upon GuLnare ; 


And her. at once above— beneath her sex, 
W^m blood appall'd not. their regards perplex. 
To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye. 

She drops her veil, and stands in silence by ; 
Her .irms are meekly folded on that brc.tsi, 
Wliich— Ctmrad s.ire— to fate resign’d the rest. 
Though worse ikin frenzy could tluit bosom fill, 
lixircmc in love or hate, in g<KxJ or ill, 

*I 1 m: wot St of Climes had left her woman Slilh 

XVII. 

This Conrad mark'd, and felt— ah I could he 
less? 

Hale of tkit deed— but grief for her distress; 
What slw has clone no tears can WMsh nwny. 
And llv.ivcn must punish on its angiy d.iy j 
But— it was done : he knew, whalc'ci her guilt, 
For him lint |>oni.ir<l smote, that liloral was spilt; 
And Ik was fuK !— and she for him had given 
Her all on earth, and more ihan all In heaven 1 
And now Ik turn'd him to tint dark-eyed slave. 
Whose brow was bow'd beneath the glance he 

gave. 

Who now seem'd changed and humbled, faint 
and meek. 

But vaiy ing oA the colour of her cheek 
To deeiwr shades of paleness— nil' its red 
'I'hat fe.irful si>ol w hich stain'd it from the dead I 
He took that hniid— it trembled— now too late— 
So soft in love, $0 wildly nerv'ed in hate: 
Hcclasjr'd (hat h.inil— it treiublc<l— nnd his own 
Had lost itsfiinmcss. and his voice lu lone. 
'Culnare!— buishe replied not— 'dear OulnareV 
She raised her eye— her only answer there— 

At once She sought and sunk in his embrace : 

If he had driven her from that resting-place. 

His had been more or less than mortal heart, 
Hut- good or ill— it bade her ‘not depart, 
K'rchancc, but for the 1x>dmgs of his breast, 

His blest virtue then had join'd the rest, 

Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
I'hat ask’d from form so fair no more than this. 
The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith— 
To Ups where Love had lavi^'d all his breath, 
To lips— whose broken sighs such fragrance fling, 
As he had fann'd (hem freshly with his wing 1 

XVIII. 

They gain by twilight's hour their lonely isle. 

To them the very rocks appear to smile ; 

The haven hums with many a cheering sound, 
The beacons blaze their w onted stalic^ns round, 
Tlie boats are darling o'er the curly bay. 

And sportive dolphins bend them through the 
spray ; [shriek. 

E\-en the honric sc.i -bird's shrill, discordant 
Greets like the wckoinu of Ins (imeluas beak ! 
Beneath each lamp that through its laiciuc 
gleams, [beams. 

Thrir fancy paints the friends that (rim (he 
Oh I what can sanctify the joys of home. 

Like Hope's gay glance from Ocean's troubled 
foam I 
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The lights are high oa beacon and from bowef, 
And 'midst them Conrad seeks Medora* stoker : 
(Ic looks in vntn— *tis strange — and aJI reinark, 
Amid so ntany, hers nlonc is dark. 

'Tis strange— of yore its svelcoinu never fail’d. 
Nor now perchance extinguish’d, only veil'd. 
With the first boat descends ho for tlK si tore. 
And looks impatient on (he lingering oar. 

Oh I for a wing beyond llie falcon'^ flight, 

To bear him like an arrow to that height I 
With the first pause the resting rowers gave. 

He waits not. looks not— leaps into the wave. 
Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, 
and high 

Ascends the path familiar io his eye. 

He reach'd his turret door— he paused— no sound 
Broke from within : and all was night around. 
He knock’d, and loudly— footstep nor reply 
Announced that any heard or decni d him nigh* 
He knock'd, but faintly— for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy heart’s demand. 

The portal oiH*ns— ’ti$ a wclbknown face— 

But not the form he panted to embrace. 

Its Ups are silent- twice his own essay'd. 

And fail'd lo frame the qut'Stion they delay'd ; 
He snatch'd the lamp— its light will answer «II~ 
It quits his grasp, expiring m the fall, 

He would not w’alt for that reviving ray— 

As soon could he have linger'd theie for day * 
But, glimmering through the dusky corridor. 
Another chequers o'er the shadow'd Aoor * 

His steps the chamber g.'tin— his eyes behold 
All (hat his heart believed not— yet foretold I 
XX. 

lie turn'd not— spoxe not— sunk not— fix'd his 
look. 

And set the anxious franie that lately shook * 

He gAsud— how' long we gate despite of pain. 
And know, but dare not own. we gate in vain I 
In life Itself she was so still and fair. 

That death with gentler aspect wiilUr’d there* 
And the cold Aowurs her colder hand contain'd * 
In (hat last grasp os tenderly were strain'd ' 
As if she scarcely felt, but feign’d asleep. 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep * 

I’he long dork lashes fringed her lids of snow 
And veil tl— thought shrinks from all that lurk'd 
liclow— 

Oh ! o'cT I he eye De-rnli most exerts his might 
And hulls the sjnrit hoin her throne of light ( 
Sinks those blue orbs in that long last echnse 
But spares, os yet. the charm around her lire— 
Yet. yet they secin as they forbore lo smile 
And wish d repose ~ but only for a while * 

But the while shroud, and each extended’ tress. 

spread in uiier hfelessness. 
Which, laic the sport of evciy summer wind. 
Escaped the baffled wreath \h»t strove to biikl • 


These — and the pale pure cheek, became the 
bier— 

But she b nothing— w herefore is he here ^ 


* I* die Lenai K t* (b« eujtoa ta am e -i .. 
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He a^'d no question— all were answer'd now 
By tlie first gl.aiice on that still, marble brow. 

It was enough— she died— what reck’d it how? 
The love of youth, the hope of boiiur years, 

'Fhe source of softest ^vishes, lendeicst fuars. 
The only living thing he could not hate, 

Was rvlt at once— and he deserved his fate, 

But did not feel it less ;— the good explore. 

For peace, those realms where guilt can never 
soar ; 

The proud, the wayward, who have fix'd below 
'riieir joy, arwl find this earth cnougli for woe. 
Lose in that one ilieir .all- perchance a mite— 
But who in patience p.\rts with all delight? 

FiiU many a stoic eye and aspect stern 
Mask be.iris wliere grief hath little left to learn; 
And many A withering thought lies hid, not lost, 
In smiles (hat least befit who wear them most, 

XXII. 

By those, that deepest feel, is ill exprest 
The irKlistinciness of the suffering breast : 
Where ihooMnd thoughts begin lo end in one, 
Which seeks from all the refuge found in none * 
No words suffice ihe secret soul to show, 

And I ruth denies all eloquence io Woe, 

On Conrad's stricken soul exhaustion pre*i. 

.And stujwr almost lull'd it ini o rest ; 

So feeble now— his mother’s sofiness crept 
To those wild eyes, which like an infants wept: 
It WAS the very weakness of his brain. 

Which thus confess'd without relieving pain. 
Nonesaw' his trickling tears— perchance, if seen, 
I hat useless flood of grief had never been : 

Nor long clwy flow'd— he dried them to depart, 

In helpless— hopeless— brokenness of heart : 

I he sun goes forth- but Conrad s day Is dim ; 
And the night comet h— ne’er to pass from him. 
1 here b no darkness like the cloud of mind, 

On Griefs vain eye— the bhndesl of the blind I 
« hich may not— dare not see — but turns aside 
To blackest shade— nor wiQ endure a guide I 

XXIll. 

His heart was form'd for sofiness— warp'd to 
w rong ; 

Betray’d too early, and beguiled too long ; 
liach feeling pure- as falls the dropping dew 
\\Mhio Che grot— like that h.-id harden'd loo ; 
l^ss clear, perclumce. its earthly tri.vis pass'd, 
iWt Sunk, and chillM, and iwirihvd at last. 

Yet tempests wear, and lightning cleaves the 
rock ; 

If such his heart, so sliatier’d It the shock, 
There grew one flower beneath jis rugged brow. 
Though dark (be shade— it shelter'd — saved till 
now. 

TIm ^uoder came— that bolt hath blasted both, 
The Granite's finnness aud the lily’s grow th : 
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rbe gentle plant bath left no leaf to (eU 
lu tale, but shrunk and wither'd where H fell ; 
And of its cold protector, blacken round 
But shiver'd fragments on the barren ground I 

XXIV. 

'Tis mom— to venture on his lonely hoar 
Few dare ; though now Anselmo sought his 
tower. 

He was not there— nor seen along the shore : 
Ere night, alarm'd, their isle is traversed o'er : 
Another morn— another bids them seek. 

And shout his name till echo waxeth weak ; 
Motint. grotto, cavern, valley search'd in vain. 
Tliey And on shore a sea-boat's broken chain ; 


llieir hope revives — they foUow o'er the malru 
'Tis idle all— moons roll on moons away, 

And Conrad comes not— came not since that day* 
Nor trace, nor tidings of his doom declare 
Where lives hi$ grin, or perish'd his despair I 
Long mourn’d his band whom none could mourn 
beside; 

And fair the monument (hey gave his bride : 
For him they raise not the recording stone— 
His death yet dubious, deeds too widely known; 
He left a Corsair’s name to other times, 

Link’d with one virtue, and a thousand crimes.* 
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Ths Serfs are glad through Lara's wide do- 
main,* 

And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain ; 

He, their unhoped, but unforgotten lord, 
liie long self-exiled chieftain, is restored : 
There be bright faces in the busy hall. 

Bowls on the board, and banners on the wall ; 
Far checkering o’er the pictured window, plays 
The unwonted faggot's hospitable blaae ; 

And gay retainers gatlier round the henrih. 
Wiih tongues all loudness, and with eyes all 
mirth. 

II. 

The chief of Lara is return’d again : 

And why had Lara cross'd the bounding main t 
nJ Left byliis sire, too young such loss lo know, 
l^jrd of himself that heritage of woe. 

That fearful empire which the human breast 
But holds to rob the heart within of rest I— 
With none to check, and few to point In iime 
The thousand paths that sl<^the way lo enme : 
Then, when he most required commandment, 
then 

HarJ l-ara's daring boyhood govern d men. 

I c skills not. boots not. step by step to trace 
His youth through all the maxes of us face \ 
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g hort was the course his restlessness had run, 

111 long enough to leave him half undone. 

Iff. 

And Lara left in youth his fatherland ; 

But from the hour he waved his parting hand 
Each trace wax'd fainter of his course, till all 
Had neerly ceased his memory to recall. 

His sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
Twas all they knew, that Lam was not there ; 
Nor sent, nor came he. till coniecture grew 
C<M in the many, anxious in the few. 

His hall scarce echoeewith his wonted name, 
His portrait darkens in its fading frame, 
Another chief consoled his destined bride, 

The young forgot him, and the old had died : 

' Yet doth he hve I ' exclaims the impatient heir, 
And sighs fr^r sables which he must not wear. 

A hundred scutcheons deck with gloomy grace 
The Laras' last and longest dwelling-place ; 

Bill one is absent from the mouldering file, 
Hiat now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 

IV, 

He comes at Inst in sudden loneliness. 

And whence they know not, why they need not 
guess ; [o’er. 

They more might marvel, when the greetings 
Not that be came, but came not long Mfore : 
No train is his beyojid a ringle page, 

Of foreign aspect, and of tender age. 

Years had roll’d on. and fast they speed away 
To chose that wander as to those that stay ; 

But lack of tidiogs from another clime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Tloe. 
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They see. they recognize, yet ehnost deem 
The present dubious, or the past e dreem. 

He hves. nor yet is past his manhood's prime. 
Though sear’d by toil, and something touch’d by 
time : 

His faults, whatc'er they were, if scarce forgot, 
Might be untaught him by his varied tot ; 

Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
hfight yet uphold his patrimonial fame : 

His soul io youth was baughtyLbu t his sins 
No more than~|^eSrure~from (he stripling wins ; 

( And such, not yet harden d irTtheir coursci 
Might ^ redeem’d, nor a sk a long remorse. V 

V. 

And they indeed were changed— *tis quickly 
seen. 

Whaie’er he be. 'twas not what he had been : 

( That brow in furrow’d lines had fix'd at Iasi, 
And spake of passions, but of passion past ; 

The pride, but not the fire, of early days. 
Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise : 
k high demeanour, and a glance that took 
Fheir thoughts from others by a single look : 
And that sarcastic levity of tongue, 

The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 
That darts in seeming pLiyfulness around. 

And makes those feci that will not own ihe 
wound: fnenth 

AU these seem'd his, and something more be* 
Than glanee could well reveal, or accent 
breathe. 

Ambition, glory, love, the common aim. 

That some can conquer, and that all would 
claim. 

Within his breast appear'd no more lo strive, 
Yet Kern’d as lately they had been alive : 

And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 
At moments lighten’d o'er his livid face. 

vr, 

Not much he 1ove<l long question of the post. 
Nor told of wondrous wilds, aivd deserts vast. 
In those far lands where he bad wander'd lone. 
And— ashiniscir would have It seem unknown 
Yet these in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 
Nor glean experience from his fellownian : 

Dut what he bad beheld heshunn'd lo show, 

As hardly wotili a stranger's care to know ; 

If Still more prying such Inquiry grew, 

His brow fell darker, and his w ords more few. 

V... 

Not unreJoiced U> see him once again. 

Warm w as bis welcome to the haunts of men ; 
Bom of high lineage, link'd io high command. 
He mingled with tne magnates of hb land ; 
Join'd the carousals of the great and gay. 

And saw (hem smile or ^gh ib^r hours away ; 
But still he only saw, and did doc thtofi ' 
The common pleasure or the general mre ; 

He did not follow what they all pursued, 

Wltb hope still baffled, still to be renew’d * 


Nor shadowy honour, nor substantial gain. 

Nor beauty's preference, and the rival's pain : 
Around him s^e mysterious circle thrown 
Repell'd approach, and show'd him still alone ; 
Upon his eye sate something of reproof, 

That kept at least frivolity aloof : 

.And things more limk) that beheld him near. 

In silence g.ased. or whisper'd mutual fear; 

And they (he wiser, friendlier few confess'd 
They deem'd him better than Ins air express’d. 

vin. 

^Twas strange— in youth all action and all life. 
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife : 
Woman — (he field— the ocean— all ih.ii gave 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave. 

In turn he(ned— he ransack’d all below. 

And found his recompense in )oy or woe. 
fo tame, trite medium : for Iris feelings soiigKl 
In lhat intenseness an esr.ipe from thought : 
The tempest of his heart in scorn h.rd giued 
On that the feebler elements had miKd ; 

The rapture of his heart had look'd on high. 
And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 
drain'd to excess, the slave of each extreme. 
How woke he from the wildness of that dream? 
Alas ! he told not but hv did awake 
To curse the wilhcr’d heart limt would not 
break. 

IX. 

Books, for his volume hcictofore w.as Man, 

With eye more curious he appear’<l to Man, 

And oft. in sudden mood, for many a day. 

Prom ail communion he would start away : 

And then, his rarely call'd attendants said, 
'Through night’s long hours would sound his 
hunied tread 

O'er the dark gallery, wliere his fathers frown'd 
In rude but antique portraiture around : 

They heard, but whisiw'd — ' /Aa/ must not bo 
known— 

The sound of words less earthly than his own, 
Yes. they who chose luighl smile, but some had 
seen 

'They scarce knew what, but more than should 
have been. 

Why gazed ho so upon the glivtly lu atl 
Which hands profane had gather’d horn the 
dead. 

Tha( still bc^dc his open'd volume lay. 

As if to startle all save him away i 
Why slept he not when others w ere at rest ? 
Why heard no music, and received no guest ? 
All was not well, they deem'd ; but where the 
wrong? 

Some knew perchance — but 'twere a tale too 
long; 

And such besides were too discreetly wise. 

To more than hint their knowledge in surmise * 
Bu( if (bey would— they could '—around tho 
board. 

Thus lAra'a vassals prattled of their lord. 
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X. 

It WA3 (he night— and Lara's glassy stream 
The stars are studding, each with Imaged beam ; 
So calm, the waters scarcely seem to stray. 

Vnd yet they glide like happiness away ; 
Reflecting far aii<l falry-Uke from high 
The immortal lights that live along the sky : 

Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree, 
AikI flowers the fairest that may feast the bee : 
Such In her chaplet infant Dian wove, 

And Innocence would offer (o her love. 

'I'hese deck the shore i (he waves their channel 
make 

In windings bright and mazy like the snake. 

All was so still, so soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to meet a spint there ; 
Secure that nought of evil could delight 
To walk in such a scene, on such a night I 
It was a mt^ment only for the good : 

So Lara deem’d, nor lonp:r ll^re he stood. 

But turn'd in silence to his castle^gate : 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate : 
Such scene reminded him of other days. 

Of skies more cloudless, moons of purer blase. 
Of nights more soft and frequent, hearts that 
now— 

hfo— no— the storm may beat upon his brow, 
V^nfelt— unsparing— but a night like this. 

A night of beauty, mock’d such breast as his. 

xr. 

He turn’d within his solitary hall. 

And his high shadow shot along the wall : 
There were the painted forms of other times. 
Twas all they left of virtues or of crimes. 

Savc vague tratlidon ; and the gloomy vaults 
That hid their dust, their foibles, and their 
faults ; 

And half a column of the pompous page. 

That speeds the specious tale from age to age, 
V here history’s pen its praise or blame supplies. 
And lies like truth, and still most truly Iks. 

He wandering mused, and as the moonbeam 
shone 

Through the dim lattice o'er the floor of stone. 
And the high fretted roof, and saints, the i there 
O’er Gothic window’s kncH in pictured prayer. 
Reflected in fantastic figures grew, 

Uke Ufe, but not like morul life, to view ; 

His bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom. 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume. 
Glanced like a spectre’s attributes, and gave 
His aspect all that terror gives the grave. 

xit. 

'Twas midnight— all was slumber : the Icme light 
IMmm'd in the lamp, as loih lo break (he night. 
Hark I there be murmurs heard m Lara's hall— 
A sound — a voice— a shriek— a fearful call I 
A long, loud shriek- -ind silence— did they hear 
That frantic echo bust the sleeping ear? 

They heard and rose, and. tremulously brave, 
Kusn where the sound invoked their aid to save : 


They come with half-lit tapers in their hands, 
And snatch'd in startled haste unbelted brands. 

xiti. 

CoM as the marble where his length was laid, 
Pale as the beam that o'er his features play’d, 
Was Lara stretch’d ; his half-drawn sabre near. 
Dropp'd it should seem in more than nature's 
fear ; 

Yet he was Arm. or had been firm till now. 

And still defiance knit his gather’d brow ; 
Though mix’d with terror, senseless as he lay. 
There lived upon his lip the wish to slay ; 

Some half-form’d threat in utterance there hart 
died. 

Some imprecation of despairing pride : 

H is eye w’as almost seal’d, but not forsook 
Even in its trance the gladiaior’s look. 

That oft awake his aspect could disclose. 

And tKrtv was flx’d in aorrible repose. 

Tiiey raise him— bear him husn I he breathes, 

he speaks, 

The swarthy blush recolours in his cheeks, 

His lip resumes its r^, his eye. though dim, 
Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 
Recalls its function, but his wores are strung 
In terms that seem not of his native tongue ; 
Disiinct but strange, enough they understand 
To deem them accents of another land : 

And such they were, and meant to meet an ear 
That hears him not— alas, that eannoi hear I 

XIV. 

His page approach’d, and he alone appear’d 
To know the import of the words th^ heard ; 
And by (he changes of his cheek and brow, 
They were not such is Lara should avow, 

Nor he interpret- yet with less surprise 
Than those around (heir chieftain’s stale he eyes. 
But Lara's prostrate form he bent beside. 

And In that tongue which seem'd his own repheo. 
And Lara heeds those tones that gently seem 
To soothe away the horrors of his dream — 

If dream it were, that thus could overthrow 
A breast that needed not ideal woe. 

XV. 

What e’er his frenty dream ’d or eye ^held,— 

If yet remember’d ne’er to be reveal d,— 

Rests at his heart : the custom d morning came. 
And breathed new vigour in hb shaken » 
And solace sought he none from pnest nor i^n. 
And soon the same In movement and m speecn. 
As heretofore he fiU’d the passing hours,— 

Nor kss he smiles, nor more his forehead lowere 
Than these were wont ; and if the coming mgnt 
Appear’d less welcome now to Lara s sight, 

He to his marvelling vassals sbow'd it not. 
Whose shuddering proved (Ait'r fear was less 

In trembh’ng pwrs (alone (hey dared not) 

The astonish'd slaves, and shun the fa^ oaU • 
iTlie waving banner, and (be clapping door, ^ 
jTbe rustling tapestry, and (be echoing floor , 
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The long dim shadows of surrounding trees, 

The iUpping bai. (he night'Soog of the breeze; 
Aught they behold or hear (heir thought appaU. 
As evening saddens o'er the daik grey 

XVT. 

Vain thought! that hour of ne’er unnt veil’d 
gloom 

Came not again, or I^ra could assume 
A seeming of forgetfulness, that made 
Kis vassals more amazed, nor less afraid-^ 

Had memory vanish'd then >viih sense restored? 
Since word, nor look, nor gesture of their lord 
Bet ray'd a fouling that reciU'd to these 
Thu I fever’d moment of his mind's disease. 

Was it a dream } was his the voice (hat spoke. 
'I'hose strange wild accents ; his the cry that 
broke ‘heart 

Their slumber? his the oppress'd, o' er*lau>ur'd 

'JTiat ceased (o be.it. the locdc that made them 
start? 

Could he who thus had suffer'd, so forget. 

When such as saw that suffering shud^r yet ? 
Or did that silence prove his memory fix’d 
Too deep for words, indelible, unmix’d 
In that corroding secrecy which gnaws 
The heart to show the effect, but not the cause? 
Not so in him ; his breast had buried both. 

Nor common gazers could discern the growth 
Of thoughts (hat mortal lips must leave half told* 
i hey choke the feeble words that would unfold. 

xvir. 

In him inexplicably mix'd Appear'd 

Much to be loved and hatet^ sought and fear’d ; 

Opinion varying o’er his hidden lot. 

In praise or raliing ne'er his name forgot : 

His silence form’d a (heme for others’ prate 

They guess’d — they gazed — they fain would 
know his fate. 

What had he been? what was he. thus unknown. 
Who walk d their world, his lineage only known? 
A hater of his kind ? yet some would say 
With them he could seem gay amidst the gay • 
But own d that smile, if oft observed and near 
Waned in its mirth, and wither'd to a sneer * ' 
That smile might reach his lip, but pass'd not by 
None e'er could trace its laughter to his eye * 
Yet there was softness too in his regard. 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard 
But once perceived, his spint seem'd to chide 
buch weakness, as unworthy of its pride. 

And steel’d itself, as scorning to redeem 
One doubt from others' half withheld esteem • 

In sulf'inflicted penance of a breast |re$t * 
Which tenderness might once have wrningVrom 
In vigilance of grief, that would compel 
The soul to hate for having loved too well. 

xvrii. 

There was in hii.i a vita] scorn of all : 

As if the worst ha<l fiitl'n which could belalL 
He stood a stranger in this breathing world 
Aa erring spirit from another burl'd * ' 




A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped 
By choice the perils be by chance escaped ; 

But scaped in vain, for in their memory yet 
His mind would half exult and half regret : 
\\'iih more capacity for love than earth 
Bestows on most of mortal mould and birth, 

His early dr&i ms of good oulsiripp d the truth. 
And troiibl«xl manhe^ follow'd bafRerl youth ; 
With thought of yeats in phantom chase inis> 
Spent. 

And wasted powers for belter purpose lent 
And fiery pas:»ion$ that had pour'd ihdr wr.iih 
In hurried desolation o>r his path, 

And left the better levllngs all at strife 
Irt wild reflection o'er his stormy life ; 

But haughty still, and loth hnnself to hlame. 

He calld on Natnre's self to share the shame, 
.^nd charged .all faults upon the fleshly form 
She gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm. 

I ill he at last confounded good and ill. 

And half mistook for fate the acts of will : 
l oo high for common selfishness, he could 
Ai times resign his own for others' good, 

Hut not in pity, not because he ought, 

But in some strange perversity of thought. 

That sway'd him onward with a secret pride 
1 o do wh.ai few or none would do h«ide : 

And this same im|>ulse would, in tcn*ptlng time, 
Mulead his spirii equally io crime ; 

^much he ^ir'd beyond, or sunk beneath, 
ibe men with whom he felt condemn'd to 
breathe. 

And Iwg’d by good or ill to separate 
Himself from aU who shared his mort.-il state ; 
His mind abhorring this had fix’d her throne 
Far from the world, in regions of her own : 
Iftus coWly p-assing all that pass'd below. 

His blood in tcmpepaic seeming now would flow s 
Ah I happier if it ne'er with guilt had glow'd. 
But ever m that icy smoothness flow d I 
Tis true, with other men iheir path he walk'd, 
And like the rest in seeming did atid talk'd ; 
Nor outraged Reason’s rules by flaw nor start, 
Hrs madness was not of the head but heart * 
And rarely wander'd in his speech, or drew 
His (hoiighis so forth as to offend the view. 

XtX. 

With all that chilling mystery of mien, 
ti” gladness to remain unseen, 

Me (if (were not nature's boon) an art 
yt fixing memory on another's heart : 

H was not love perchance, nor hale, nor aught 
pat words can image to express the Ihouglu ; 
But they who saw him did not see In vain 
And once beheld, would ask of him again • 

And (hose to whom he si'Ake remumber d weU 
And on the words, however light, would dwell • 
None knew nor how. nor why, but he eniwinurt 
Himself perforce around the heurer's mind • 
^ere he was stamp'd, in liking, or iu hate' 

H greeted once ; however brief the date 
pity, or aversion knew, 
bull (here within (be inmost thought he grew 
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^ou could not penetrate his sout but found. 
Despite your wonder, to your osni he wound : 
His presence haunted still ; and from the breast 
He forced an »ll*unwilling interest ; 
s^iiin was the struggle in that mental net, 

His spirit seem’d to dare you to forget 1 

XX. 

There is a festival, where knights and dames, 
And nught that wealth or lofty lineage claims. 
Appear— a. high-born and a welcomed guest 
l o Olho's hall came I-am with the rest. 

I'he long carousal shakes the illumined hall, 
Well speeds alike the banquet and the ball ; 
And the gay dance of bounding Deauty’s train 
Links grace and harmony in happiest chain : 
Blest are the early he.arts and gentle hands 
That mingle there in well ncconling bands 
It is a sight the careful brow might smooth, 

And make Age smile, and dream itself to youth. 
And Youth forget such hour was pass’d on earth. 
So springs the exulting bosom to that mirth ! 

xxt. 

And Lara gazed on these, sedately gUd ; 

His brow ^lied him if his soul was sad : 

And his glance follow'd fast each fluttering fair. 
Whose steps of lightness woke no echo there : 
He lean’d against the lofty pillar nigh. 

With folded arms and long attenti>‘e eye. 

Nor mark'd a glance so sternly fix'd on his— 

111 brook'd high Lara Kruiiny like this. 

At length he caught It. 'tis a face unknown. 

But seems as searclung his. and his alone : 
Prying and dark, a stranger $ by his mien. 

Who slill till now h.id gazed on him unseen : 

At length encountering meets the mutual gaze 
Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze : 

On Lara's glance emotion gaihcring grew, 

As if distrusting ihet the stranger threw ; 

Along the stranger’s aspect, fix’d and stem, 
Flash'd more lhan theace the vulgar eye could 
learn. 

MXIt. 

•'Tls het' the stranger cried, end those that 
heard. 

Re-echo'd fast and far the whisper d word. 

‘ Tis he ! '—‘'Tis who ?' they question far and 
Till louder accents rung on Lara’s ear ; (near. 
So widely spread, few bosoms well cotild brook 
The cencml marvel, or that single look : 

But Lara stirr’d not. ch.inged not : the surpnse 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seem'd now subsided : neither sunk nor raised 
Glanced his eye round, though still the stranger 
gazed j ^sneer. 

And drawing nigh, exclaim’d, with ^jughy 
• •'Tis he I— how came he thence ?— what doth re 
here?' 

xxiii. 

It were too much for Lara to pass by 
iMch qoesUoDs, so repeated fierce and high , 


With look collected, but with accent coldj 
More mildly firm than petulantly bold, 

He turn’d, and met the inquisitorial tone — 

• Kly name is I jra ! — when thine own is known. 
Doubt not my fitting answer to requite 

1 he unlook' d-for courtesy of such a knight. 

Tis Lara I— further woqldst thou mark or ask? 
I sliun no question, and I wear no mask.' 

• Thou shunn'si no question I Ponder— is there 

none [shun ? 

Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would 
And deem’st tliou me unknown loo? Gaze 
again ! 

At least thy memory was not given in vain. 

Oh ! neser canst thou cancel half her debt, 
Hternity forbids thee to forget.’ 

With slow and searching glance upon his face 
Grew Lam’s eyes, but nothing there could trace 
They knew, or chose u> know — with dubious 
look 

He cleign'd no answer, bul his head he shook. 
And half contemptuous turn'd to pass away ; 
Bul the stem stranger motion'd him to stay. 

• A word ! — I charge thee stay, and answer here 
To one who. wert thou noble, were thy peer ; 
But as thou wasi and art— nay. frown not, lom« 
If fal^. 'tb easy lo disprove the word— 

But as thou wast and art. on ihee looks down. 
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at thy fronm. 

Art thou not he, whose deeds ' 

< Whaie'er I be, 

Words wild as these, accusers like to thee, 

( hsi no further ; those with whom they weigh 
May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous talc no doubt thy tongue can tell, 
Whkh thus begins so courteously and well. 

Let Otho cherish here his rolish <l guest. 

To him my thanks and thoughts shall be ex- 
press’d.' . 

And here their wondering host hath inierpo^ 

' Wbate'er there be between you undisclosed, 
This is no time nor fitting place to mar 
The mirthful meeting with a wordy war. 

If thou, bir Ezzelin. nast aught to show 
Which it befits Count Lara’s ear to know, 
'ro-moTTOw. here, or elsewhere as may best 
Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest , 

I pledge myself for thee, as not unknown, 

1 iMJUgb, like Count Lara, now return d aJoM 
From other lands, almost a stranger grown , 
And if from Uira’s blood and gentle birth 
[ augur right of courage and oi worth. 

He will not that unt.iinlcd line belie, . 

Nor aught chat knighthood may accord, deny. 

' To-morrow be It,’ Eazelin replied, ^ 

‘ And here our several worth and truth be tneo , 
I gage my life, my falchion, to ailcst 
hiy words ; so may I mingle with the bl»t I 
What answers Lera? to Its centre shninx 
His soul, la deep ^siraction sudden r 

iThe words of many, and the eyes of all 

I That there were gather'd, seem d 00 lum to lau , 
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But his >v«re si1ent» his appear’d to stray 
In fax forge ifui ness — away— away — 

Alas i that hcedlessness of all around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 

' To-morrow 1— ay, (o•mo^^o^v I ' Furllier word 
Than (hose repealed none from Lam heard, 
Upon his brow no ouinard p.'X&sion spoke, 

Front his large eye no Hashing anger broke ; 
Yet there was something fix’d in that low tone 
Which show'd resolve, determined, ihough ur»- 
known. 

He seised his cloak— his head he slightly bow’d, 
And passing Ezrelin lie left (he crowrl ; 

And, as he i>ass’d him, smiling mel the frown 
With which that chicfiain's brow would bear 
him dowi 

II was nor smile of mtrih, nor stniggUng pride 
That curbs to scorn the wmih it cannot hide ; 
But that of one in his own he.art secure 
Of all that he would do. or could endure. 

Could this mean peace? the calmness of the 
good? 

Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood? 
Aias I too like in confidence are each 
For man to (rust lo mortal look or sjicceh * 
From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to 
learn, 

XXV. 

And Lara call'd his page, and went hbway 

Well eould (hat slripUng word or sign o^y • 
His only follower from those climes afar ' 
Where the soul glows beneath a brighier star ' 
For I .Am left the shore from whence he sprung 
In duty patient, and sedate though young - 
Silent aahiin lie served, his failh appears * 
Above his statiun, and beyond his yean 
1 hough no I unknown the tongue of Utra's land 
In such from him he rarely heard commaml • 
But ftui t his step, and clear his tones would 

When lArn s lips breathed forth the ww^r^ 
1 liose accents, ns his native mountains dear 
Awake their absent echoes in his car, ' 
Frlcmls', kindreds’, parents*, wonted voice recall 
Now lost, abjured, for one- his friend, hU all • ' 
ror mm earth now disclosed no other guide • 
What marvel, then, he rarely left his s&e? * 

XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
1 hat brow whereon his native sun had sate 
But had not marr’d, ihough in hU beams he 

The chceic where ofl (lie unbidden blush^tyine 
Yet not such blush os mounts when liealth would 
. show 

All the heart's hue in (bat delighted glow * 

But ’twas a hectic tint of secret eara * 

That for a burning moment fever’d tliere 
And the wild sparkle of his eye seem’d caught 
From high, and lighten’d with eleetrie iho«ht, 


Though its black orb (hose long low lashe- 
fringe 

Had temper'd >vilh a melancholy tinge ; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride w.as there; 

Or, if *l were grief, a grief that none should share 
And pleased nol him the s|>oris that please hi 
age. 

The (ricks of youth, (he frolics of the p-age j 
For iMurs on l-tra he wouUl fix his glance, 

.As albfurgotfcii in that watchful trance; 

And from his chief withdrawn, he wander'd lone. 
Brief were his answers, aiul hi« tpiesiions none 
His w.alk the wood, his S|>orl some foreign book 
HU resiing-pl.ace the Iwnk that curbs the brook 
He seem’d, like him he served, to live ap.irl 
From all (hat lures ilie c)e. aiwl fills the heart ; 
To know no brotherhood, and lake from earth 
No gift beyond that bitter boon — our birth. 

XXVtl. 

If might he lov’d, *twas 1-ara ; but w*as shown 
His failh in reverence and in deeds alone ; 

In n,u(c at (cm ion : and Ills care, which guess’d 
Each wish, fulfill'd it ere (he tongue express’d. 
Still there was haughtiness in all he did 
A spirit deep that brook'd not to be chid : 

His real, though more th.au that of servile h.inds, 
In act alone obeys, his air commands; 

As if '(was Jam's less than Au desire 
’fhal thus he K*pverl, Iml surely not for hire. 
Slight were the tasks enjoin'd him by his lord, 
To hoki the stirrup, or to bear the sword ; 

To tune his lute, or, if he will'd it more. 

On tomes of other limes and tongues to pore • 
Rut ne'er to mingle with the mcniul Inin, 

To w hom lie sliow'd nor deference nor dis<iaiu. 
Rut that wcll'worn reserve whiclt prove<| he 
No symrwhy with that familiar crew : [knu* 
His soul, what e’er his st.ation or his stem, 

Could bow to Lara> not descend to them. 

Or higher birth he swm’d, and belter days 
Nor riijuk of vulgar loll that luuul betrays 
^ femininely while, ii might bcs|>cak J check. 
Another whrn match’d with that smooth 
Rut for his garb, and something in his gaze. 
Wore wild and high than woman’s eye octrays j 
A latent fierceness that far more became 
His fiery climate than his tender frame : 
true, in his words it broke not from his brc.ost, 
Uut^m Ills aspect might be more than guess’d. 
Kaled his name, ihough rumour said he bore 
Another ere he left his mountain shore ; 

sometimes he would hear, however nigh 
iliat name repeated loud wiihout reply, 

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again, 

Stan to the sound, as but remember’d then ; 
Unless ’twas lira’s wonic<| voice that spake 
I* Of then, car, eyes, and heart would all awoke. 

XXVIII. 

He bad l<«k*d down upon the festive hall. 

And mark d that sudden strife so mark’d ©fall 
AM when the crowd around and near him told 
'Their wonder at thp rsdmness of (be bold 
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Their inaivel how ihe high-born Lara bore 
Such insult from a stranger^ doubly sore. 

The colour of young Knled went and came, 
The Up of ashes, and the cheek of flame : 

^nd o'er his brow the dampening heart^rops 
the tokening iciness of that cold dew. [threw 
Thai rises as the busy bosom sinks [shrinks. 
>Viih heavy thoughts from which reflecfum 
i'cs-'there be things wtiich we must dream and 
dare. 

And execute ere thought be half aware : 

Whate cr might Kalcd’obc, it was enow 
To seal his lip, but agoiire his brow. 

He gnsed on Ezselin tilt Lara cast 

That sidelong smile upon the knight he pass'd ; 

When Kaled saw that smile his visage fell. 

As if on something recognised right well . 

His memory read in such a meaning more 
Thau Lara’s aspect umo otliers wore : 

Forward he sprung— a moment, both were gone. 
And all within that hall seem'd left alone ; 

Each had so fix'd his eve on l.ara’$ mkn. 

All had so mix'd their reelings with that scene, 
That when his long dark shadow through the 
porch 

No more relieves the glare of yon high torch, 
^ch pulse beats quicker, and alt bcioms seem 
To bound as doubling from too black a dream, 


Such as we know is false, yet dread in sooth. 
Because the worst is ever nearest truth. 

And they are gone— but Esselin Is there. 

With thoughtful vi^ge and imperious air ; 

But long remain'd not : ere an hour expired 
He waved his hand to Otho. and retired. 

XX (X. 

The crowd arc gone, the revellers at rest ; 

The courteous host, and albapproving guest, 
Again to that accustom’d couch must creep 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 
And m.-in, o'criabour’d with his being’s strife, 
Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life ; 
There lie love’s feverish hope, and cunning’s 
I 

l-laie’s working brain, and lull’d ambition s wile ; 
O’er each vain eye oblivion’s pinions w'ave. 

And quench’d existence crouches in a grave. 
What better name may slumber’s bed become? 
Night’s sepulchre, the universal home, 

Where weakness, strength, vice, virtue, sunk 
Alike in nake<l helplessness recline : [supine. 
Glad for a while to heave unconscious breath. 
Vet wake to wrestle with the dread of death, 
And shun, though day but dawn on ills in- 
creased, (^®**** 

*11131 sleep, the loveliest, since it dreams the 
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Night wanes— the vapours round the mountains 
curl'd 

Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world, 
Man has another day 10 swell the past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last : 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 
The SUM is in the heavens, and life on earth ; 
Flowers in the valley, siilcndour in the beam, 
Health on the gale, and freshness in Ihe stream. 
Immortal man I behold her glories shine, 

And cry exulting inly. ' 'fhey are thine I 
Case on, while yet thy gladden’d eye may see ; 
A morrow comes when they are not for thee : 
And grieve what may above thy senseless bier. 
Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud shall gather mo«, nor leaf shall fall. 
Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for thee, f<^ali; 
But creeping things shall revw in their spoil. 
And fit thy clay to fertiliw the s«L 

It. 

Tis morn— tis noon— assembled in t^ h^k 
llie gather’d chieftains come to Otho a call : 
'Tis now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The Ufe or death of Lara’s future fame : 

When Esrelio his charge may here unt^, 

And whatsoe’er Ibe tale, it must be told. 

H is fait h was pledged , and I .ara s p^^tse pv«n. 
To mwt it in the eye of Aan and Heaven. 


Why comes he not ? Such i ru ihs <0 be d Ivulged, 
Meihinks the accuser’s rest is long indulged 

tti. 

'The hour Is past, and l^ra loo is Ihisre, 

With self confiding, coldly jwi lent air ; 

Why comes not Erselln ? 'The hour U past* 
And murmurs rise, and Otho’s brow s 0 ercast. 

' I kiKiw my friend ! his faith I cannot fear 
If yet he be on e.arth, expect him here ; 

The roof that held him in the valley stands 
Between my own and noble Laras lands . 

Jkiy halls from such a guest had honour gain o. 
Nor had Sir Errelin his 

Bui that some previous proof forbade h is stay. 
And urged him to prepare afa'naj ’ 

I he word I pledged . 

Or will myself redeem bis knighthood s slain. 

He ceased— and Lara answer’d, * I am here 

To lend at thy demand a listening ear 

To tales of evil from a stranger s 

Whose wordsalready might my 

But that I deem'd him scarcely lew than mad, 

Or. at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

I know him not-but me U seems h« 
fn lands wbere-but I must not . 

Produce this babbler-or redeem llw piwge • 
hS in ihy hold, and with thy i^chion s edge. 
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Proud Olbo on the instant, reddening, threw 
His glove on earth, and forth bis sabre flew. 

* The last alternative befits me best. 

And thus 1 answer for mine absent guest.* 

With ciieek unchanging from its sallow gloom, 
However near his own or other's tomb : 

With hand, whose almost careless coolness ^>oke 
Its grasp well used to deal the s.'tbrc-stroke ; 
With eye« though calm, determined not to spare, 
Did Lara too his willing weapon bear. 

In vain the circling chieftains round them closed, 
For Otho’s frenzy would not be opposed : 

And from his Up those words of insult fell— > 

His sword is good who can maintain them vrell. 

IV. 

Short was the conflict ; furious, blindly rash. 
Vain Oiho gav 2 his bosom to the gash ; 

He bled, and fell ; but not with deadly wound. 
Stretch'd by adext'rous sleight along the ground. 

' Demand thy life I ' 1*10 answer'd not : and then 
Prom ihnt red floor he ne'er hnd risen again. 

For Laras brow upon the moment grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue ; 

And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 
Than when Ids foe's was leveU'd at his brow ; 
'I'hen all was stern cohectedness and an. 

Now rose the unleaven'd hatred of his iKart ; 

So little sparing to the foe be fell'd. 

That when the approaching crowd his arm with' 
held. 

He almost turn'd the thirsty point on those 
Who thus for mercy dared to inieqiose ; 

But to a moment's thought that purpose bent ; 
Yet look'd he on him siiil with eye intent. 

As If he loathed the ineflectunl strife 
That left a foe, howe'er o'erthrown. wIili life ; 
At if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 

They raised the bleeding Olho. and Ihe l..eech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech ; 
The others met within a neighbouring hall. 

And he. incensed and heedless of (hem all. 

The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray. 

In haughty silence slowly strode away : 

Hu back'd his steed, his homeward path he look. 
Nor cast on OtUo's towers a single look. 

VI. 

Rut where was he — that meteor of a night. 

Who menaced but to disappear with light ? 
Where was this Ezzelin? who came and went 
To leave no other (race of his Intent. 

Hu left the dome of Otho long ere mom. 

In darkness, yet so well the path was worn. 

He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay : 

Hut there he was not, and with coming day 
Came fast inquiry, which unfolded nought 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 

A chamber lenantless. a steed at rest, 

His host alarm'd, hla murmuring squires dia- 


Their search extends along, around the path. 

In dread to meet (he marl^ of prowlers* wrath 
But none are there, and not a brake hath borr.« 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn : 
Nor fall nor struggle bath defaced the grass. 
Which still retains a mark where murder was; 
Nor dabbling Angers left to (ell the tale. 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail. 

When agonized hands that ceased to guard. 
Wound in that pang the ^niooiluiess of thesward. 
Some such hnd been, if here a life was reft, 

But these were not : and doubting hope is left ; 
And strange suspicion, wliis|>cring l.ara's name. 
Now daily mu iters oer his blacken'd fame ; 
Then sudden silent wl>cn his form appear'd. 
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear'd ; 

Again its wonted wondering to renew. 

And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

VII. 

Days roll along, and Otho’s wounds are heal'd. 
Rut not his pride : and hale no more conceal'd: 
IHe was a man of pow er, and Lara's foe. 

The fnend of nil who sought to work him woe : 
And from his country's justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at l.4im*s Immls. 

Who else than Lara could have cause to fear 
His presence^ who hod made him disappear. 

If not (he man on whom his menaced charge 
Had sate too deepiv were he left at large? 

The general rumour ignorantly loud. 

The mystery dearest to the curious crowd ; 

The seeming friend Icssness of him who strove 
To win no confidence, and w.ike no love ; 

The sweeping fierceness which his soul (Stray'd, 
I'he skill with which he wielded his keen blade; 
Where harl his arm un warlike caught that an? 
Where had that fierceness grown ujion his heart ? 
For it was rvot the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a w ord assuage : 

But the deep working of a soul un mix'd 
With aught of pily where us wrath had fix'd ; 
Such as long |>ow vr and overgorged success 
Cortcentrates into all that's merciless : 

These, link’d wiili that desire which ever sways 
Mankind, the rather lo condemn than praise, 
'Gainst Ijsra gaiheriNg nised at length a storm. 
Such as himself might fear, and fors would form, 
And he must answ’er for ihe absent head 
Of one (hat haunts him still, abve or dead* 

VIII. 

Within that land was many a malcontent. 

Who cursed the tyranny to which he bent ; 
That soil full many a wringing des|>ot saw. 
Who work'd his wantonness in form of law. 
Long woir without and frequent broil within 
Had made a x>a(h for blood and gi.ant sin. 

'lliat waited but a signal (o Iwgin 
New havoc, such as civil discord blends, 

Which knows no neuter, owns but foes or friends* 
Fix'd ^n his feudal fortress, each was lord, 

Ifi word and deed obe/d, in sonl abbo^^ 
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Thus Lara had inherited his lands, 

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands; 
But that long Absence from his native clime 
Hnd left him stainless of oppression's crime, 
And now, disvrtod by Ills milder 
All dread by slow degrees had worn away. 

The menials felt ilicir usual awe alocw. 

But more for him than them that fear was grown; 
They deem'd him now unhappy, though at first 
Their cvM judgment augur'd ol^ the 'voist ; 

And each long restless night, ami silent moud. 
Was traced to sickness, fixl by solitude : 1 

And though his lonely habits threw of late 
Gloom o'ur his chamber, cheerful was hH gate 
For thence the wretched ne'er unsoothed wiih-l 
drew. 

For them, at least, his soul compassion knew. 
Cold to live great, coniempiuous to (he high, 
The humble pass d not his unhmiing eye ; 
Much he would speak not. but beneath his roof 
They found asylum oft. and ne'er reproof. 

And they who watch’d might mark that, day by 
day, 

Some new fetainers gather'd to his sway : 

But most of late, since ICiszelin w*a$ lost. 

He play’d thecoiirrcous lord and bounteous host : 
Percliance his strife with Otho made him dread 
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 
Whate’er his view, his favour more obtains 
With these, the people, than his fellow'thanes. 

If this were policy, so far twos sound. 

The million judged but of him as they found ; 
From him by sterner cliiefs to exile driven. 

They but required a shelter, and 'iwos given. 

By him no peasant mourn’d his rifled cot. 

And scarce the serf could murmur o’er his loc 
With him old avarice found its lioard secure. 
With him coniempl forbore to mock the poor ; 
Youth present cheer and promised recompense 
Detain’d, till all too late to part from thence: 
^'o hate he offer'd, with the coming change. 
The deep reversion of delay’d revenge : 

To love, long baffled by die unequal match, 

I'he vvcll-won charms success w.is sure to snatch. 
AU now was ripe, he wails but to proclaim 
TIml slavery nothing which was still a name. 
The moment came, the hour when Otho thought 
Secure at last the vengeance which he sought : 
His summons found the destined crinnnal 
Begirt by thousands in his swarming hall, 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven. 
Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

ITiat morning he had freed the soibbound ^ves 
Who dig no land for tyrants but their grava ! 
Such is their cry— some watchword for tlie fight 
Must vindicate the wrong, and warp the right : 

Religion— freedom— vengeance— what yw will , 

A word’s enough to raise mankind to kiU 5 
Some facUous phrase by cunning caught and 
spread, . 

That guilt may reign, and wolves and worms be 


IX. 

Throughout that dime the feudal chiefs had 
gain'd 

Such sway, their infant monarch hardly rein'd: 
Now was tlie hour for faction's rebel growth. 
’Fhe serfs contemn’d the one, and haled both : 
I’hey wailed but a leader, and they found 
One to iluHr cause inseparably bound ; 

By circumstance compell’d to plunge again, 

In svlf dcfence. amidst the strife of men, 

Cut off by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birth and nature meant not for his focsi 
Had L^ra from that night, to him accurst, 
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst ; 
Some re.ison urged, wbaie’er it was, to shun 
Inquiry into deeds at distance done ; 

By mingling with his own (he cause of all. 

E’en if he fail'd, he still delay’d his fall. 

The sullen c.alm that long his bosom kept. 

Tl»e storm that ^>ce had spent itself and slepti 
Roused by events t h at see m d fored oom’d to urge 
His gloomy fortunes to (heir utmost verge. 
Burst forth, and made him all he once had been. 
And is Ag.iin ; lie only changed the scene. 

Light care hod he for life, and less for fame, 

But not less fitted for the desperate game : 

He deem’d himself mark’d out for others’ hate, 
And mock'd at luin so they shared his fate. 
Wluit cared he for the frei^om of the crowd? 
He raised (he humble but (0 bend the proud. 
He had ho|>cd quiet in his sullen lair, 

But man and destiny beset him there : 

Inured to hunters, he was found at bay. 

And iliey must kill, they cannot sn.irc (he prey* 
Siero. iinambirious. silent, he had been 
Kcr.ee forth a calm six'ctaior of life's scene | 
Buldragg'd Again ufion (he arena, stood 
A leader not uncqu.il to the feud ; 

In voice— mien— gesture— savage nature spoke. 
And from his eye the gi.idlalor broke. 

X. 

What boots the oft -repeated talc of strife, ^ 

I'he feast of vultures, and the wtistc of life • 

The NAr)'mg fort tine of each separate fluid, 

I’he fierce that vanquish, and the faint that 
yield ? 

'fhe smoking ruin, and the mimbled wall ? 

In this the struggle was the same with all : 

Sast that distemper'd passions lent their force 
In bitterness that banish'd all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy knew her cry was vain. 
The captive died upon the battle-plain : 

In either cause, one rage alone possess’d 
The emfnre of the alternate victor's breast : 

And (hey that smote for freedom or/or sway. 
Deem'd few were slain while more remajn a to 

j 

It was loo late (0 check the wasung biano. 

And Desolation reap’d the famish'd land ; 

The torch was lighted, and the flame was 
^>read, 

And Carnage smiled upon her daily dead. 
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XI. 

Fresh wUh (he nerve (he new-born impulse 
strung. 

The hrst success to Lara's numbers clung : 

Bu( that vain victory hath ruin’d all ; 

They form no longer (0 their leader’s call : 

In blind confu^on on (be foe they press, 

And (hink (o snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the thirst of bale, 

Lure on the broken brigands to their face : 

In vain he doth whace’er a chief may do. 

To check (he headlong fury of (hat crew ; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame, 
The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame : 
The wary foe alone hath (um’d their mood, 

And shown their rashness to (hat erring brood : 
The feign'd retreat, the nightly ambuscade, 

The daily harass, and the fight delay’d, 

The long privation of the hoped s>ipply. 

The tentless rest beneath the humid sky. 

The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer's art, 
And palls the patience of his baffled heari, 

Or these they had not deem’d : the baCtlC'day 
They could encounier as a veteran may. 

But more preferr’d the fury of the strife, 

And present death to hourly suffering life : 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 
His numbers melting fast from ihe^ array ; 
liiieinpeiate triumph frules to discontent, 

And Laias soul alone seems still unbent : 

But few remain to aid his voice and hand. 

And thousands dwindled to a scanty band : 
Desperate, thougli few, the last and bust re 
main’d 

To mourn the discipline they late disdain'd. 

One hope survives, the frontier is not far, 

And thence they may escape from native war, 
And bear within them to the neighbouring state 
ft” ” «”Tow»i or an outlaw^s hate r 
Hard Is the task their fatherland to quit. 

But harder still to perish or submit. 

ttii. 

It is resolved --they march— consenting Night 

^i?f and lorchless 

flight; 

Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
weep OT the surface of the barrier stream : 
Already they dcsciy— Is yon the bank? 

Away I tu jin^ with many a hostile rank, 
What glitters in the rear ? 

I II Otho s banner— the pursuer's spear I 

AiJ.? fires upon the height 
AIM I they bleu too widely for the flight : 

1 compass'd in the (oil, 

P*”***"*®' bought a richer 

Xtxi. 

A momeDt's pause 
band. 

or here withstand 

tin? chaige the foes 

Who by the borde^e(^eam their march opptae, 


•'tis but to breathe their 


^Mtnc few perchance may break and pass the 
However link'd to baffle such design. (line, 
Tite cltarge be ours ! to wait for their assault 
Were fate well worthy of a coward’s halt.' 

Forth flies each sabre, rein’d is every steed, 

And (he next word shall scarce outstrip the 
deed : 

n (he next (one of Tatra’s gathering breath. 
How many shall but hear the voice of death I 
xtv. 

His blade is bared— in him there is an air 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair ; 

A something of indiflerunce more than then 
Becomes the bravvst, if ihcy fuel for men. 

He turn'd liis eye on K.nlcd. ever near. 

And still too faithful to betray one fear : 
Perchance *iw*as but the moon's dim twilight 
threw 

Along his aspect an unwonted hue 
Of mournful ]>alenoss, whose deep tint express'd 
The truth, and not the terror of his breast. 

This Lara mark’d, and. laid his hand ort hU ; 

( trembled not in such an hour as this : 

His Up w’as silent, scarcely beat his heart ; 

His eye alone proclaim'd, * We will not part I 
Thy band m.ay ]>erish. or ihy friends may flee ; 
Farewell to life, but not iulieu 10 thee I ' 

The word hath pass’d his Ups. and onward 
driven. [riven ; 

PouK the link'd band through mnks asunder 
Well has e.-ich steed obey’d the .'irmed heel. 

And flash the scimliari. and rings the steel ; 
Outnumber’d, not oulbr.ivcd. they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a from to foes : 

And blood ismirtgled with the dashing stream, 
Which runs all redly (ill the morning beam. 

XV. 

Commanding, aiding, animating all, 

Where foe appear’d to press, or friend to fall, 
Cl»cers {.oira s voice, and waves or strikes his 
steel, 

Inspiring ho|>c himself h.id ceased to fed. 

None tied. fi>r ncll they knew that flight were 
v.aini 

But those ih.M waver turn to smile ag.iin. 

While yet ihcy find the firmest of the foe 
Recoil before their leader’s look and blow : 

Now girt wiih numbers, now .*\lmost alorie, 

He foils their ntnks. or rruniies his own ; 
Hin.sclfhe sp.\rcd not— once they seem’d 10 fly— 
Now was I he time, he waved his hand on high, 
AckI shook— Why sudden droops that plumed 
emt ? 

The shaft Is sped— the arrow’s In Ills breast I 
*rhat fatal gesture left the unguarded side, 

And Death had siricken down yon arni of pride. 
The word of triumph fainted Jrom his tongue ; 
That hand, so raJsra. how droopingly it hung I 
But yet (he sword instinctively retains. 

Though from its fi*Uow shrink (he falling reins 
These Kaled snatches : dizzy with the blow, 
And senseless bending o'er Kis saddlebow* 
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Perceives not Lara (hat liis anxious page 
Keguiles his charger from the combat s rage : 
Meantime his followers chaige. and charge 
again ; 

Too mix’d (he slayers now to heed the slain I 

XVI. 

Day glimmers on the dying and the dead, 

The cloven cuirass, and the helinless bead : 

The war-horse masterless is on (he earth, 

And Ihat Iasi gasp hatli burst his bloody girth ; 
And near, ye( quivering with what life rcniiiiii d. 
The heel that urged him. and the hano iliat 
rein’d ; 

And some too near (hat rrilling torrent he. 
Whose waters mock the lip of (hose (hat die ; 
Tha( panting thirst which scorches in the breath 
Of those (hat die the soldier's fiery death. 

In vain impels the burning mouth to crave 
One drop— the last— to cool it for the grave ; 
With feeble and convulshe effort swept 
Thoir limbs along (he crimson d turf have crept ; 
I he faint remains of life such struggles waste, 
Hut yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste ; 
They feel its freshness, and almost p,.riake— 
Why pause?— No further thirst ha\‘c they to 
slake— 

It is unquench’d, and yet they feel it n<A ; 
it was an agony,— but now forgot I 

XVIT. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from (he scene, 

Where hut for him that strife had never been, 

A brcatliing btu devoted warrior lay : 

Twas I-ara bleeding fust from life away. 

His follower once, and now* his only guide, 
Kneels Knied watchful o’er his welling side, 
And with his scarf would stanch the tides that 
rush 

With each convulsion in a bhicker gush : 

And (hen. as his faint breathing waxes low, 

In feebler, not less fatal trick lings flow ; 

He scarce can speak, but motions him ‘(is \'ain. 
And merely adrls another throb to pain. 

He clasps (he hand that piing which would as- 
suage, 

And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page. 
Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor 
sees, [knees ; 

Save that damp brow which rests upon his 
Save lhai pale aspect, where the eye, though 
dim, ^ , . . 

Meld all (he light that shone on earth for him. 

XVII t. 

The foe arrit'cs, who long had search d the field, 
Their triumph nought till Lara loo should yield ; 
They w'ould remove him, but they see tw-ere 

And he regards them with a calm disdain, 

That rose to reconcile him with his fate, 

And that escape lo death from living hate; 

^nd Olho comes, and leaping from his 
LoJks on the bleeding foe Ibai made him bleed, 


And questions of his state : be answers not, 
Scarce glances on him as on one forgot. 

And turns to Kaled :— each remaining 'word 
They understood not, if dislinclly heard ; 

His dying tones arc in that other tongue, 

To which some strange remembrance wildly 
clung. 

They spake of other scenes, but what — fs known 
To KnIed, wliom their meaning reach’d alone : 
And hercplictl, though faintly, lo their sound. 
While gated the n.'St in dumb amasement 
round : past 

'fhey sevin’d even il»cn— that twain— unto (he 
To lialf forget tlie prvsent in the past ; (fate, 
I'o shme liciwcen themselves some separate 
W’hose darkness none beside should penetrate. 

xix. 

I’hcir words, iliough faint, were many— from llie 
tone 

riicir import those w ho heard could judge alone ; 
From (his, )ou might have deem'd young Kaled’s 
death 

More near than lotra's by his voice and breath. 
So sad, so deep, nrnt hesitating broke 
I'he accents his $carce*moving pale lips spoke ; 
Blit l.ara*s voice, though low, at 6rs( was clear 
And calm, till murmunng death gasp’d hoarsely 
near: 

But from his visage little could w’e guess, 

So unrepeniant, dark, and passionless, 

Save that when struggling nearer ro his Iasi, 
Upon (hat page his eye was kindly oast : 

And once, as Ralcd's answering accents ceased, 
Rose Lara’s hand, and pointed to (he East ; 
Whether (.*is then ihe breaking sun from high 
Roll’d back the clouds) the morrow caught his 
eye. 

Or that ’( was chance, or some remember d scene 
That raised his arm to point where such had been, 
$»rec Kalcd seem’d to know, but turn'd away, 
As if his iK.-irl abhorr’d (hat coming day, 

And slirunk his glance before that morning light 
To look on l.ara’s brow— where all grew night. 
Yet sense seem'd left, though better were Us loss: 
I For w hen one near display d the absolving cross, 
And molTcr'd to his touch the holy bead, 

Of which his parting soul might own ibe need, 
He look'd upon it with an eye profane. 

And smiled— Heaven parrJon I if 'twere with dl> 
dain : 

And Kaled, though he spoke not. nor ^tbdrew 
From Lara’s face his fix’d despairing view. 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swUt, 
Flung back the hand which held the sacred gilt, 
As if such but disturb’d the expiring man. 

Nor seem'd to know his life but began, 

That life of ImmortaUly, secure 

To none, save them whose faith io Cbnst is sure. 

XX. 

But gasping h'^veri the breath ibat Lara drew, 
Aud dull (be along his dim ^e grew : 
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His \\mh% stretch'd fluttering, and his bead 
droop'd o'er 

The weak yet uW) untiring knee that bore : 

He press'd the hand he held upon his heart— 

It beats no more, but Kaled will not part 
With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels io vain, 
For that faint throb which answers not again- 
' It beats ! '—Away, thou dreamer 1 he is gone— 
It once was which thou k>ok‘st upon. 

XXl. 

He gated, as if not yet had pass'd away 
I'he haughty spirit of that humble day ; 

And those around have roused him from his 

trance. 

But cannot tenr from thence his fixed glance ; 
And when, in raising him from where he bore 
Within his arms the form that felt no more. 

He saw the bead his breast wouki still sustain 
Roll down like earth to earth upon (he plain, 

He did not dash himself thereby, nor tear 
I'he glossy tendrils of his raven hair. 

But strove to stand and gaw. but red'd and fell. 
S^carce breathing more than that he loved so well. 
Than that At lov'd I Oh ! never yet beneath 
n iie breast of man such trusty love may breathe 1 
lhat trying moment hath at once reveal'd 
The secret Jong and yet but half conceal'd : 

111 baring 10 revive that lifeless breast. 

Its grief seem'd ended, but the sex confess'd ; 
And life return'd, and Kaled felt no shame— 
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame? 

XXII. 


And l.ara sleeps not where his fathers sleep. 

But where he died his grave was dug as deep ; 
Nor is his mortal slumber less profound. 

Though priest nor bless'd, nor marble deck'd 
(he mound ; 

And be was mourn'd by one whose C|uie1 grief. 
Less loud, outlasts a people's for their chief. 
Vain was all (|UCStion ask'd her of the past, 

And vain e'en mens ce— silent (o (he last : 

She told nor whence nor why she left behind 
Her all for one w'ho seem'd but little kind. 

Why did she love him? Curious fool I— be still— 
Is human love the growth of human will ? 

To her he might be gentleness t the stern 
H uve deeper thoughts than your dull ryes d Iscem ; 
And when they love, your smilers gu^ not how 
Beats the strong heart though less the lips avow. 
They were not common links that form'd the 
chain 

fhat bound to Lara Koled's heart and brain ; 
But that wild tale she brook'd not to unfold, 
And seal'd is now each Up that could have told. 

XXUI. 

l*hey laid him in the earth, and on his breast, 
Be^es the wound that sent his soul to rest. 
They found the scatter'd dints of many a s^. 
Which were not planted there in recent war: 
Wlierr'er had paW'd his summer years of life* 

It eiwius tlicy vanish'd in a land m strife ; 


But all unknown his glory or his guilt, 

I'Th^ only told that somewhere blood was spilt ; 
And Erselin. who might have spoken the p^t, 
Return'd no more — that night appear'd his last 

XXIV. 

Upon that night {a peasant’s is the (ale) 

A Serf that cross'd the interv ening vale, • 

When Cynthia's light almost gave way to mom, 
And nearly veil'd in mist her waning horn : 

A Serf, (hat rose betimes (0 ihrcad Ihe wood, 
And hew the bough ih.it bought his children's 
food. 

Pass'd by the riv^r (hat divides the plain 
Of Otboa lands and Lara's broad donuain : 

He heard a tramp— a horse and horseman broke 
From out the wood— before him w&i .1 clo^ik 
Wrapt round some huiihcn at his Mddlc'bow, 
Bent was his hend, and hidden was his brow. 
Roused by the sudden sight at such a lime. 

And some foreboding lhat it ndght be crime. 
Himself unlieeded w atch'd the stranger's course. 
Who reach’d the river, bounded from bis horse. 
And lifting thence the burthen which he bore, 
Heaved up the bank and dash'd it from the shore. 
Then paused, and look'd, and turn'd, and seem'd 
to watch, 

And still another hurried glance would snairh. 
And follow with his step the stream that flow'd. 
As if even yet too much iis surface show'd r 
At once he started, stoop’d, around him strown 
The winter floods h.id scatter'd he.ips of stone ; 
Of these the heaviest thence he gather'd (here. 
And slung tl>em whh a more than common care. 
Meantime the Surf h.td crept to where, unseen. 
Himself might safely mark what tins might mean: 
He caught a glimpse, us of a flouting brenst, 
And something gliiivr'd siurlikc on the vest ; 
But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk. 
A m.^y fragment smote It, and it sunk : 

It rose again, but indisiinct to view, 

And left the waters of a purple hue. 

Then deeply dl^a|>pi'.*ir'd : the horseman g.i^cd 
I'll! ebb’d the i.-itvsi eddy it h.wJ raised ; 

'I hen. turning, vaulted on his pawing steed. 
And insiani spurr'd him into panting speed. 

His face was mask'd —the features of the dead. 
If dead it were, escaped the observer's dread ; 
But if. in sooth, a star its bosom bore. 

Such is the badge that knighthood ever wore, 
And such 'cis known Sir EuelJn had worn 
Upon the night that led to such a morn. 

If thus he perish d. Heaven receive his soul I 
His undiscover'd limbs to ocean roll ; 

And charily upon (he hope would dwell. 

U was not Lara's hand by which he fell 


XXV. 

And Kaled— Lara— Euel in, are gone. 
Alike without their monumental stone 1 
I'he first, all efforis vainly strove to wean 
From bngeriog where her chieftain's blood 

been : 


had 


* See Xetes ec ib« end wf ite velyaae. 
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Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 
Her tears vjn few, her wailing never loud ; 
But furious would you (ear her from the spot 
Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 
Her eye shot forth with all the living fire 
That haunts the tigress in her wlielpless ire : 
But left to waste her weary moments there. 
She talk’d all idly unto shapta^ of air. 

Such as the busy brain of ^rrow paints. 

And WOOS to listen to her fond complaints ; 
And she would sit beneath the very tree. 
Where lay liis drooping head upon her knee ; 
And in Uiat posture where she Sitw liirn fall. 


His words, his looks^ his dying gra^ recall ; 
And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 
And oft would snatch it from her bosom there. 
And fold and press it gently (o the ground. 

As if she stanch’d anew some phantom’s wound. 
Herself would question, and for him reply : 
Then rising, start, and beckon him to ny 
From some imagined spectre in pursuit ; 

Then seat her down upon some linden’s root. 
And hide her visage with her meagre hand, 

Or trace stninge characters along the sand. 
This could not lasi^he lies by him she loved ; 
Her tale untold— her truth too dearly proved. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

*l'iie grand army of the Turks (in 1715). under the Prime VI Her. to open lo themselves a way 
Into the heart of the Morea, and to form the siege of Napoli di Romania, the most considerable 
place in all that country,* thought it best in t he first place to attack Corinth^ upon which Ihw 
maH# storms. The parrison being weakened, and the governor seeing U was impossible 

To* hold out Against mighty a force, thought it fit to beat a parley : but while they were irea^ 
mg about the articles, one of the magazines in the Turkish camp, wherein they had six hundred 
barrels of powder, blew up by accident, whereby six or seven hundred men were killed ; which 
so enraged the infidels, that they would not grant any capitulaiioA. but stormed the place wun 
so much fury, that they took It, and put most of the garrison, with ijignlor Minot ti, the governor, 
to the sword. The rest, with Antonio Bembo, proveditor extraordinary, were made prisoners ol 
war.' History o/the Turks, voL ill. p. ist. 


In the year since Jesus died for men.t 
Eighteen hundred years and ten. 
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»r tame, sod eiieo very b. 

«Mhe ^Umde SmlMta. An*. aa4 Ika w me 
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We were a gallant company, 

Riding o’er land, and sailing ocr sea. 

Oh ! but we went merrily ! fhm. 

We forded tbe river, and ckunb the hlgo 
Never our steeds for a day stood still ; 
Whether we lay in the cave or tbe shed. 
Our sleep fell soft on the hardest bed : 
Whether we couch’d in our rough capote. 
On the rougher plank of our gliding boat, 
Or stretch'd 00 the beach, or our saddles 
spread . . 

As a pillow beneath tbe resting head, 

Fresh we woke upon tbe morrow i 
All our (iMugbts and words had scope, 
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We bad health, and we bad hope. 

Toil and travel, but no sorrow. 

We were of all tongues and ereeds 
Some were those who counted beads. 

Some of moit]ue. and some of church. 

And some, or I mb*say. of neither : 

Yet through the wide world might ye search. 

Nor hnd a motUer crew nor blither. 

But some are dead, and some are gone. 

And some are scatter’d and alone. 

And some are rebels on the hills * 

Tliat look along Epirus* valleys. 

Where freedom still at moments rallies. 
And pays in blood oppression’s ills ; 

And some are in a far countree. 

And some all restlessly at home : 

Bui never more, oh ! never, we 
Shall meet to revel and to roam. 

But those hardy days dew cheerily. 

And when they now fall drearily, 

My thoughts, like swallows, skim the main, 
And bear my spirit back again 
Over the earth, and through the air, 

A wild bird and a wanderer. 

’TIs this that ever wakes my strain. 

And oft, too oft. implores again 
The few who may endure my lay. 

To follow me so far away. 

Straii^er>-wiU thou fc4low now. 

And sit with me on Aer^ori nth’s brow ? 

i. 

Many a vanish’d year and age, 

And tempest s breath, and battle’s rage. 
Have svrept o’er Corinth ; yet she stan^ 

A fortress form’d to Freedom’s bands. 

The whirlwind’s wrath, the enrihquake’s 
shock, ’ 

Have left untouch’d her hoary rock. 

The kevsione of a land, which siiU. 

Though fall n, looks proudly on that hill, 
The landmark to the double tide 
That purpling rolls on either side. 

if their waters chafed to meet, 

Yet pauM and crouch beneath her feet. 

But ctmid the blood before her shed 
fi«t Timoleon’s brother bled.t 
Or baffled Persia's despot fled. 

Arise from out the earth which drank 
1 he stream of slaughter as U sank 
'That sanguine ocean would o’erftow 
Her isthmus idly spread below • 

Or could the bones of all the slain. 

¥ 1 ^? ^ be piled again, 

Tliat rival pyramid would rise fskin 
More meunttln-like, ihtough lho5«‘ etor 




Than yon tower-capp'd Acropolis, 

Which seems the very clouds to kiss. 

II. 

On dun Cithseron’s ridge appears 
The gleam of twice ten thousand spears ; 
And downward to the Isthmian plain, 
From shore lo.shore of either main. 

The lent is pitch'd, the crescent shines 
Along the Moslem’s Icaguering lines ; 

And the dusk Spahi’s bands advance 
Beneath each bearded pacha’s glance; 
And far and wide as eye can reach 
I’he turban’d cohorts throng the beach ; 
And there the Arab’s camel kneels, 

And there his steed the Tartar wheels ; 
The Turcoman hath left his herd,* 

I'he sabre round his loir.s to gird ; 

And there the volleying thunders pour. 

Till waves grow smoother to the roar, 

Thu trench Is dug, the cannon’s breath 
Wings the far hissing globe of death : 

Fast w’hirl the fragments from the wall, 
Which crumbles with the ponderous ball ; 
And from that wall the foe replies, 

O’er dusty plain and smoky skies, 

With fires that answer fast and well 
The summons of the Infidel. 

lit. 

But near and nearest to the wall 
Of those who wish and work its fall. 

With deeper skill in war’s bbek art 
Than Othman’s sons, and high of heart 
At any chief that ever stood 
Triumphant in the fields of blood, 

Prom post to post, and deed to deed, 

Fast spurring on his reeking steed. 

Where sallying ranks the trench assail, 
And make the foremost Moslem quail, 

Or where the battery, guarded well, 
Remains as yet impregnable, 

Alighting chcerly to inspire 
The soldier sbekening in his fire ; 

The first and freshest of the host 
Which Slamboul’s sultan there can boost. 
To guide the follower o’er the field. 

To point the tube, the lance to wield, 

Or whirl around the bickering blade 
Was Alp. the Adrian renegade I 

XV. 

From Veniee^once a race of worth 
His gentle sires^he drew his birth ; 

But late an exile from her shore. 

Against his countrymen he boro 

The arms they taught to bear ; and now 

The turban girt his shaven brow. 

Through many a change had Corinth pass’d 
With Greece to Venice’ rule at last ; 


* TkelHc uf the TsrMaSMb wandcfUctaS MUUrclui 
lk«r4««D iBieata 
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And here, before her wails, with those 
To Greece and Venice equal foes, 

He stood a foe. wHh all the zeal 
Which young and fiery converu feel, 
Within whose heated bosoin throngs 
The memory of a thousand wrongs. 

To him had Venice ceased to be 
Her ancient civic boast—* the Free : ’ 

And in ti^e palace of St Mark 
Unnamed accusers in the dark 
Within the * Lions mouth* had placed 
A charge against him uneffaced : 

He fled in time, and saved his life. 

To waste his future years in strife, 

Tlial tauglit his land how great l»er loss 
In him who triumph'd o’er the Cross, 
•Gainst wlrich be rear'd the Crescent high. 
And battled to avenge or die. 


V. 

Coumourgi— he whose closing scene • 
Adorn'd the triumph of Eugene, 

Wljcn on Carlowita’ bloody plain, 

I'he last and mightiest of the slain, 

He sank, regretting not to die, 
liut cursed the Christian's victory— 
Coumourgi— can his glory cease. 

Thai latest conejueror of Greece, 

Tin Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yore? 

A hundred years have roll'd away 
Since lie rehx'd the Moslem's sway : 

And now he led (he Mussulman. 

And gave the guidance of (lie van 
To ATp, who well repaid the trust 
By ci.r» le veil'd witn the dusi ; 

And proved, by many a deed of death, 
How firm his heart in novel faith. 

VI. 

The walls grew weak ; and fast and hot 
Against them pour’d the ceasekas shot. 
With unabating fury sent 
From battery to battlement ; 

And thunder-like the peahng dm 
Rose from each heated culvenn ; 

And here and there some crackling dome 
Was fired before the exploding bomb ; 
And as the fabric sank beneath 
The shattering shell’s volcanic breath. 

In red and wreathing columns ftash d 
The flame, as loud the ruin crash d, 

Or into countless meteors driven, 

Its earth-stars melted into heaven : 
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Whose clouds (hat day grew doubly dun, 
Impervious to the hidden sun. 

Willi volumed smoke (hat slowly grew 
To one wide sky of sulphurous hue. 


VII, 

But not for vengeance, long delay’d, 

Alone, did Alp. the renegade, 

I'he Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the promised breach * 
Widiin these walls a maid was pent 
His hope w ould win w iihout consent 
Of (hat inexorable sire, 

Wliose heart refused him in its ire. 

When Alp. beneuih his Christian name. 
Her vi^n hand aspired to claim. 

In happier mood, and earlier lime. 

While unimpeach'd for traitorous crime, 
Gayest in gondola or hall. 

He glitter’d through the Carnival ; 

Ami tuned the softest serenade 
Thai e'er on Aclria's waters play d 
At mklniglu to Italian maid. 

Vltl. 

And many deem d her heart was won ; 

For sought hy nntnbeis, given to none, 
Had young Francesca's liand remain'd 
Still by the church's bonds unchain’d : 

And when the Adriatic bore 
Lancioito to the Faynim shore, 

Her wonted smiles were seen to fail, 

And pensive wax d the maid and pale 
More constant at confessional. 

More rare at masque and festival ; 

Or seen at such, with downcast eyes, 
Which conquer’d hearts they ceased to 
prise : 

With listless look she seems to gase : 

With humbler care her form arrays 
Her voice less lively in the song : 

Her step, though light, less fleet among 
The pairs, on whom the Morning^ s glance 
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. 


IX. 

Sent by the state to guard (he land, 
(Whkh. wrested from the Moslems hano. 
While Sobieski umed his pnde 
By Duda's wall and Danube s side. 

I be chiefs of Venice vming away 
From Patra to Eubcea's bay.) 

Minoiti held in Corinth's towers 
The Doge's delegated powej^ 

While yet the pitying eye of . 

Smiled o'er her long forgotten • 

And ere that faithless (nice 

Which freed her from the unchristian yoke, 

With him his genlle daughter ^nc , 

Nor there, ^nce Menclaus dame 
Forsook her lord and land, to prove 
What woes await on lawless love. 

Had fairer form adorn’d the shore 
Then she, the matchless stranger, bore. 
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X. 

The wall Is rent, the ruins yawn ; 

And with to-morrow s earliest dawn. 

O'er the disjointed mass shall vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 

The bands are rank'd ; the chosen van 
Of Tartar and of Mussulman. 

The full of hope, misnamed * forlorn.' 

Who hold the thought of death in scorn, 
And win their way wUh falchion’s force. 

Or pave the path with many a corse, 

O’er which the following lirave may rise, 
'I'licir stepping-stone— the last who dies ! 

xi. 

'Tis midnight : on the mountains brown 
The cold, round mrton shines deeply down ; 
Blue roil the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads hke an ocean hung on high, 
ilcspanglcd with those isles of light. 

So wildly, spiritually bright : 

Who ever gazed upon them shining 
And turn’d to earth without re|>ining, 

Nor wish’d for wings to flee away. 

And mil with (heir eternal ray? 

'I' he waves on either shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air ; 

And scarce their foam the peblilcs shook, 
But murmur’d meekly as the brook. 

I’he winds were pillow’d on the waves ; 
The banners droop’d along their staves. 
And. as they fell around them furl log. 
Above them slione the crescent curling ; 
And that deep silence was unbroke. 

Save where the watch his signal spoke. 
Save where the steed neigh’d oft aiid shrill. 
And echo answer'd from the hill. 

And the wide hum of that wild host 
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast. 

As rose the Muezzin's voice In air 
In midnight call to wonted prayer ; 

It rose, that chanted mournful stmln, 

Like some lone spirit’s o'er the plain : 
’’Fwas musical, but sadly sweet. 

Such as when winds and harp-strings meet. 
And take a long unmeasured (one. 

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 

It seem’d (o those within the wall 
A cry prophetic of their fall ; 

It struck even the besieger’s ear 
With something ominous and drear. 

An undefined and sudden thrill, 

Which makes the heart a moment still, 
Then beat with quicker pulse, ashamed 
Of (hat strange sense its silence framed \ 
Such as a sudden passing-bell 
Wakes, though but for a stranger's knell. 

Xtl. 

The tent of Alp vraa on (he shore ; 

The sound was hush'd, the prayer was o'er 
The watch was set. (be night-round made. 
All mandates issued and obey'd : 


art 


*Tis but another anxious night, 

Kb pains (l»e morrow may requite 
With all revenge and love can pay, 

In guerdon for their long delay. 

Few hours remain, and he hath need 
Of rest, lo nen’e for many a deed 
Of slaughter ; but within his soul 
The thoughts like troubled waters roll 
He stood alone among the host ; 

Not his the loud fanatic boast 
To plant the crescent o'er the cross. 

Or risk a life with little loss, 

Secure in paradise (o he 
Hy Houris loveil immnrially : 

Sot his, what burning patriots feel. 

I'lie stem ezaliedness of zeal. 

Infuse of blood, unci red in toil. 

When battling on tl>e parent soil. 

He stood alone— A renegmle 
Against the country he betray'd ; 

He stood alone amidst his band, 

Without a trusted heart or har^d : 

I'hey follow’d him. for he was brave. 

And great the spoil he got and gave ; 

I'hey crouch’d to him. for he h^ skill 
To warp arid wiekl the vulgar will : 

Rut still hbChrlsli.an origin 
NN’iih (Item was little less than sin. 

They envied e\en the faithless fame 
He earn’d beneath a Moslem name ; 

Since he. their might iesi chief, had been 
In youth a hitter Nazarene 
They did not know how pride can stoop. 
When baffled feelings withering droop ; 

'T hey did not know how hate can bum 
In hearts once changed from soft to stem : 
Nor ail the false and fatal zeal 
'I'he convert of revenge can feel. 

He ruled them— man may rule the worst, 
By ever daring to be first ; 

So iions o'er ihe jackal sway ; 

The jackal points, he fells the prey. 

Then on tl\c vulgar yelling press, 

To gorge the reUcs of success. 

xm. 

Kb head grows fever’d, and his pulse 
'fhe quick successive throbs convulse : 

In vain from skle to side he throws 
His form, in courtship of repose ; 

Or if he dozed, a sound, a start 
Awoke him with a sunken heart. 

I'he (urban on hts hot brow press'd, 

The mail weigh’d lead-Uke on his breast, 
though oft and ieng beneath Us weight 
Upon his eyes had slumber sate. 

Without or couch or canopy, 

Except a rougher field and sky 
Than now might yield a warrior's l>ed. 
Than now along the heaven was spread. 

He could not rest, he could not stay 
Within hb tent to wait for day. 

But walk'd him fonli along the sand. 
Where thousand aleepen sue w’d the stxud. 
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Wliat pillow'd them ? and why should he 
More wakeful than the humblest be. 

Since more their peril, worse their 1^1 ? 
And yet they fearless dream of spoil ; 
While he alone, where thousands pass'd 
A night of sleep, perchance their last, 

In sickly vigil wander'd on. 

And envied all he gased upon. 

XIV. 

He felt his soul become more light 
Denead) the freshriess of the night. 

Cool was the silent sky. though calm, 

And bathed his brow with airy balm : 
Behind, the camp— before him lay. 

In many a winding creek aetd bay. 
Lepamo’s gulf ; and. on the brow 
Of Delphi's hill, unshaken snow. 

High and eternal, such as shone 
Through thousand summers iHighily gone. 
Along the gulf, the mount, the clime ; 

It will not melt, like man. to time : 

Tyrant and slave are swqit away. 

Less form’d to wear before the ray : 

But that white veil, the lightest, frailest, 
Which on the mighty mount thou hailest, 
While tower and tree are tom and rent. 
Shines o’er its craggy battlement ; 

In form a peak, in height a cloud ; 

In texture like a hovering shroud, 

Thus high by parting Freedom spread. 

As from her fond aMe she fled. 

And linger'd on the spot, where long 
Her prophet spirit spake in song. 

Oh I still her step at moments ulters 
O'er wither'd fields, and ruin'd alurs. 

And fain would wake, in souls too broken, 
By pointing to each glorious token : 

But vain her voice, till better days 
Dawn in those yet remember'd rays, 

Which shone upon the Persian dying, 

And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 

XV. 

Not mindless of these mighty times 
Was Alp, despite his flight and crimes ; 
And through this night, as on he wander'd. 
And o'er the past and present ponder'd, 
And thought upon (he glorious dead 
Who there in better cause had bled, 

He felt how faint and feebly dim 
The fame that could accrue to him. 

Who cheer'd the band, and waved (besword. 
A traitor in a turban d horde ; 

And led them to the lawless si^. 

Whose best success were sacrilege. 

Not so had those his fancy number’d. 

The chiefs whose dust around bini slum* 
ber’d ; 

I'heir phalanx marshall’d on the plain, 
Whose bulwarks were not (ben in vain. 
They fell devoted, but undying ; 

The very gale their names seem'd sighiiig : 


The waters murmur'd of their naroe ; 

The woods were peopW with their fame ; 
The silent pillar, lone and grey, 

Claim'd kindred with their sacred clay ; 
Their spirits wrapt (he dusky mountain. 
Their memory s|»rkled o'er the fountain ; 
The meanest rill, the mightiest river. 
Roll'd mingling with their fame for ever. 
De^te of every yoke she bears. 

That land is glory's stillf and theirs I 
Tis still a watchword to the earth : 

When man would do a deed of worth 
He points to Greece, and turns to tre.i<l. 
So sanction’d, on the tyrant's head : 

He looks to her. and rushes on 
Where life is lost, or freedom won. 

XVI. 

Still by the shore Alp mutely mused. 

And woo'd the freshness night diffused. 
There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea.* 
Which changeless rolls eternally : [mood. 

So that Mildest of waves, in their angriest 
Scarce break on the bounds of (he land for a 
rood ; 

And the powerless moon beholds them flow, 
Heedless if she come or go : 

Calm or high, in main or bay. 

On (heir course she hath no sway. 

The rock unworn iis base doth bare, 

And looks o'er ihe surf, but it comes not (here; 
And (he fringe of the foam may be seen below, 
On the line that it left long ages ago : 

A smooth short space of yellow sand 
Between U and the greener land. 

He wander'd on. along the beach. 

Till within the range of a carbine's reach 
Of Ihe leaguer'd wall : but they saw him not. 

Or bow could he 'scape from the hostile shot? 
Did traitors lurk in the Christian’s hold ? 

Were (heir hands grown sliiT. or I heir hearts 
wax'd cold ? 

I know not, in sooth ; but from yonder wall 
There flash’d no fire, and (here hiss’d no ball. 
Though he sto^ beneath the bastions frown ; 
That flank'd the seaward gate of the town ; 
Though he heard the sound, and could J^**^®*} 
I'he sullen words of the sentinel. 

As his measured step on the stone below 
Clank'd, as he paced it to and fro ; 

And he saw the lean dogs bencaih the wall 
Hold o'er the dead their carnival, 

Gorging and growling o'er carcase and limo , 
They were too busy to bark at him ! 

From aTartar’s skull they bad stnpp d iheflesD, 
As ye peel die fig when its fnjit is fresh ; 

And their while tusks crunch d ocr the 

skuiht ' 

As i( slipp'd through their Jaws when their edge 
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As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead, 
When (hey scarce could rise from (he $po( where 
(hey fed ; 

So well had (hey broken a Unfering fast 
With chose who had fall'n for that night's repost. 
And Alp knew« by the turbans that rolVd on the 
sand, 

The foremost of these were the best of his band: 
Crimson and green were the shawls of their wear. 
And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair,* 
All the rest was shaven and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw, 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf. 
There sat a vulture flapping a wolf. 

Who had stolen from the hills, but kept away. 
Scared by the dogs, from the human prey ; 

But he seised on his share of a steed that Uy, 
Pick'd by the birds, on the sands of the bay. 

xvti. 

Alp turn’d him from the sickening sight : 

Never had shaken his nerves in light ; 

But be better could brook to behold (he dying. 
Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying 
Scorch’d with the deaih^ihirst. and writhing in 
vain, * 

Than the perishing dead who are past all pain. 
There is something of pride in the perilous hour 
Whale er be the shape in which death may 
For Fame is there 1o say who bleeds, [low'cr * 
And Honour’s eye on daring deeds I ^ * 

But when all is past, it is humbling to tread 
O er the weltering field of the icmblcss dead 
And see worms of the earth, and fowls of *the 

Beasts of (he forest, all gathering there : 

All regarding man as their prey, 

All rejoicing In his decay. 


His liead was drooping on his breast. 
Fever’d, throbbing, and opprest ; 

And o'er his brow, so downward bent. 

Oft his beating fingers went, 

Hurriedly, as you may see 
Your own run over the Ivojy key. 

Ere ihe measured tone is takert 
By (be chords you u’ould awaken. 

1 here he sate .ill he.ivily. 

As he heard the nighuwind sigh. 

Was it the wind, through some hollow 
Sent that soft and lender moan ^ [stone,* 
He lifted his head, nnd he look'd on the sea. 
But it was unnppicd as glass may be ; 

He look'd on the long grass— It waved not a 
blade : 

How was that gentle sound convey’d? 

He look'd to (heb.*inners^<ach flag lay still. 
So did the leaves on Ciiharron’s hill, 

And he fell not a breath come over his check; 
What did thai sudden sound bespeak ? 

He turn’d to the left— is he sure of sight 7 
1 here sate a l.idy. youthful and bright ! 

XX. 

He started up with more of fear 
Than if an armed foe were rtear. 

’ God of my fathers ! what is here? 

Who art thou, and wherefore sent 
bo near a hostile armament 7 ' 

His trembling hands refused to sign 
The cross he deem’d no more divine : 

He had resumed it in that hour. 

But conscience wrung away the power. 

He Rased, he saw ; he knew the face 
Of beauty, and the form of grace. 

It was Francesca by his side, 

nie maid who might have been his bride t 


Xvtti. 

Theie Is a temple in min stands, 

Fashion'd by long*forgoticn hands; 

Two or three columns, and many a stone 
Marble and granite, with grass o'ergrowm l 
Out upon Time I It will leave no more 
Of the things to come than the things before I 
Out upon Time t who for ever will leave 
But enough of the past for the future to grieve 
Oer (hat which hath been, and o’er that whkh 
must be : 

What we have seen, our sons shall see ; 
Remnants of things that have pass'd awav 
Frag menu of stone, rear'd by creatures of cUy I 

XIX. 

He sate him down at a pillar's 
And pass’d his hand athwart his face ’ 

Like one in dreary muring mood, ' 
Declining was bis attitude ; 
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The rose was yet upon her cheek. 

But mellow'd with a tenderer streak : 
Where was the play of her soft lips fled ? 
Gone was (he smile that enliven d their red. 
Ine ocean s calm within their view. 

^ide her eye had less of blue : 

Bui like that cokl wave it stood still. 

And Its glance, though clear, was chill. 
Around her form a thin robe twining. 
Nought conceal’d her bosom shining ; 
Through the parting of her hair. 

Floating darkly downward there. 

Her rounded arm show'd white and bare : 
And ere yet she made reply. 

Once she raised her hand on high ; 

It was so wan and transparent of hue. 

You might have seen tbe moon shine 
through. 
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I come from my rest to him I ove best, 

That I may be happy, and he maybe blest. 

• have pass'd the guards, the gate, the wall ; 
Sought thee in safety through foes and all. 

‘Tis said the Mon wHI turn and flee 
From a maid in the pnde of her purity : 

And the Power on high that can shield (he good 
1 hus from the tyrant of (he wood, 

Hath extended its mercy to gxiard me as well 
From the hands of the leaguering infidel. 

I come-H^nd if I come in vain, 

Never, oh never, ive meet again 1 
Thou hast done a fearful deed 
In falling away from thy fathers' c^eed : 

But dash (hat turban to earth, and sign 
The sign of the cross, and for ever be mine ; 
Wring the black drop from thy heart, 

And to-morrow unites us no more to part.' 

' And where should our brid.‘il*couch be ^^ead ? 
In the midst of the dying and the dead ? 

For to*morrow we give to the slaughierand flame 
The sons and the shrines of the Christian name. 
None, save thou and thine, I Ve sworn. 

Shall be left upon the mom : 

But thee will I bear to a lovely spot. 

Where our hands sliall be join'd, and our sor- 
row forgot. 

There thou yet shalt be my bride. 

When once again I've quell'd the pride 
Of Venice : and her haied race 
Have felt (he arm they would debase 
Scou^e, with the whip of scorpions, tliose 
Whom vice and envy made my foes.* 

Upon bis hand she laid her own — 

Light was the (ouch, but U thrill'd to the bone. 
And shot a chilUiess to hts heart, 

Which fix'd him beyond the power to start. , 
Though slight was that grasp so mortal cold, ' 
He could not loose him from its bold : 

But never did cl.nsp of one so dear 
Strike on the pulse with such feeling of fear, 

As those thin Angers, long and white, [night. 
Fro» through his blood by their touch that 
The feverish glow of his brow was gone. 

And his heart sank so still th.it k felt like stone, 
As he look’d on ihe face, and beheld its hue, 

So deeply changed from what he knew : 

Fair but faint— without the ray 
Of mind, that made each feature play 
Like sparkling waves on a sunny day ; 

And her motionless Ups lay still as de.ith. 

And lier words came forth without her breath. 
And there rose not a heave o’er her bosom's swell. 
And there seem’d not a pulse In her veins to 
dwell : 

Though her eye shone out, yet the lids w‘ere nx d. 
And the glance (hat it gave was wild and ua- 
mix’d 

With aught of change, as (he eyes may seem 
Of (he leatU&s who walk in a tnubkd dieam : 


Like the figures on arras, that gloomily glare, 
Stirr'd by the breath of the wintry air. 

So seen by the dying lamp's fitful light, 

Ufeless, but life- like, and awful to sight ; 

As (hey seem, through the dimness, about to 
come down 

'From (he shadONvy wall w’here their images 
Fearfully flitting to and fro, [frown ; 

As the gusts on the tapestry come and go. 

* If not for love of me be given 
I Thus much, then for the love of Heaven,— 
Again 1 say— that turban (ear 
i Prom off thy faitlile&s brow, and swear 
Thine injur^ country's sons to spare. 

Or thou art lost ; and never shalt see— 

Not earth— that's post— but heaven or me. 
If this thou dost accord, albeit 
A heavy doom (is thine to meet. 

That doom shall half absolve thy sin , 

And mercy's g.ile may receive thee within, 
Rut pause one moment more, and take 
I'he curse of Him thou didst forsake ; 

And look once more to heaven, and see 
[(s love for ever shut from thee. 

There Is a light cloud by the moon •— 

*Tis p.ossing, and will pass full soon— 

If. ^ the time its vapoury sail 
H.itli ceased her shaded orb to veil. 

Thy heart within thee is not changed. 

Theft God and man are both avenged ; 
Dark will (by doom be, darker still 
Thine immonality of 111.' 

Alp look'd to heaven, and saw on high 
The sign she spake of in the sky ; 

But his heart Wits snoU'n, and turn'd aside. 
By deep interminable pride. 

This first false passion of his breast 
Roll'd like a torrent o’er the rest. 

E< sue for mercy I Et dismay'd 
By uild words of n timid maldl 
Et, N»fong‘d by Venice, vow to save 
Her sons, dcvoied to the grave I 

hough that cloud were thunder's wortn 
And chaffed to crush him— let it bunt I 

He lotA'd upon It earnestly, 

Without an accent of repl:y ; 

He watch d it passing ; it is floMi : 

Full on his eye the clear moon shone. 

And thus he spoke : • Whare'er my fate. 

I am no changeling — ‘tis too late : 

The reed in storms may bow and quiver, 
Then rise again ; the tree must^ivef. 
What Venice made me I must be, 

Her foe in all. save love to thee : 

But thou art : oh, fly with me I 
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He (um'd» but she is eone I 
Norhini* )s there but me eoluron stone. 

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in air? 
He saw uot— he knew not— but nothing as 
there. 

XXII. 

The night is past, and shines the sun 
As it that morn were a jocund one. 

Lightly and brightly breaks away 
The Morning from her mantle grey. 

And the Noon will look on a sultry day. 
Hark to the (rump, and the drum, 

And the mournful sound of the barbarous horn. 
And (he flap of the banners, that flit as the/re 
bome, (hum. 

And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude's 
And the clash and the shout. * They como. they 
come I ' 

The horsetails are pluck'd from the ground.* 
and the sword 

From iis sheath ; and (hey form, and but wait 
for the word. 

Tartar, and Spahl, and Turcoman, 

Strike your tents, and throng to the van 2 
Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain. 

That the fugitive may flee in vain, 

When he breaks from die town ; and none escape. 
Aged or young, In the Christian shape ; 

hlle yotir fellows on foot, in a fiery mass. 
Bloodsiain the breach through which they f«ss. 
The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein ; 
Curved is each neck, and flowing each mane ; 
White is the foam of (heir champ on (he * 
The spears are uplifted ; the matches are lit ; 
The cannon arc pointed, and ready to roar, 

And crush the wall they have crumbled before : 
Forms in his phalanx each Janlar ; 

Alp at (heir head ; his right arm is bare. 

Bo is the blade of his scimitar : 

The khan and (he pachas are all at (heir post. 
The vizier himself at the head of the host 
When the culverin's signal is fired. tiKn on : 
Leave not in Corinth a living ono-» 

A priest at her altan. a chief In her halls. 

A hearth in her mansions, a stone oo her walb. 
God and the prophet^Alla Hu I 

to the skies with that wild halloo 1 
'There the breach Lias for passage, the ladder 

And your hands on your sabres, and how should 
He who first downs with the red cross may crave 
His heart s dearest wish : let him ask tt. and 
have I ' 

Tlius utter'd Coumeurgi. the dauntless vizier * 
The reply was the brandld) of satm and spear 
And the about of fierce thousands in joyous Ire * 
Silence— hark to the signal ^fire J 

» XXlll. 

As the wolves, that headlong go 
On (ha stately bu^lo, 
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Though with fiery eyes and angry roai. 

And hoofs that stamp and horns that gore, 
He tramples on earth, or tosses on high. 
The foremost, who rush on hissireneth but 
Thus against the wall they went, [to die ; 
Thus the first were backward bent ; 

Many a bosom, sheathed in brass, 

Screw'd the earth like broken glas^ 

Shiver'd by the shot that lore 

The ground whereon they moved no more : 

Even as they fell, in files they lay. 

IJke (he mower's grass at the close of day. 
When his work Is done on the levcH'd plain ; 
Such was the fall of the foremost slain. 
XXIV. 

As thespring'ildes. with heavy plash. 

From I he cliffs Invading dash [flow. 

Huge fragments, sapj^d by the ceaseless 
Till white and thundering down they go. 
Like (he a>'aktnche's snow 
On the Alpine vales below ; 

Thus at length, ouibreathed and worn, 
Corinth's sons were downward borne 
Ry (he long and ofi-ienew’d 
Cha rge of the M osivm m u 1 1 1 1 ude. [fell , 

In fittnocss they $(oo«l. and in masses they 
Heap'd by the host of (he infidel. 

Hand to h,in<i, anti foot to foot : 

Nothing there, save death, was mule : 
Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry 
Fw quarter, or for victory. 

Mingle therewith the volleying thunder, 
Which makes the distant cities wonder 
How the sounding baitle goes. 

If with them, or for their f^s : 

If (hey must mourn, or may rejoice. 

In that annihilating voice. (through 

Which pierces the deep hills through nnd 
Wiih an echo dread and new : 

You might have heard it, on lhal day, 

O'er Sammis and Megara ; 

(We have heard the hearers say,) 

Even unto linous' bay. 

XXV. 

From the point of encountering blades to 
the hill, 

Sabres and sw-ords with blood were gill ; 

A is won, and the spoil begun. 

And all but ihe after carnage done. 

Shriller shrieks now mingling come 
From within the plunder'd dome : 

Hark to the haste of flying feet, [street j 
That splasit in the blood of the slippery 
But here and there, where 'vantage ground 
Against the foe may still be found. 
Desperate groups, of twelve or ten, 

Make a pause, and turn again— 

With banded backs against the wall. 
Fiercely stand, or fighting fall. 

There stood an old man. bis hairs were 
white. 

Bui bit vcienu vm was full of mighi : 
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So galbntly bore he the brunt of the fray. 
The dead before him, on that day, 

In a semicircle lay ; 

Still he combated unwounded, 

Though retreating, unsurrounded. 

Many a scar of former fight 
Lurk'd beneath his corslet bright ; 

But of every wound his body bore. 

Each and all had been ta'en before : 
Though aged, he was so iron of limb, 

Few of our youth could cope with him ; 

And the foes, whom he singly kept at bay, 
Outnumber'd his thin hairs of ^Iver grey. 
From right to left his sabre iwtpt : 

Many an Oihman mother wept 
Sons (hat were unborn, when dipp‘d 
His weapon first In Moslem gore, 

Ere his years could count a score. 

Of nil he might have been the sire 
Who fell (hat day beneath his ire : 

For. son less left long years ago. 

Ills wrath made many a childless foe ; 

And since the day, when in (he strait* 

His only boy had met his fate. 

His parent's iron hand dkl doom 
More than a human hecatomb. 

If shades by carnage be appeased. 

Pntroclns* spirit less was pleased 
Than his. Minotti's son, who died 
Where Asia's bounds and ours divide. 
Buried he lay. where thousands before 
For thousands of years vrere inhumed on the 
What of them is left, to tell [shore ; 

Where they lie, and how they fell? 

Not a stone on (heir turf, nor a bone in (heir 
graves ; 

But they live in the verse that immortally saves. 
XXVI. 

Hark to the Allah shout ( a band [hand : 
Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at 
Their lender's nervous arm is bare, 
bwifter to smite, and never to spare — 

Vi nelothed to the shoulder it waves them on ; 
Thus in the fight is he ever known : 

Others a gaudier garb may show. 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe ; 

Many a hand's on a rkher hilt, 

But none on a steel more rurtdily gilt ; 
Many a loftier turban may wear— 

Alp IS but known by the white arm bare : 
Look through the thick of the fight, '(is 
there I 

fhere is not a standard on that shore , 
So well advanced the ranks before ; 

There is not a banner in Moslem war 
Will lure the Delhis half so far ; 

It glances like a falling star ! 

Where'er that mighty arm b seen. 

The bravest be. or late have been : 

There the craven cries for quarter 
Vainly to the vengef ul Tartar ; 

* lo the tuvsl b*ul« •( th« iBMiili of clw PuUMclla. Iw- 
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Or the hero, silent lying. 

Scorns (o yield a groan in dying i 
Mustering his last feeble blow 
'Gainst the nearest levell'd foe, 

Though faint beneath the mutual wound, 
Grappling on the gory ground. 


XXVIl. 


Still the old man stood erect, 

And Alp's career a moment check'd. 

'Yield thee, Minotti; quarter take. 

For thine own, thy daughter's soke/ 

' Never, renegado, never I 
Though the life ^ thy gift would last for 
ever.' 

* Francesca f— Oh, my promised bride I 
Must she too perish by thy pride?' 

•She is safe, '—’Where? where?’— 'In hea- 
ven : 

From whence thy traitor soul is driven— 
Far from thee, and undefiled. 

Grimly then Minotli smiled. 

As he saw Alp staggering bow 
Before hb words, as with a blow. 

' O God I when died she Yesternight— 
Not weep 1 for her spirit's flight : 

None of my pure race shall be 
Slaves to Mahomet and thee— 

Come on ! '—That challenge is in vain— 
Alp's already with the slain ! 

While Minotti's words were wreaking 
More revenge in bitter speaking 
Than his falchion's point ]>aJ found. 

Had the lime allow'd to wound. 

From within (he neighbouring poruh 
Of a long defended church. 

Where the lost and desperate few 
Would the failing fight renew. 

The sharp shot dash'd Alp io the ground ; 
Ere an eye could view the wound 
That crash 'd through the bmin of the Intiaei, 
Round he spun, and down he fell ; 

A Hash like fire within his eyes ^ 

Biased, as he bent no more to nse. 

And .hen etemM darkness sunk 
Through all the palpitating trunk ; 

Nought of life Wt. save a qujvenng 
Where hb limbs were slightly shivenng. 
They turn'd him on hb back ; his breast 
And brow were stain'd with gore and^t. 
And through hb lips the life-blood ooacfl. 
From iis deep veins lately loosw ; 

But in his pulse there was no throb, 

Nor on hb lips one dying sob i 
Sigh nor word, nor struggling breatti 
Heralded hb way to death ; 

Ere kus veiy thought could pray. 

Unanekd he pass'd away. 

Without a hope from mercy s aid,— 

To the last a Renegade. 
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Fearfully the yell arose 
Of his followers aod his foes ; 

These in joy, in fury those : 

Then again in conflict mixing, 

Cl^hing swords, and spears transfixing. 
Interchanged the blow and thrust. 
Hurling warriors in the dust. 

Street by street, and foot by foot, 

Si ill Minotii dares dispute 
The latttl portion of the land 
Left beneath his high command : 

With him. aiding heart and haml. 
l*he renmani of his gallant band. 

Still the church is lenalile. 

Whence issued late the faied ball 
That half avenged the city’s fall. 

When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell ; 
Thither bending sternly back. 

They leave before a bloody track \ 

And. with (beir faces to the foe. 

Doling wounds with every blow. 

The chief, and his retreating train. 

^in to those within the fane : 

There they yet may breathe awhile. 
Shelter’d W the massy pile. 


XXIX. 


Brief breathing time 1 the turban’d host, 
With added ranks and raging boast. 

Press onwards with sueh strength and heat. 
Their numbers balk their own retreat i 
For narrow the way that l«d to the spot 
Where still the Chhstians yielded not ; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 
'trough the massy column to turn and Ay; 
They perforce must do or die. 

They die ; but ere ihcir eyes could close. 
Avengers o’er their bodies rose > 

Fresh end furious, fast they fill fstlll 
The ranks unthinn’d, thtMgh slaughter’' 
And faint the weary Christians waa 
Before the siill renew’d attacks. 

And now (he Othmans gain the gate ; 

Still resists its Iron weight. 

And Still, all deadly aim’d and hot. 

From every crevice comes the shot ; 

Prom every shatter’d window pour 
The volleys of the sulphurous shower ; 

Bui the portal wavering grows, and w«tk, — 
The iron yields, (be hinges creak ; 

It bends— it falls— and aJl is o’er ; 

Lost Corinth may re^t no more I 


XXX. 


Darkly, sternly, and all alone. 

Minotii siood o’er the altar stone; 
Madonna’s face upon him shone, 
Painted in heavenly hues above. 

With eyes of light and looks of love ; 
^d placed bpon that holy shrine 
To fix our thoughts on things divine, 
When ^etured there, we killing sea 
Her, and the boy^cd on her knes. 


Smiling sweetly on each prayer 
To heaven, as if to waft it them. 

Still she smiled ; es’en now she smiles. 
Though slaughter streams along her aisles. 
Minotii lifted his aged eye. 

And made the sign of a cross wiih a sigh. 
Then seized a torch which blazed thereby ; 
And SI ill he stood . w hile w ii b slee I and flame. 
Inward and onward the Mussulman came. 


XXXI. 


'Fbe vaults beneath the mosaic stone 
Contain’d the dead of ages gone : 

Their names were on the graven floor. 

Rut now illegible with gore : 

The carved crests, and cunous hues 
'Fhe varied marble’s veins dilTusc. [strow’ii 
Were smear’d, and sli|>|>cry— siain <1, and 
With broken swords, and helms o vrihrown; 
There were dead above, and the dead U*low 
laiy cold in many a coffin’d row ; 

You might see them piled in sable si.tte. 

By a pale light through a gloomy grate ; 
But War had enter’d iheir dark caves. 

And stored along the vaulted graves 
Her sulphurous treasures, thickly sprcarl 
In masses by the flesh less dead ; 

Here, throughout the siege, had been 
The Christians chiefest magnzine ; 

To these a Uie'rorm’d (r,un now led, 
Minoiti's last and stern resource. 

Against the foe’s o'erwiusiming force. 


XXXII. 


The foe came on. and few remain 
To strive, and those must strive In vain . 
For lack of further lives, to slake 
The thirst of V'engeance now awake, 

With barbarous blows ihey g.aslt the dead, 
And lop the already lifeless head. 

And fell the siaiiws from their niche. 

And H>^ll ihe shrines of ofl’erings rlcli. 

And from each other’s rude hancis wrest 
I’he slUwr vessels saints had bicss'd. 

To the high altar on they go ; 

Oh. but it m.ade a glorious show I 
On its table siill behold 
The eup of consecrated gold ; 

Massy and deep, a gliucring prize, 

Brigliily it sparkles to phmdcrers’ eyes ; 
That mom 11 held the holy wine. 

Convened by Christ to His blood so divine, 
Whkh Hks worshippei? drank at the break 
of da^ 

To shnve their souls ere they join'd In the 
Still a few drops within it lay ; 

And round ihe sacred table glow 
Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row, 

Prom (he pureai metal cast ; 

A spoil— the richest, and the last. 


XXXIII. 


So near (hey can»e, the nearest stretch'd 
To grasp the spoil he ahnosi reach'd. 
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When old Mmottl's hand 
Touch'd with the torch (he train— 

Tis filed I 

Spire, vaiults, and shnne, (he sp^l. the slain. 

The turban 'd victors, the Christian band. 
All that of living or dead remain, 

HurVd on high with the shiver'd fane. 

In one wild roar expired f 
The shatter'd town — the walls thrown 
down— 

The waves a moment backward bent — 

The hills that shake, although unrenl, 

As if an earthquake pass'd— 

The thousand shapeless things all driven 
In cloud and fiame athwart the heaven, 

By that tremendous Mast — 
rroclaim’d the desperate eonfiiet o'er 
On (hat too long afflicted shore ; 

Up to (he sky like rockets go 
All that mingled there below : 

Many a tall and goodly man. 

Scorch'd and shrivell’d to a span. 

When he fell to earth again. 

Like a cinder st raw'd the plain : 

Down the ashes shower like rain ; 

Some fell in the gulf, which received the 
sprinkles 

With a thousand circling wrinkles : 

Some fell on (he shore, but far away 
Bcatter'd o’er the isthmus lay : 

Christian or Moslem, which be (liey? 

Let rheir mothers see and say 1 
When in cradled rest they lay. 

And each nursing mother srniled 
On the sweet sleep of her child. 

Little deem'd she such a day 
Would rend those tender limbs away. 
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Not the matrons that them bore 
Could discern thdr offspring more ; 

That one moment left no trace 
More of human form or face 
Save a scatter'd scalp or bone 
And down came biasing rafters, strewn 
Around, and many a falling stone, 
Deeply dinted in the day. 

All blacken'd there and reeking lay. 

All the living things (hat heard 
That deadly earth-shock disappear'd : 
Tlte wild birds flew : the wild dogs fled, 
And howling left the unburied dead : 
The camels from thdr keepers broke ; 
Ibc distant steer forsook tnt yoke — 

The nearer steed plunged o'er the plain, 
And burst his girth, and lore his rein ; 
The buU-froEs note, from out the marsh, 
Deep-moutho arose, and doubly harsh ; 
The wolves yell'd on the cavern d hill 
Where echo roll'd in thunder still ; 

The jackal’s troop, gather'd cry,* 
Bay'd from afar complalningly. 

With a mix'd and mournful sound. 

Uke crying babe and beaien hound : 
With sudden wing and ruffled breast. 
The eagle left his rocky nest. 

And mounted nearer to the sun, 

The clouds benesih him seem'd so dun : 
1'heir smoke assail'd his startled beak. 
And made him higher soar and shriek— 
Thus was Corinth lost and won I 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The following poem Is grounded on a circumstance mentioned in Gibbon's Aniiquitits af tht 
Haust af BruanuUk. 1 am aware lhat. in modern times, (he delicacy ot fastidiousness of (he I 
reader may deem such subjects unfit Cor the purposes of poetry* The Greek dramatists, and some t 
of the best o( our old English writers, were of a dilTerent opinion : as Alfieri and Schiller have ) 
^so been, more recently, upon the Continent. The foliowing extract will explain (he facts on 
which (he story is founded. The name of /f re is substituted lor Nicholas, as more ntetrical ; — 

* Under the reign of Nicholas III.. Ferrara was polluted with a domestic t raged)'. By the 
testimony of an attendant, and his own observation, (he Marquis of Este discovered the incestuous j 
loves of nls wife i*arisina and Hugo his bastard son. a beautiful and valiant youth. They were i I 
beheaded in (he castle by the sentence of a father and husband, who published Ids shame, and 
survived their execution. He was unfortunate, if they were guilty ; if (hey were innocent, he 
was still more unfortunate ; nor is there any possible situation in which 1 can sincerely approve 
the last act of (Ite justice of a parent.*'— Gibbon s A/iKt/Zantaus Works x vol. iii. p. 470. 


1. 

It is the hour when from the boughs 
The nightingale s high note is heard * 

It is the hour when lovers' vows 
Seem sweet in every whisper'd word ; 

And gentle winds, and waters near. 

Make music (o the lonely ear. 

Each fiower the dews ha> e lightly wei. 

And in the sky the stars are met. 

And on the wave is deeper blue. 

And on the leaf a browner hue. 

And iu the heaven that clear obscure, 

So softly dark, and darkly pure. 

Which follows the decUne of day. 

As twilight tncits beneath tbe moon away.f 

>1. 

But it is not to list to the waterfall 
That Pahsina leaves her hall. 

And it is not ro gase on the heavenly Ught 
That (he lady wuks la tbe sbedow of nigbl : 
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And if she sits In Este's bower, 

*Tis not for the sake of its fulhblown flower : 
She listcns^but not for the nightin^e— 
Though her ear expects as soft a talc. 
There glides a step through the foliage 
thick. [beats quick, 

And her cheek grow s p.ile— and her heart 
There whispers a voice through the rustling 
leaves. [Iieaves : 

And licr blush returns, and her bosom 
A moment more, and they shall meet 
*Tis past — her lover's at her feet. 

III. 

And what unto them Is the world beside, 
With all its change of time and tide? 

Its living things— its earth and sky— 

Axe nothing to tbeir mind and eye. 

And heedless as the dead are they 
Of aught around, above, beneath ; 

As if all else had pass'd away. 

They only for each other bieathe \ 

Tlieir very Mghs are full of joy 
So deep, tw did It not decay. 

That happy madoess would destroy 
The hearts which feel its fiery sway ; 
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Of guilt, of peril, do they deem 
In th:4t tumultuous tender dream ? 

Who that have felt that paa^n's power, 
Or paused, or fear'd, in such an hour? 

Or thought how brief such moments last? 
But yet— they are already past I 
Alas 1 we must awake before 
We know such vision comes no more. 

IV. 

With many a lingering look they leave 
The spot of guilty gladness past ; 

And though they hope and vow, they grieve. 

As if that parting were the lost. 

The frequent sigh— the long embrace— 
The lip that (here would cling for ever. 
While gleams on I’arisinas face 
The Heaven she fears will not forgive 
her, 

As If each calmly conscious star 
Beheld her frailty from afar — 

The frvduent sigh, the long embrace, 

Yet binds them to thnir tryst ing-phee. 

But it must come, and they must part 
In fearful heaviness of Iwart. 

With all the deep and shuddering chill 
Which follows fast the deeds of ill. 

V. 

And Hugo Is gone to his lonely bed. 

To covet thete another's bride : 

But she must by her conscious head 
A husband’s trusting heart beside. 

But fever'd in her sleep she scents, 

And red her cheek with troubled dreams. 

And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day. 

And clasps her lord unto the breast 
'Which pants for orve away : 

And he to that embrace awakes. 

And. happy in the thought, mistakes 
That dreaming sigh and wnrtn caress 
For such ns he was wont to bless \ 

And could in very fondness weep 
O’er her who loves him even in sleep. 

VJ. 

He clasp'd her sleeping to his heart. 

And listen’d to each broken word : 

He hears— Why doth Prince Axo start. 

As if the Archangel’s voice he heard ? 
And well he may — a deeper doom 
Could scarcely thunder o’er his comb, 
When lie shall wake to sleep no more. 

And stand the eternal throne before. 

And well he may— his earthly peace 
Upon that sound Is doom’d to cease. 

Thju sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Aso’s shame. 

And whose that name? that o'er his pillow, 
^unds fearful as the breaking billow 
Which rolls (be plank upon the shore. 

Aa 4 dashes otk the pointed rock 
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The wretch who sinks to rise no more— 

So came upon his soul (he shock. 

And whose that name?— tis Hugo's, — bis- 
In sooth he had not deem’d of thisl 
'Tis Hugo's— he, Ihe child of one 
He loved— his own all^vil son— 

The offspring of his wayward youth. 

When he betray’d Bianca’s truth. 

The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his bride. 

vir, 

He pluck'd his poniard in Its sheath, 

But sheathed it ere the point was bare— 
Howe'er unworthy now to breathe. 

He could not slay a thing so fair— 

At least, not smiling— sleeping there — 
Nay more :— he did not walte her then, 

But gated upon her with a glance 
Which, had she roused her from her 
trance, 

Had frown her sense to sle^ again- 
And o'er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleam'd on the dew-drops big and damp, 
She spake no more — but still she slntn- 
ber’d— [her'd* 

While in his thoughts her days are num- 

VKI. 

And with the mom he sought, and found. 
In many a tale from those around. 

The proof of all he fear’d to know. 

Their present guilt, his future woe ; 

The long<onmving damsels seek 
To save themselves, and would transrer 
The guile— the shame— the doom— to her : 
Concealment is no more— they speak 
All circumstance which may compel 
Full credence to ihe tale (hey tell ; 

And Aso's tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 

IX. 

He was not one who brook'd delay « 

Within the chamber of his state, 

1’he chief of Esle's ancient sway 
Upon his (hrone of judgment sate. 

His nobles and his guards are there,— 
Before him is Ihe sinful pair ; 

Both young— and ont how pasriog fair. 
With swordless bell, and fetter d hand, 

O Christ I that thus a son should stand 
Before a father's face 1 
Yet thus must Hugo meet his sife, 

And hear the sentence of his ire. 

The tale of his disgrace i 
And yet he seems not overcome. 

Although as yet his vMce be dumb. 

X. 


And still, and pale, and silently. 
Did Parisina wail her doom : 



room, 



iSi6. 


PAHtSlNA, 


W))ere high-born mod were proud Co wait— 
Where B^ucy watch'd (o iniitace 
Her gentle voice — her lovely mien— 

And gather from her air and gait 
The gracf« of its ^ueea : 

Then— had her eye in sorrow wept, 

A thousand warriors forth had leapt. 

A thousand swords had sheathless shone. 
Attd made her quarrel all th«r own. 

Now— what is she? and what aie they? 
Can she command, or these obey? 

All «lent and unheeding now. 

With downcast eyes and knitting brow. 
And folded arms, and frees) ng ajr. 

And Ups that scarce their scorn forbear. 
Her knights and dames, her court— is there: 
And he, the chosen one. whose lance 
Had yet been couch’d before her glance, 
Who— were his arm a moment free— 

Had died or gain’d her liberty ; 

The minion of his father's bride.— 

He. too. is fetter'd by her side ; 

Nor sees her swoU’n and full eves swim 
Less for her own despair than him : 

Those Uds— o’er which the violet vein 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain. 

Shining through the smoothest white 
That eer did softest kiss invite— 

Now seem’d with hot and livid glow 
To press, not shade, the orbs below : 
Which glance so heavily, and fill. 

As tear on tear grows gathering stiU. 

XI. 

And he for her had also wept. 

But for the eyes that on hi.n gazed : 

His sorrow. If he felt it. slept ; 

Stem and erect his brow was raised. 
Whate'er the grief his soul avow’d. 

He would not shrink before the crowd ; 
Eut yet he dared not look on her : 
Remembrance of (he hours that were— 
Kls guilt- his love— his present state— 
Kis lather's wrath— all good men's hate— 
His earthly, his eternal Taio— 

And hers— oh. hers I— he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow I 
Else had his rising heart betray’d 
Remorse for ail the wreck It made. 


And Azo spake : ' But yesterday 
I gloried In a wife and son ; 

That dream this morning pass'd away : 

Ere day declines. I shall have none. 

M V life must linger on alone ; 

Well— let that pass— there breathes not one 
Who would not do as I have done : 

Those ties are broken— not by me \ 

Let that too pass ;— the doom’s prepared I 
Hugo, the priest awaits on thee. 

And then— thy crime's reward I 
Away 1 address thy prayen to Heaven. 
Before its evening stars are met- 


Learn if thou there canst be forgiven ; 

Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 

But here, upon the earth beneath. 

There is no spot where thou and I 
Together for an hour could breathe : 

Farewell ! I w’lll not see thee die — 

But thou, frail (lung I shalt view his head— 
Away i I cannot speak the rest : 

Go ! woman of the wanton breast ; 

Not I. but thou his blood dost shed ; 

Go i if (hat sight thou canst outlive. 

And joy (hee in the life I give.' 

Xltl. 

And here stem Aso hid his face— 

For on his brow the swelling vein 
Throbb’d as if back upon his brain 
The hot blood ebb’d and flow’d again ; 
And theTefore bow'd he for a space. 

And pass’d his shaking hand along 
His eye. to veil It from the throng ; 

While Hugo raised his chain M hands. 

And for a brief delay demands 
His father's ear : the silent sire 
Forbids not what his words require. 

* It is not that I dread the death— 

For thou hast seen me by thy side 
All redly through the battle ride. 

And that— not once a useless brand— 

Thy sla^’es have wrested from my hand 
Hath shed more blood in cause of thine. 
That e’er can stain the axe of mine : 

Thou gav’st. and may'st resume my brettth, 
A gift for which 1 thank thee not ; 

Nor are my mother's wrongs forgot, 

Her slighted love and ruined name. 

Her olnprlng's heritage of shame : 

But she is in the grave, where he. 

Her ion. the rivar soon shall be. 

Her broken heart— my sever'd head— 
Shall witness for thee from the dead 
How trusty and how lender were 
Thy youthful love— paternal care. 

'Tistrue that I have done thee wrong : 

But wrong for wrong ; — this, deem’d thy 
The other victim of thy pKde. [bride. 
Thou know'st for me was destined long : 
Thou saw’st, and covcledst bef charms : 
And with thy very crime— my birth— 
Thou tountedst me — as little worth ; 

A match ignoble for her arms. 

Because, forsooth, I could not claim 
Tbe lawful heirship of thy oame, 

Nw »( on Este’s lineal throne : 

Yel, were a few short sunimei? mine, 

My name should more than Este s shine 
With honours all my own. 

I had a sword— and have a breast 
That should have won as baught a crest * 
As ever waved along the line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 
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Not always knightly spurs are w^n 
The brightest 'S/ the Mtter tMrn ; 

And mine have lanced my courser s Rank 
Before proud chiefs of princely rank. 

When charging to the cheering cty 
Of * E^te and of Victory ! ’ 

I will not plead the cause of crime. 

Nor sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o'er my r^less dust 
Such maddening moments as my past, 
They could not, and they did not, last. 
Albeit my birth atid name be base. 

And thy nobility of race 
Disdain'd to deck a thing like me— 

Yet in my lineaments they trace 
Sonte features of my father's face, 

And in my spirit— all of thee. 

From thee — this tamelessless of heart ; 
From thee — nay. wherefore dost thou 
start ?— 

From thee in all their vigour came 
hfy arm of strength, my soul of flame— 
i'hou didst not give me life alone, 

But all that made me more thine own. 

See what thy guilty love hath done J 
Repaid thee with too tike a son I 
1 am no bastard is my soul, 

For that, like thine, abhorr’d control : 

And for my breath, that hasty boon 
Thou gav’si, and will resume so soon, 

I value it no more than thou. 

When rose thy casque above thy brow, 

And we, all side by side, have striven. 

And o'er the dead our coursers drivcu : 

The past is nothing— and at Last 
I'he future can btit be the past ; 

Yet would I that I then had died : (ill. 

For though thou work'dst thy mother's 
And made thy own my destined bride, 

I feel thou art my mther still : 

And, harsh as sounds thy hard decree. 

Tis not unjust, although from thee. 

Begot in sin. to die in shame. 

My life begun and ends tl»esame: 

As err’d the sire, so err'd the son. 

And thou must punish both in one. 

My crime seems worst to human view. 

But God must judge between us I ' 

xtv. 

He ceased— and stood with folded arms. 

On which the circling fetters sounded ; 
And not an ear but felt as wounded. 

Of all the chiefs that there were rank’d. 
When those dull chains in meeting 
Till Parisina’s fatal charms [clank d ; 
Again attracted every eye— 

Would she thus hear hiiB doom d to die I 
She stood. 1 said, aU pale and still. 

The living cause of Hugo’s lU : 

Her eyes unmov’d, but full and wide, 

Not once bad turn'd to either side— I 


Nor once did those sweet ^lids close, 

Or shade the glance o’er which they rose. 
But round their orbs of deepest blue 
The circling white dilated grew— 

And (here with glassy gase she stood. 

As ke were in her curdled blood ; 

But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gather’d slid 
From the long dark fringe of that fair lid, 
It was a thing to see, not hear I 
And those who saw, it did surprise 
Such drops could fall from human eyes. 

To speak she thought— the Imperieci note 
Was choked wiihia her swelling throat, 
Yet seem’d in that low hollow groan 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 

It ceased— again she thought to speak. 
Then burst her voice in one long shriek, 
And to the earth she fell like stone. 

Or statue from its base o’erihrown. 

More like a thing that ne’er had life— 

A monument of Aso’s wife,— 

Than her, that living guilty thing, 

Whose every passion \v«u a sting, 

Which urged to gu ill, but could not bear 
That guilt’s detection and despair. 

But yet she lived— and all too soon 
Recover’d from ihai deathlike swoon— 
But scarce to reason— every sense 
Had been o’ersirung by pangs intense ; 
And each frail fibre of her brain 
(As bowstrings, when relax’d by rain. 

Tl^ erring arrow launch aside) 

Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wine— 
I'he past a blank, (he future black. 

With glimpses of a dreary track, 

Like hghining on the desert path. 

When midnight siorms are mustering wratn. 
She fear’d— she fell that someihmg ill 
Lay on her soul, so deep and chill— 

That there was sin and shame she knew; 
That some one was to die— but who? 

She had forgotten :-djd she breathe f 
Could this be still the earth beneath, 

The sky above, and men around ; 

Or were they fiends who now so fiown o 
On one, before whose eyes each eye 
Till then had smUed in syrnDa^y? 

AU was confused and undenned 
To her all-Jarr’d and wandering minfl. 

A chaos oiwild hopes and fears : 

And now in laughter, now io tearSi 
But madly still to each extreme, 

Slie strove with that convulrive dream , 

For so it seem’d oo her to break : 

Oh I vainly must she strive to wake ! 

XV. 

Tbe Convent bells are ringing. 

But mournfully and slow | 

In the grey square turret swinpng. 

With a deep sound, to and fco. 

Heavily to the heart they go I 
Hark 1 the hymn is singing— 
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The song for the dead bdow, 

Or the who shortly shall be so 1 
For a departing being's soul 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells 
knoll: 

He is near his mortal goal ; 

Kneeling at the friar’s knee ; 

Sad to hear^and piteous lo see — 

Kneeling on the bare cold ground. 

With the block before aud the guards 
around — 

And the headsman with hb bare arm ready, 
That the blow may be both swift and steady. 
Feels if the axe be sharp and true— 

Since he set Us edge anew : 

While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the dooru of the 
Father. 

XVJ. 

It Is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set. 

Which rose upon that heavy day, 

And mock’d it with Its steadiest ray ; 

And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo's fated head. 

As his last confession pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penUentiai holiness. 

He bends to hear his accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away. 

That high sun on his head did glisten 
As he there did bow and listen— 

And the rings of chestnut hair 
Curl'd half down his neck so bare; 

But brighter still the beam was thrown 
Upon the axe which near him shone 
With a clenr and ghastly glitter- 
Oh I that parting hour was bitter I 
Even the stern stood chill'd with awe : 

Dark the crime, and Just the law— 

Yet (bey shudder'd as they saw. 

XVJ t. 

Tlw parting prayers are said and over 
Of that false son— and daring lover I 
His^ds and sins are all recounted, 

Hu hours to their last minute, mounted- I 
His mantling cloak before was stripp'd. 

His bright brown locks must now be clipp'd: 

Tif done— all closely are they shorn 

^e vest which till this moment worn- 
Tne scarf which Parislna gave— 

Must not adore him to the grave. 

Even ^t must now be thrown aside, 
o er his eyes the kerchief tied : 
that fast Indignity 

Shall ne'er approach his haughty eye. 

All feeUnn seemingly subdued ' 
ladeeo disdain were half renew'd 
Wben beadimin's hands prepared to Und 
Tboae^ea which would doc broke such 


As if they dared not look on death. 

« Ho— yours tny forfeit blood and breath— 
These hands are chain d. but let me die 
At least with an unshackled eye— 

Strilu 1 ' — And as the word he said. 

Upon the block he bow'd his head ; 

These the Utst accents Hugo spoke : 

'Strike ! ’ — and dashing fell the stroke 
Roll'd (he head— and. gushing, sunk 
Back the stain'd and heaving trunk 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked wiiJ) Its ensanguined rain ; 

His eyes and lips a mumeni quiver. 
Convulsed and quick— then nx for e\'er. 

He died, as erring man should die. 

Without display, without parade : 

Meekly had he bow’d and pray'd. 

As not disdaining priestly aid. 

Nor desperate of all nope on h>gh. 

And while before the prior kneeling. 

His heart was we.in'd from earthly feeling ; 
His wrathful sire— his p.iramour — 

What were they in such an hour? 

No more reproach — no more despair ; 

No thought but heaven— no word but 
prayer — 

Save the few which from him broke. 

When, bared to meet the headsman's stroke. 
He claim'd to die with eyes unbound, 

His sole adku to (hose around, 
xvtii. 

Still as the lips that dosed in death, 

Kaeh gaser's bosotn held his breath : 

But yet. afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran. 

As down the deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love thus ended ; 
And. with a huNhing sound compress'd, 

A sigh shrunk back on every breast ; 

But no more thrilling noise rose there, 
Beyond the blow that to the block 
Pierced through with forced and sullen 
shock. 

Save one:- What cleaves (he silent air 
So madly shrill, so passing wild ? 

That, as a mother's o’er her child 
Done to death by sudden blow, 

'I'o (he sky these accents go, 

Ijkc a soul's in endless woe. 

Throtigh Aso's palacc-lattice driven. 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven, 

And every eye Is turn'd thcreoit ; 

But sound and sight alike are gone ! 

It was a woman’s shriek— and ne'er 
In madlier accents rose despair ; 

And those who heard it, as it pass'd. 

1& mercy wish'd it were the last. 

SIX. 

Hugo is fallen: and from that hour, 

No Dtore in palace, ball, or bower, 

Was Parislna beard or seen : 

Her naoie-^is If she ne'er bad been- 
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Was banish'd from each Up and ear< 

Uke words of wantonness or fear : 

And from Prince Aso's voice, bf none 
Was mention heard of wife or son. 

No tomb — no memory had they ; 

Theirs was unconsecraied clay ; 

At least the knight s who died that day. 
But Paristna’s fate lies hid 
l.ike dust beneath the coffin lid : 

Whether in convent she abode. 

And won to heaven her dreary road. 

By bUghted and remorseful years 
Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears ; 
Or if she fell by bowl or steel. 

For that dark love she dared to feel ; 

Or if upon (he moment smote. 

ShediM by tortures less remote. 

Uke him she saw upon the block. 

With heart that shared the beadsman’s 
shock. 

In quicken’d brokenness that earne. 

In pity, o’er her shatter’d frame, 

None knew— and none can ever know : 

But whatsoe’er Its end below. 

Her life began and closed in woe I 

XX. 

And A so found another bride. 

And goodly sons grew by his side : 

But none to lovely and so brave 
As him who wither’d in the grave. 

Or If they were— on his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded by, 

Or noticed with a smother’d sigh. 

But never tear his cheek descended. 

And never smile his brow unbended; 

And o’er that fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected lines of thought : 

Those furrows which the burning shaa 
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 

Scars of the lacerating mind 

Which the Soul’s vmr doth leave behind. 
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He was past all mirth or woe : 

Nothing more remain'd below 
But sleepless nights and heavy days, 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 

A heart which shunn’d itself— and yet 
That would net yield— nor could forget, 
Which, when it least appear’d to melt, 
latently thought— intensely felt : 

The deepest ice which ever frore 
Can only o'er the surface close— 

The living stream ties quick below. 

And (lows— ^nd cannot cease to flow. 

Still was his seal'd-up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which Nature had implanted: 
Too deeply rooted thence to vanish. 
Howe’er our stifled tears we banish. 
When, struggling as they rise to start, 

We check t huse waters of t he h eart , 
n hey are not dried— those tears unshed, 
But flow back to the fountajn*head, 

And resting in their spring more pure, 

For ever in its depth endure, 

Unseen, unwept, but uncongeal'd, 

And cherish’d most where least reveal'd. 
With inward starts of feeling left, 

To throb o’er those of I i fe bereft ; 

Without the power to fill again 
The desert gap which made his pain : 
Without the hope to meet them where 
United souls shall gladness share ; 

With all the conKiousness that he 
Had only pass'd a just decree ; 

That th<^ had wrought their doom of *11 ; 
Yet Aso's age was wretched still. 

The tainted branches of the tree, 

I flopp’d with care, a strength maygjve, 
By which the rest shall bloom and Uve 
All greenly fresh and wildly free : 

But if (he lightning in its wrath, 

The waving boughs with fury scathe, 

'The massy trunk the ruin feels, 

And never more a leaf reveals. 
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SONNET ON CHILLON. 

Eternal Spirit of the cbainless Mind I 
Brightest in dungeons, liberty I thou art. 

For (here thy batHtaiion is (be heart- 
The heart which love of thee alone can bind : 
And when thy sons to fetters are consign'd— 

To fettem, and (he damp vault's dajless gloom, 
Tbdr country conquers with (heir marly raom, 
Asd Freedom's fame finds wings on every wind. 
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CbStloQ ! iby prison is » boly placo. 

And thy sad floor an altar^for 'twas trod. 
Until bi$ very steps have left a trace 
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod. 

By Bonnivard ! May none chose marks efface 1 
For they appeal from tyranny to God. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Wh£N this poem was composed. I was nol sufficiently aware of die hisioiy of Ronnivard. or 
I should have endeavour^ to di^ify the subject by an attempt to celebrate his courage and his 
virtues. With some account of his life I have been furnished, by the kindness of a citizen of that 
republic, which is still proud of the memory of a man worthy of tlte best age of ancient freedom 
'Fronpols de BonnWard, flls de Louis de Bonniv.ard. originaire de Seyssci et bcigneur de 

Lunes, naquit en 1496. U fit ses diuJes i Turin ; en 1510 Jean Alm^ de Bonnivard. son oncle. 
lui rdrigna le Prieure de St Victor, qui aboutlssait aux mure de Geneve, ct qui formait un bdn^* 
flee considerable. 

*Ce grand homme ^(Bonnivard mdrite ce litre par la force de son &me, la droi litre de son 
cceur, la noblesse de ses Intentions, la sagesse de ses consells, le courage de ses demarches. 
V^iendue de ses connaissances, et la vivacicd de son esprlth^ce grand homme, qui excKera I’ad- 
miration de tousceux qu’une vertu h^rotque peut encore dmonvoir, inspirera encore la plus vIve 
reconnaissanre dansles ccaurs des GdnCvois qui almcnt Genese. Bonnivard en fut toujours un 
des plus fermes appuls : pour assurer la liberty de noire R^publique. il ne cralgnlt pas tie perdre 
souveni la »enne ; il oublia son repos ; il m^prisa ses ricbesscs : II n« n< 5 gligea rien pour anermir 
le bonheur d une pairie qu'il honora dcson cboix : dte c« moment il U ch^rit comme le plus 
iAM de ses ciiovens ; II b servii avec f intrepidity d'un hyros. et 11 tferivit son Hlstoire avec b 
naWetC d'un ph^losophe et U chaleur d'un pairioie.. 

' 11 dit dans le commencement de son Histoire de Geneve, que. qu'il tut tommtnti dt tin 
rhisMrt dts natioMi, ii st unfit tntrafnS /or un gpAt ptur ui Rifiubtiifues, dont it iptnut ttu- 
fQurt Us intiritt: c'esice godi pour la liberty qui lui flt sans doule adopter Geneve pour &a pairie. 

' Bonnivard. encore jeune, s’annon^a haulement comme le dyfenseur de Geneve contre le Due 
de Savoye et I’Ev^que. 

* En 1519. Bonnivard devieni le martyr de sa patrie. L« Due de Savoye diant entry dans 
Oen^ve avec cinq cent homines. Bonnivard cralnt le ressentlment du Due : Ii voulul se reiirer A 
Friliourg pour en yviicr Ics suites; mals il ful trahi par deux hommes qui raccompngnabnt, et 
conduit par ordre du Prince A Oroide, ou II resta prisonnier pendnnt deux ans. Ik>nnivard diait 
malheureux dans se$ voyages : comme ses malheurs n'avaient ptunt ralenii son zdle pour Cendve, 
Il ytait toujours un ennemi redoutable pour ceux qui la mena^aient. et par consequent II devait 
dtre exposd A leurs coups. 11 fut renconird en 1530 sur k Jura par des voleurs, qui le dypouilk- 
renl et qui le mirent encore entre les mains du Due de Savoye : ce Prince le flt enfermer dans b 
Ch&teau de Chillon. od II resta sans Atre interrogy Jusques en 153d ; il fut alors delivry par les 
Bemois, qui s'emparArent du Pays de Vaud . 

' Bonnivard. en sonant de sa captivity, eul le pbislr de trouver GenAve libre et rdformye : la 
Pypublique s'empressa de lui idmoigner sa reconnaissance, et de k dyOommager des maux qu'il 
avolt soufferts ; elle k recut Bourgeois de b villeau mois de Juln. ss|6 ; elk lui donna b malson 
habltde autrefois par k Vicaire'GenymI. et elle lui assigna une pension de deux cent dcus d'or 
Cant qu'U syjoumerait A GenAve. II fut ad mis dans k Consell de Deux-Cent en i 537 > 

* Bonnivard n’a pas flni d'Atre utik : aprAs avoir travallk A rendre GenAve Ubre, il ryusslt A la 
rendre toiyrante. Bonnivard engagea k Conseil A accorder aux ecciysiastiques et aux pay&ant 
un terns suffisant pour examiner 1^ propositions qu'on kur falsait ; il ryussit par sa douceur: 
9n p^he toujours k Cbristianisme avec succAs quand on le prAche avec charild. 

* Mnnivard fut savant : ses manuscrits, qui sont dans la bihUothAque publlque, prouvent qu'il 
avail bkn lu les auteurs classiques Latins, et qu'il avail approfondi la thAologle et I* histoire. Ce 
grand homme aimait les sciences, et il croyait qu'elles pou valent faire la glmre de GenAve ; aussi 
il ne nAgiigea rien poor les fixer dans celte ville nais&ante ; en i$5i II donna sa bibllothAque au 
public ; elle fut k commencement de notre bibllothAque publlque ; et ces llvres sont en partie les 
rares et belles Adltioos du quihsiAme slAck qu'on volt dans notre collection. Enfin, pendant la 
mAme annAe, ce hon patriote itstiiua b RApublique son hyritkre, A condition qu'elle employerait 
ses bbns A entretenlr le collAge dont on projettait b fondalion. 

* 11 parait que Bonnivard mourut eo 1570; mais on ne peut I'assurer, parcequ'il y a une Ucune 
dans le NAcrok^ depuis k mois de JuilH^ i 570 i Jusques eo 1571. 
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1 . 

My hur Is grey, but not with years : 

Nor grew it white 
In a single night,* 

As men's have grown from sudden fears : 
My limbs are tMw’d, though not with toil, 
But rusted with a vile repose, 

For they have been a dungeon's spMl. 

And mine has been the fate of those 
To whom the goodly earth and air 
Are bann'd. and barr'd^-forbklden fare : 
But this was for my father's faith 
1 suffer'd chains and courted death : 

'That father perish'd at (he stake 
For tenets he would not forsake 
And for the same his lineal race 
In darkness found a dwelling-place. 

We were seven— who now are one, 

Six in youth, and one in age, 

Finish'd as they had begun, 

Proud of Persecution s rage ; 

One in hre. and two in field, 

'Hieir belief with blood have seal'd ; 

^ng as their father died. 

For (he God their foes denied 
Three were in a dungeon cast. 

Of whom this wreck is left the last. 


IT. 

There are seven pillan of Gothic mould. 
In Cbl lion's dungeons deep and old : 
There are seven columns, massy and grey. 
Dim with a dull imprison'd ray. 

A sunbeam which hath lost its way. 

And through the crevke and the cleft 
Of the thick wall is fallen and left : 
Creeping o'er the floor so damp. 

Like a marsh's meteor lamp : 

And in each pillar Ihere is a ring. 

And in each ring there is a chain : 

That iron is a cankering thing. 

For in these limbs its teeth remain. 
With marks that will not wear away. 

Till I have done with this new day, 

Which now is painful to these eyes. 

Which have not seen the sun so rise 
For years— 1 cannot count them o'er : 

1 lost their long and heavy score 
When my last brother droop'd and died. 
And I lay living by his side. 


til. 


They chain'd us each to a column stone. 
And we were three— yet each alone : 

We could not move a single pace. 

We could not see each other's face. 

But with that pale and livid light 
That made us strangers in our sight : 
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And thus together- yet apart. 
Fetter'd in hand, but join'd In heart, 
'Twas still some solace in the dearth 
Of the pure elements of earth. 

To hearken to each other’s speech, 
AikI each turn comforter to each 
With some new hope, or legend old. 
Or song heroically bold ; 

But even these at length grew cold. 
Our voices took a dreary tone, 

An echo of (l<e dungeon*stone, 

A grating sound — not full and free 
As (hey of yore were wont to be : 
It might be fancy— but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 


I w'as the eldest of the three ; 

And to uphold and cheer the rest 
I ought to do— and did— my best, 
And each did well in his degree. 

The youngest, whom my father loved, 
Because our mother's brow was given 
To him— with eyes as blue as heaven. 

For him my soul was sorely moved. 
And truly might it be distress'd 
To see such 'tnrd in such a nest ; 

For 1^ wws beautiful as day— 

(When day was beautiful to me 
As to young eagles, being free)— 

A polar day. w hich will not see 
A sunset till its summer's gone, 

Its sleepless summer of Tong light. 
The snow<lad offspring of the sun r 
And thus he was as pure and bright. 
And in his natural spirit gay. 

With tears for nought but others \)a. 
And (hen they flow d like mountain rills, 
Unless he could assuage the woe 
Whkh he abhorr'd to view belo^v. 


V. 

The other was as pure of mind. 

But form'd to combat with his kind ; 
Strong in bis frame, and of a mood 
Which 'gainst (he world in war had stood » 
And perish'd in the foremost rank 
With joy— but not in chains to pine : 
His spirit wither'd with their clank, 

I saw it silently decline— 

And so perchance in sooth did mine; 
But yet I forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a nome so dear. 

He was a hunter of the hills, , 

Had follow'd there the deer and wolf . 
To him this dungeon was a Pilf, 

And fetter’d feet the worst of ills. 

vr. 

Leman Iks by ChlUon s walls i 
A tliousand feet in depth bdow * 

Its lUfisy waters meet and flow ; 
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Thus much the fathoin*Une was sent 
From Chillon's snow-white battlement.* 
Which round about the wave enthralls : 

A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made^and like a living grave. 

Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay. 

We hoard it ripple night and day : 

Sounding oVr our heads it knock'd ; 

And I have felt the winter's spray 
Wash through the ban when winds were 
And wanton in the happy sky : C^<gH| 

And then the very rock hath rocx'd. 

And 1 have felt ir shake, unshock'd, 
Because i could have smiled 10 see 
The death that would have set me free. 

VII. 

t said my nearer brother pined, 

I said his mighty heart declined, 

He loathed and put away his fo<^ : 

It was not that ’twas coarse and rude. 

For we were used to hunters' fare. 

And for the like had little care : 

The milk drawn from the mouniain goat 
Was changed for water from the moat ; 

Our bre.id was such as captives’ tears 
Have moisten’d many a tnousand years, 
Since man first pent his fellow-men 
Uke brutes within an Iron den : 

But what were these to us or him? 

These wasted not his heart or limb : 

My brother's soul was of that mould 
Which in a palace had grown cold, 

Had his free.breathing l>ecn denied 
The range of the steep motmtain's side. 

But why delay the truth?— he died. 

I saw, attd could not hold his head, 

Nor reach his dying hand— nor dead — 
Though hanl 1 strove, but strove in vain. 

To rcnri and gnash my bonds In iwairt. 

He <lled~nna they unlock'd his chain, 

And scoop'd for him a shallow grave 
Even from the coki earth of our cave. 

1 begg’d them, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
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Might shine — it was a foolish thought, 

But then within my brain it wrought, 

That even in death his frec-bom breast 
In such a dungeon could not rest. 

I might have spared my idle prayer — 
They coWly laugh’d— and laid him there: 
1'he fht and turfless earth above 
The being wt so much did love ; 

His empty chain above it leant. 

Such murder s fitting monument \ 

VtJI. 

But he. the favourite and the flower. 

Most cherish'd since his natal hour, 

His mother's Image in fair face, 

I'he infant love of all his race, 

His martyr'd father's dearvst thought, 
hfy latest care, for whom I sought 
To hoard my life, that his might be 
Less wreichM now, and one day free ; 

He. loo. who yet had held iintired 
A spirit natural or inspired— 

He, coo, was struck, and day by day 
Was w’iiher'd on the stalk away. 

O God i it is a fearful thing 
To see the human soul take wing 
In any shape, in any mood 
I've seen it rushing forth in blood, 
l'«‘e Seen it on the breaking ocean 
Strive with a swoU'n convulsive motion, 
t've seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious with Its dread : 

Bui these were horrors— this was woe 
Unmix'dw'lih such,— but sure and slow. 
He faded, and So calm an<l meek, 

So softly worn, so sucetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so tender, —kind. 

And grieved for those lie left behind ; 
With all the while a check whoso bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb. 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 
Asa departing rainbow’s r.iy — 

An eye of most lransp.irent light. 

That almost made the dungeon bright. 
And not a word of murmur— not 
A groan o'er his untimely lot 1 
A little talk of better days, 

A little hope my own to raise. 

For I was sunk in silence — lost 
In this last loss, of all the most ; 

And then the sighs he would suppress 
Of fainting nature's feebleness. 

More slowly drawn, grew less and less : 

I listen'd, but I could not hear — 

1 caird, for I was wild with fear ; 

] knew 'twas hopeless, but my diead 
Would not be thus admonished ; 

I call'd, and thought I heard a sound— 

I burst my chain with one strong bound, 
And rushd to him ;— 1 found him not ; 

/ only stirr'd in this black spot, 

/ only lived—/ only drew 

Tba a cc u rse d breath of duageoD*dew ; 
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Th$ last,— the aoIe»— the destrest Uok 
Between me and the eternal brink 
Whieh bound me to my failing race. 

Was broken in this fatal place. 

One on the earth, and one beneath— 

My brothers— both had censed to breathe : 
I took that hand which lay so SliU ; 

Alas> my own was full as chill ; 

( had not strength to stir, or strivCi 
But felt that 1 was still alive— 

A frantic feeling, when we know 
That what we love shall ne'er be so. 

I know not why 
I could not die ; 

I had no earthly hope — but faith. 

And that forbade a selhsh death. 

IX. 

What next befell me (hen and (here 
I know not well— I never knew 
First c.ime the loss of light, and air, 

And then of darkness too; 

I had no thought, no feeling— none— 
Among the stones I stood a stone. 

And was. scarce conscious w hat I wist. 

As shrubless crags within ihe mist : 

For all was blank, and bleak, and grey. 

It was not night — it was not day : 

It was not even the dungeon-light, 

So hateful to my heavy sight, 

But vacancy absorbing space, 

And fixedness, without a place : 

There were no stars,— no earth,- no lime. 
No check. — no change, — no good, — no 
crime,— 

But silence, and a shrless hrcaih 
Which neither was of life nor death ; 

A sea of stagnant idli-ness. 

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless 1 

X. 

A light broke in upon my brain— 

It was (he carol of a bird ; 

It ce;is«d, and (hen it came again. 

The sweetest song ear ever heard ; 

And mine was thankful, till my eyes 
Kan over with the glad surprise. 

And they (hai moment could not see 
I the mate of misery ; 

But men by dull degrees came back 
My senses to their wonted track. 

I saw the dungeon walls and floor 
Close slowly round me as before. 

I saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it before had done. 

But through the crevice where it came 
Tliat bird was perch'd, as fond and tame, 
And tamer than upon (he tree i 
A lovely bird, with asure wingv 
And song tliat said a thousand duogs. 

And seem'd to say them all for me I 
I never saw Its like before, 
i ne'er fhall see iu likeness more : 


It seem'd, like me, to want a mate. 

But v^ not half so desolate, 

And it was come to love me when 
None lived to love me so again, 

And cheering from my dungeon’s brink. 
Had brought me back to feel and think. 

I know not if it late were free. 

Or broke its cage to perch on mine. 

But kr»owing well captivity. 

Sweet bird. I could not wish for thine 1 
Or if it were, in winged guise, 

A visitant from Pamdise; [while 

For— lieu ven forgive that thought I the 
Which made me both to weep and smile ; 

I sometimes deeiti’d that it might be 
My brother's soul come down to me ; 

But (hen at last away it flew. 

And (hen 't was mortal- well I knew. 

For he would never thus have flown. 

And left me twice so doubly lone— 

Lone.- as the corse within its shroud 
Lone.— as a solitary cloud. 

A single cloud on a sunny day. 

While all (he rest of heaven is dear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere, 

I’hat hath no business to appear 

When skies are blue and earth Is gay* 

XI. 

A kind of change came in my fate, 

My keepers grew compassionate : 

1 know not what had made them so. 

They were inured to sights of woe ; 

But so it WHS— my broken chain 
With links unfasten'd did remain. 

And it was liberty to si ride 
Along my cell from side to side. 

And up and down, and then aihwart, 

And tread it over every part ; 

And round the pillars one by one, 
Keiuming where my walk begun. 

Avoiding only, ns I trod. 

My brothers' graves without a sod . 

For If I thought with heedless tread 
My step profaned their lowly bed, 

My breath came gaspingly and thick. 

And ray cnisJi'd heart 'ell blind and sick. 

X)i. 

I made a footing in the wall. 

It was not (herefrom to esenpe. 

For I had buried one and all 
Who loved me in a human shape ; 

And the whole earth would hepcefonh oe 
A wider prison unto me : 

No child— no «re— no kin had I. 

No partner in my misery ; 

I thought of this, and 1 was glad, ^ 
For thought of them had made me maa , 
But 1 was curious (o ascend 
To my bafFd windows, and to b«d 
Once more, upoo the mountxins bJgOr 
The quiet iS a loving eye. 
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xni. 

I saw (hem— aod they were the same, 

They were not changed like me in frame : 
i saw th^r chousand years of snow I 

On high — their wide long lake below. 

And the blue Rhone in fullest flow ; 

I heal’d the torrents leap and gush 
O'er channelVd rock and broken bush? 

I saw the white-wah'd distant (own, 

And whiter sails go skimming down ; 

And then there was a little isle,* 

Which in my very face did smile. 

The only one in view ; 

A small green isle. i( seem'd no more, 
S^rce broader than my dungeon floor ; 

But in it there were three tall trees, 

And o’er it blew the mountain bree«, 

And by it (here were waters flowing. 

And on it there were young flowers growing, 
01 gentle breath and hue. 

The fish swam by (he oistk wall. 

And they seem’d joyous each and all : 

eagle rode the rising blast, 

Methought he never flew so fast 
As then to me he seem'd to fly. 

And then new tears came in my eye, 

And I felt troubled— and would fain 
I had not left my recent chain ; 

And when I did descend again. 
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The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load ; 

It was as is a new-dug grave. 

Cloung o'er one we sought to save-* 
And yet my glance, loo much oppre.^t. 
Had almost need of such a rest. 

X(V. 

t( might be months, or years, or days. 

I kept no count— I took no note, 
t had no hope my eyes to raise, 

And clear them of their dreary mote ; 
At last men came to set me free, 

I ask’d not why. and reck’d not w’here. 
It was at length the same to me, 

Fetter’d or fetterless to be. 

1 learn’d to love despair. 

And thus, when they appear'd at last, 
And all my bonds aside were cast, 

These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage— and all my own I 
And half I felt as (hey were come 
To tear me from a second home : 

With I had friendship made. 

And watch'd them in their sullen trade, 
Had seen the mice by moonlight play. 
And why should I feel less than they ? 
We were all inmates of one place, 

And 1. (he monarch of each race. 

Had power to kill— yet, strange to tell ! 
In <|uUt we had leam'd to dwell — 

My very chains and 1 grew friends. 

So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are : — even I 
Regain’d my freedoia with a sigb. 
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'Tis known, at least it should be. that throoghont 
All eountriea of the Catholic persuason.^ 
Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday woes 
about, 

*nw people take their fill of recr^adoo. 


And buy repentance, ere they grow devout. 
However high their rank, or low tbeir sta» 
tkm, 

Wtb fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, 
maskiog, 

And other things which may be had for asking. 
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Tlie moment night with dusky mantle coven 
The skies (and the more duskily the better). 
Tite time less liked by husbands than by loven 
Ht’^ins. and prudery flings aside her fetter ; 
And g'liety on restless tiptoe hovers. 

Giggling with all the gallants who beset her : 
And there are songs and quavers, roaring, hum- 
ming. 

Guitars, and every other sort of strumming. 


And there are dresses splendid, but fantasiiuah 
Masks of all times and nations. Turks and 
Jews, (nasiieal. 

And harlequins and' clowns, with feats gym* 
Greeks, Romans, Yankee-doodles, and Hid* 
doo$ : 

All kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical. 

All people, as their fancies hit, may cho«^. 
But no one in these parts may quie the clergy — 
Therefore take heed, ye Freethinkers 1 1 charge 
ye. 

IV. 

You'd belter walk about begirt with hnnit. 
Instead of coat and smalkloihes, than put on 
A single stitch reflecting upon friars. 

Although you swore it only was in fun : 
They'd haul you o'er the coals, and stir the fires 
Of Phlegethon with every mother's son. 

Nor say one mass to cool the cauldron s bubble 
Ibai boil'd y’our bones, unless you paid them 
double. 

V. 

•But saving this, you may put on whate'er 
You like by way of doublet, cape, or cloak. 
Such as in hfonmouth Streei, or in Rag Fair. 

Would rig you out in seriousness or joke : 
And even in Italy such places arc. 

With prettier names in softer accents spoke ; 
For, bating Coveni Garden, 1 can hit on 
No place ^at's called * Piassa* lu Great Britain. 


This feast 1$ named the Carnival, which being 
Interpreted, implies ' farewell to flesh : ' 

So call'd, because the name and thing agreeing, 
llirougb Lent they live on fish both salt and 
fresh. 

Bat why they usher l.ent with so much glee in. 

Is more than 1 can tell, alihough I guess 
'Tis as we take a glass wiih friends at parting. 
Id tbe stage-coach or packet, jusi at starting. 


And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes. 

And solid meats, and hlghly-ejnced ragouts. 
To live for forty days on ill-dress'd fislies, 
Because they have no sauces for stews ; 

A thing which causes many 'poohs and'pisb^ 

And :,evera] oaths f which would notsujt (he 
Musel. 


From travellers accustom'd from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy ; 


curious in fish-sauce.' before they cross 
The sea, to bid their cook, or wife, or friend. 

Walk or ride to (he Strand, and buy In gross 
(Or if set out beforehand. the.<« may send 
By any means least liable to loss) 

Ketchup. Soy. Chili- vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or. by the Lord t a Lent will well nigb starve ye; 


That is to say, if your religion's Roman. 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do. 
According to the proverb, — although no man. 
If foreign, is obliged to fast : and you 
If Protestant, or sickly, or a woman. 

Would rather dine m sin on a ragout^ 

Dine and be d— d I I don't mean to be coatsci 
But (hat's (he penalty, to say no worse. 


Of all the places where the Carnival 
Was most facetious in the days of yore. 

For dance and song, and serenMe, and ball. 
And masque, and mime, and mystery, and 
more 

Than I have time to tell now, or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore,— 

And at (he moment whdn I fix my story. 

That sea-born city was in all her glory. 

XI. 

They've pretty faces yet, those same Venetians, 
Black eyes, arch'd brows, and sweet expree* 
lions still : . 

Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 
In ancient arts by moderns mirnick d ill J 
And like so maJ»y Venuscs of Titian a 
{The b»t*s at Florenc^see It. if ye will), 
They look when leaning over the balcony. 

Or stepp'd from out a picture by Giorgione, 

XI I. 

Whose tinu are truth and beauty at their best } 
And when you to Maofrini s palace go, 

That pici u re {howsoever fi nc the rest ) 

Is loveliest lo my niind of all the show , 

Ii may perhaps be also to wwr sest, 

And thai's the cause 1 rhyme upon it so . 

Tis but a poriralt of his son, and wife. 

And self ; Mt sutk a woman I love in ait i 

xm. 

Love in full life and lengUi, not love Ideal, 

No, nor idea) beauty, that fine name. 

But something belter suTl, » very _ . 

That tbe sweet model must have been the 

A th^thai you would pufch^, 

Weie'i not impossible, besides a shame . 
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Tbe face recalls some face, as 'twerewith pam. 
Vou OQce have seeo, but ae'er NviU see aga^ \ 


One of those forms which flit by us» when we 
Ace young, and fix our eyes on every face ; 
And. oh 1 the loveliness at times we see 
In momentary gliding, die soft grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which agree. 

In many a nameless being we retrace. 

Whose course and home we knew not. nor shall 
know. 

like the lost Pleiad seen no more below.* 


Row'd by two rowers, each call'd ' Oundolier/ 
It glides along ehe water looking blackly, 
lust like a coffin clapt in a canoe. 

Where none can make out what you say or do. 


And up and down the long canals they go, 

And under the Ki.ilio shoot along. 

By night and d.ty. all patxs. swift or slow— 
And round the theatres, a sable throng. 

Titey wait in their dusk Uvury of w oe. • 

But not to them do woeful things belong, 

Por sometimes they contain u deal of fun, 

I Like mourning coaches when the funeral’s done. 


1 said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were, and so they ere, ' 
Particularly seen from a balcony 

(For beauty’s sometimes best set off afar). 
And there, just Uke a heroine of Goldoni. 

They peep from out the blind, or o'er tlie bar ; 
And trutn to say. the/ re mostly very pretty. 
And rather like to show it, more’s the pity I 


For glances beget ogles, ogles »ghs. 

Sigh swishes, wishes words, and words a letter, 
Which files on wings of light'heel’d Mercuries. 
Who do such things tmause they know no 
belter ; 

And then, God knows what mischief may arise, 
When love links two young people In one 
fetter. 

Vile assignations, and adulterous beds. 
Elopements, broken vows, and hearts. and heads. 


Shakspeara deKribed the sex In Desdemona 
As vere fair, but yet suspect in fame. 

And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same. 
Except that since those times was never known a 
Husband whom mere sus^ucion could inHasne 
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 
Because she had a ' cavalier servente.' 

XVIll. 

Their jealousy {if they are ever jealous) 

Is of a fair complexion altogether, 

Not Uke (hat sooty devil of Othello’s. 

Which smothers women In a bed M feather. 
But worthier of these much more lolly fellows, 
When weary of the inatrimuiiial tether 
] lie bead for such a wife no mortal bothers, 
But takes at once another, or anotlict’s. 


Didst ever see a Gondola } For fear 
You should not. I'll describe it you exactly: 
ris A long cover'd boat that's common here. 
Carved at the prow, built lightly, but com* 
pacily, 

* ■•pill CM Hill— tnliai r.ivtu 


'But to my story. — 'I'wns some yeurn .igo, 
Um.iybe thirty, forty, more or less. 

The Carnival was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buffoonery and dress \ 

A certain lady went to sue tl>e show. 

Her real name I know not. nor cun guess, 
And so we'll call her Laura, if you please. 
Because it slips into nty >‘er$e ulth ease. 

XXII. 

She was not old, nor young, nor at the years 
Whicit certain tteotue cali a ' ferta/n ttge,' 
Which yet the most uncercaiu age appears, 
Because I never licanl. nor could engage 
A person yet by prayers, or biibcs. or tears, 
j’o name, define by speech, or write on nai 


j’o name, define by speech, or write on page, 
The period meant precisely by that uord,— 
Wliich surely is exceedingly aUucd. 


xxiit. 

Laura was blooming SlUl, had made the best 
Of lime, and time return'd the compliment, 

And treated her genteelly, so ihai. dress’d. 

She look’d extremely well where’er she went , 

A pretty woman Is a welcome guest. 

And Laura's brow a frown hod nircly bent ; 
Indeed, she shone all smiles, and seem'd to 
fiaticr 

Mankind with her black eyes for looking at her. 

XXIV. 

She was a married woman t 'tls convenient. 
Because in Christian countries tis a rule 
To view their little slips with eyes more lenient ; 

Wliercs^. if single ladies pluy (he fuol 
(Unless within the period intervenlent A 

A w ell -limed wedding makes the scandal cool), ’( 
1 don't know how they ever can gel over It, 
Except they manage never to discover it. 

XXV. 

Her husband sail’d upon the Adriatic, 

And made some voyages, too. Iq other seas, 
Ajkd when be lay in quarantine for pratique 
(A forty days* precaution 'gainst dise.'tse). 

Hb wife vrould mount at limes her higliest attic. 
For thence she could discern the ship with 
He was a meichaui, trading to Aleppo, [ease: 
His name Giuseppe, call’d mote bii^y Beppo. 


* 
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XXVI. 

He was a man as dusk/ as a Spaniard, 
Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly hgure ; 
Though colour’d, as it were, wiihin a tanyard. 
He was a person both of sense and vigour — 
A better seaman nes-er yet did man yard : 

And she, although her manners show'd no 
rigour. 

Was deem'd a woman of the strictest principle. 
So much as to be thought almost invirvcible. 

xxvti. 

But several years elapsed since they had met : 
Some people thought the ship was lost, and 
some 

That he hail somehow blundered into debt. 

And did not like the thotight of steering home: 
And there were several offer’d any bet. 

Or that he would, or (hat he would not come. 
For most men (till by losing render’d soger) 
Will back their own opinions with a wager. 

xxvnt. 

'Tis said that their Inst parting was pathetic. 

As partings often are. or ought to be. 

And tneir presentiment was qniie prophelk. 

That they should never more each other see. 
{A sort of morbid feeling half poetic. 

Which I have known occur in two or three.) 
When kneeling on the shore upon her sad knee. 
He left this Adriatic Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And Laura waited long, and wept a little. 

And thought of wearing weeds, as well she 
might : 

She almost lost all appetite for victual, 

And could not sleep with ease alone at night: 
She deem'd the windoW'frames and shutters 
brittle 

Against a daring housebreaker or sprite. 

And so she thought It prudent to connect her 
With Q vice*husSand, <kHjly Ko froltct ktr. 

XXX. 

She chose, fand w h at is there they will not choose. 

If only you will but oppose (heir choice?) 

Till Beppo should return from his long cruise. 

And bid once more her faithful heart rejoice. 
A man some women like, and yet abuse— 

A coxcomb was he by the public voice : 

A Count of wealth, (hey said, as well as quality, 
And in his pleasures of great liberality. 

XXXI. 

And then ho was a Count, and then be knew 
Music and dancing, fiddling. French, and 
Tuscan : 

The last not easy, be It Known to you, 

For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

He was a critic upon operas, too, .... 

And knew all niceties of the sock and buskjn. 
And no Venetian audience could endure a ^ 
^g, scene, or air, when be cried 'seccatura i 


<XXII. 

His ' bravo ' was decisive, for that sound 
Hush'd ‘ Academie ’ sigh’d in rilent awe ; 

The fiddlers iremblrd as he look’d around. 

For fear of some false note’s detected flaw. 
The 'prima donna’s' tuneful heart would bound. 
Dreading the deep damnation of bis ' bah 1 ' 
Soprano, basso, even the conlra^alto, 

Wish’d him five fathom under the Rialto. 

xxxm. 

He patronised the Improvisatori, 

Nay. could himself extemporise somestansas. 
Wrote rhymes, sang songs, could also tell a story. 

Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
Italians can be. though in this iheir glory 
Must surely yield (he palm to that which 
France has : 

In short, he was a perfect cavaliero. 

And to hb very valet seem'd a hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then he was faithful, too. ai well u amomus ; 

bo that no sort of female could.complain, 

AI though l hey ‘re now and t hen alTllle cl amorous, 
He never put the pretty souls in pain ; 

Kts heart was one of those which most enamour 
Wax to receive, and marble to retain : 

He was a lover of the good old school. 

Who still become more constant as they cool. 

XXXV. 

No wonder such accomplishments should turn 
A female head, however sage and sicady— * 
With sorce a hc^ that Ekppo could return. 

In law he w as almost as g^ as dead, he 
Nor sent nor wrote, nor show'd the least concern. 
And she had wailed several years already : 
And really if a man won’t let us know 
That he’s alive, he’s deed, or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the Alps, to every woman 
(Although. God knows, it is a grievous sin) 
Tis, 1 may say, permit led ro have <W men , 

I can’t tell who fiist brought the custom in. 
But ‘Cavalier Servenles' are quite common. 

And no one notices, nor cares a pin j 
And we may call this (not to say Ihe w^t) 

A uewrd marriage, which comipts ihe/w. 

XXXVTI. 

The word was formerly a ' Clwsbeo, . 

But /ka/ is now grown vulgar and mfle«ni , 
The Spaniards call the person a 'Cert/je. 

For the same mode subsists in Spain, tboug 
recent ; ^ . 

In short, it reaches from the Po to Too, 

And may perhaps at last be o'er the sea sent . 
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But H«av«n preserve 
courses! 

Or what becomes of damage and divorces? 
XXXVltl. 

However, I still think, w ith all due deference 
To the fair singU part of the creation. 

That married ladies should preserve the pre* 
ference 

In Ufi’d’/iU or general conveesation— 

And this I say without peculiar reference 
To England, France, or any other nation— 
Because they knovr the world, and are at ease. 
And being natural, naturally please. 

XXXIX. 

'Tls true, your budding Miss Is very charming, 

But shy and awkward at first coming out, 

So much alarm’d, (hat she is C|uiie alarming. 

All Giggle. Blush ; half I’ertness and half 
Pout : (in 

And glancing at A/amma, for fear there's harm 
What you, she. it. or (hey may be about. 

The nursery still lisps out In ell they utter— 
Besides, they always smell of bread and butter. 

XL. 

But ' Cavalier Servente * is the phrase 
Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 
Close to the lady as a part of dress. 

Her word the only law which he obeys. 

His is no tinecure, as you may guess ; 

Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call, 

And carries fan and tippet, gloves and shawl. 

XLC. 

With all its sinful doings, t must say 
That Italy's a pleasant place tome. 

Who love to see the Sun shine every day. 

And vines tnot nalTd to walls) from tree to tree 
Festoon'd, much like the back scene of a play, 
Or mcl^rame, which paopk fiock to see. 
When the first act Is ended oy a dance 
In vineyards copied from the south ^ Prance. 

XLtl. 

1 like on Autumn evenings to ride out. 

Without being forced to bid my groom be sure 
My cloak Is round his middle strapped about 
Because the skies ere not the most secure ; 

1 know, too, that if stopp’d upon my route, 
Where (he green elk^s windingly allure, 
Reeling with grapes red waggons choke the 
wav, — 

In England ’(would be dung, dust, or a dray. 
XLItl. 

I also like to dine on becaficas. 

To see (be sun set, sure he’ll rise to-morrow. 
Not through a misty morning twlnkliog asl 
A dninl^n man's dead eye in maudlu sorrow, I 


But with all Heaven t’ himself; that day will 
break as 

Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced to borrow 
That sort of farthing candlelight which glimmers 
Where recking London’s smoky caldron aimmers. 

XLIV. 

1 love the language, that soft bastard Latin, 
Which melts like kisses from a fem.vie mouth, 
And sounds as if it should be writ on s-aiin, 

With syllables which breathe of the sweet 
South, 

And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in, 

'I'hat not a single accent seems uncouth. 

Like our harsh northern whistling, grunting gut* 
turn!. [ter all. 

Which we’re obliged to biss. and spit, and sput- 

XLV. 

[ like like women too (forgive my folly), 

Prom (he rich peasant •cheek of ruddy bronse. 
And large l»lack e>*es that fiash on you a volley 
or rays that say a thousand things at once. 

To the high dan^a's brow, more mebneholy, 

But clear, and with a wild nnd liquid glance, 
Heart on her lips, and soul whliin ner eyes. 

Soft as her chine, and sunny as her skies. 

XLVl. 

Eve of the land which still Is Paradise I 
Italian beauty I didst thou not inspire 
Raphael, who died In thy embrace, and vies 
With all we know of Heaven, or can desire. 

In what h« haih beoueaih'd us?— In what guise. 
Though fiashlng from (he fervour of the lyre, 
Would describe thy past .and present glow, 
While yet Canova can create below ?* * 

XLVtl. 

* England ! with all thy faulu I love thee still. 

I said at Calais, and have not forgot it ; 

1 like to speak and lucubrate my fill ; 

1 like (he government (but that Is not It) ; 

I like (he fr<^oin of (he press and quill ; 

I like (he Habeas Corpus (when we’ve got It) : 
1 like a parUameniary debate. 

Particularly when tis not too late 2 

XLVnt. 

1 bke the taxes, when they're not too many ; 

I like a seaeoal fire, when not (00 dear ; 

I like a beefsteak, too. as well as any ; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer ; 

I like the weather, when It Is not rainy, 

That is, I like two months of every year , 
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And so God save (he Regent, Church, end 
Kingl 

Which means (ha( 1 like all and everything. 
XLfX. 

Our standing army, and disbanded seamen. 
Poor's rate, Reform, my own, the nation’s 
debt, 

Our little riots just to show we are free men. 

Our trifling bankruptcies in (he Cnseiie, 

Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women, 

Alt these I can forgive, and those forget. 

And greatly venerate our recent glories. 

And wish they were not owing to the Tories. 

t. 

But to my tale of Laura— for I And 
Digression is a sin. that by degrees 
Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind. 

And therefore may the reader (oo dispkaso— 
The gentle reader, «'ho may wax unkind. 

And caring liille for the author's ease. 

Insist on knowing witat he means, a hard 
And hapless situation for a bard. 

u. 

Oh that [ had the art of easy writing 

What should be easy reading ! Could 1 scale 
Parnassus, where the aluses sit inditing 
Those pretty poems never known to fail, 

How quickly wrould i print (the ws^rld delighting) 
A Grecian. Syrian, or Assyrian tale : 

And sell you, mix'd with western sentimentalism, 
^me samples of the finest Orienulism. 

Lit. 

But I am but a nameWss sort of person 
(A broken Dandy lately on my traveb), [on, 
And take for rhyme, to hook my rambling verse 
The first that Walker s Lexicon unravels. 

And when I can't find that, 1 pul a worse on. 
Not caring as I ought for critics' cavils : 

I’ve half a mind to tumble down to prose, 

But verse is more in fashion— so here goes. 

Ltri. 

The Count and Laura made Ihdr new arrange- 
ment, 

Which lasted, as arrangements sometimes do. 
For h^f a dosen years without estrangement : 

They had their 11 tile diflcrences. too ; 

Those jealous whiffs, which never any change 
meant : 

In such affairs there probably are few 
Wbo have not had this pouting sort of sqii^le. 
From sinners of high station to the rwblc. 

LTV. 

But, on the whole, they were a happy pair. 

As happy os unlawful love could rnake them ; 
The gentleman was fond, the lady fair, 

Their chains so slight, 'twas not worth while 
^ break them ; 


The world beheld them with Indulgent air ; 

The pious only wish'd ' the devil take them : ' 
He took them not ; he very often waits. 

And leaves old sinners to be young on^ baits. 

LV. 

Dut they were young : Oh I what wlthouf our 
youth [out love 

Would love be I— What would youth be with- 
Youth lends Hyoy. and sweetness, vigour, truth. 
Heart, soul, and all that seems as from above ; 
But, languishing with years, it grows uncouth— 
One 0 ? few things experience don't improve, 
Which b perhaps the reason why old fellows 
Are always so preposterously Jealous. 

LVT. 

It was the Carnival, as I have said 
Some six and thirty staiisas back, and so 
Laura the usual preparations made, [go 

Which you do when your mind s made up (o 
To-night to Mrs Boehm’s masquerade. 
Spectator, or partaker in (he show ; 

The only difference known between the cases, ^ 
we have six weeks of ' varnish’d faces. 

LVtt. 

f^ura, when dress’d, was (as I sang before) 

A preny woman as was ever seen, 

Fresh as the Angel o’er a new inn doer, 

Or frontispiece of a new Magaane, 

With all ilic fashions which (he last month were, 
Colour'd and silver paper leaved between 
That and the title page, for fear the press 
^ould soil with pans of speech the parts ot 
dress. 

LVIII. 

They went to the Ridotto r— ’tls a hall 

Where people dance, and sup, end dance 

again | j ». n , 

Its proper name, perhaps, were a masqued ban » 
But that's of no importance to my 
Tis [on a stnallci scale) like our Vauxhmi, 
Excepting (hat it can't be spoilt by ram : ^ 
The company is 'mix’d * (the phrase 1 quote .s 
As much as saying, they’re below your notice/ , 

Ltx. 

For a 'mix’d company ' implies that, save 
Yourself and friends, and half a hundred more. 
Whom you may bow to without looking grave. 
The rest are but a vulgar set, the bore 
Of public places, where they basely brave 
r\rtt f^iionable stare of twenty , 

Of well-bred persons, call’d ' TAt Wwld: but L 
Although I know them, resdly don l know wliy. 

LX. 

This is the case in England : at least was 
During the dynasty of Dandies, now 
Perchance succeeded by some other ctosf 
Of imitated imitators— bow 
Inecuirably soon decline, alas I 
The demagogue of fashion : flU beJOF 
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t$ frail ; how ea^y the world is lost 
By love, or war, and now and then by frost \ 

LXt. 

Crush'd was Napoleon by the northern Thor. 

Who knock'd his anny down with icy hammer, 
Slopp'd by the tlemtnts, like a whakr. or 

A blundering novice in his new French gram* 
mar ; 

Good cause had he to doubt the chanee of war. 

And as for Fortune— but ( dare not d— n her. 
Because, were I to ponder to infinity. 

I'he more I should believe in her divinity. 


She rules the present, past, and all to be yet. 
She gives us luck in lotteries, love, and mar- 
riage ; 

I cannot say that she's done much for me yet; 

Not that 1 mean her bounties 10 disparage. 
We've not yet closed accounts, and v^e shall see 


A sixth's ahite »ik has got a yellow taint. 

A seventh's thin muslin surely will be herbano. 
And lo 1 an eighth appears— I'll see no more ! 
For fear, like dknquo's kings, they reach a score. 

LXVII. 

Meantime, while she was thus at others gaiin^ 
Others u’ere levelling their looks at her ; 

She heard the men's h.ilf'whisper'd mode 01 
piaising, 

And. till 'twas done, determined not to stir ; 
The women only thought it quite amazing 
That, at her lime of life, so m.any were 
Admirers still— but men are so debased. 

Those bituen creatures always suit their taste. 

LXVMI. 

For my part. now. 1 ne'er could understand 
Why naughty women— but I won'i discuss 
A thing which is a scandal to the l.md. 

1 only don't see why it should be thus ; 


yet (carriage ; And if I were but in a gown and band. 

How much she'll make amends for past mis- jusi 10 entitle me to make a fu«, 
Meantime the goddess I'll no more importune. |'d preach on this till Wilberforce and 


ust to entitle me to make a fuss, 

preach on this till Wilberforce and Romilly 


Unless to thank her when she's made my fortune. Should r^uote in their next speeches from my 
Lxrii. homily. 


Lxrci. 

To turn— and to return the devil take it, 

This story slips for ever through my fingers, 
Because, Just as the stanza hkea to make it. 

It needs must be— and so it rather lingers « 
This form of verse began. I can't well break it, 
But must keep time and tune like public sing* 
ers; 

But if 1 once get through my present measure. 
I'll take another when I'm next at leisure. 


txiv. 


They went to the Ridotto ('tis e place I 

To which I mean to go myself to*morrow. 
just to divert my thoughts a little space. He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany ; 

Because I'm rather nippish. and may borrow And Laura saw him, and at first was glad. 
Some spirits, guessing at what kind of face Because the Turks 10 much admire philogyny. 
May lurk beneath each mask ; and as my Although their usage of their wives Is sad ; 
sorrow 'Tis said they use no better than a dog any 

Slackens its pace soTneiimes, I'll make or find. Poor woman, whom they purchase like a pad ; 
Something shall leave it half an hour behind). They have a number, though they ne’er exhibit 

Four wives by law. and concubines *rrf Hbiinm. 

*jow Laura moves along the joyous crowd, 

Smiles In her eyes, and simpers on her lips ; LXXt. 

Fo some she whispers, others speaks aloud ; They lock them up. and veil, and guard (hem 
I'o some she curtsies, and to some she dips. daily. 

Complains of warmth, and this complaint They scarcely can behold their male rebtlons, 
avow’d. . . . , So that their moments do not pass so gaily 

Her lever brings the lemonade, she ^ps ; As is supposed the case with northern nations : 

She then surveys, condemns, but pities stiU Confinement. (00, must make them look quite 
Her dearest friends for being dress'd so ill. pelely ; 

l^Xvi And as the Turks abhor long conversations, 

ban? LX.xci. 

A fourth's so pale, she fean she's going (0 Caine, They oanoot read, and so don't lisp in criddsm s 
A fifth looks vulgar, dowd^. and suburban. Nor write, and so they don't afl^ the muse ; 


LXIX. 

While LAura thus was ^n, and seeing, smiling, 
Talking, she knew not why. and cared not 
what. 

So that her female friends, with envy broiling. 

Beheld her airs, and triumphs, and all that : 
And well^ress’d males still kept before her 
filing. [chat : 

And passing bow'd and mingled with her 
More than the rest one person seem'd to stare 
With pertinacity that’s rather rare. 


Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd. 
Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on her lips ; 
To some she whispers, others speaks aloud ; 

I'o some she curtsies, and to some she dips. 
Complains of warmth, and this complaint 
avow’d. 

Her lover brings the lemonade, she rips ; 

She then surveys, condemns, but pitira stiU 
Her dearest friends for being dress'd so ill. 

LXVI. 

One has false curls, another too much oaini. 
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Were never cnught in epigram or vvitlieism. 

Have no romances, sermons, pl^ys, reviews, 

In harems learning soon would m'aJce a pre((y 
schism, 

But luckily these beauties are no * Rhics : ' 

S'o bustling Botherbys have they to show 'em 
' That charming passage in the last new poem.* 

Lxxiir. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme. 

Who, having angled all his life for fame, 

And gutting but a nibble at a time, 

^tiU fussily keeps Ashing on, (he same 
Small ' Triton of the minnows,* (he sublime 
Of mediocrity, (he furious tame. 

The echo’s echo, usher of the schwl 
Of female wUs, boy bards — in short, a fool I 

LXXtV. 

A stalking omele of awful phrase. 

The approving ' Good T (by no means GOOD 
in law), 

Humming like (lies around the newest blase, 
The bluest of bluebottles ^'ou e'er saw. 
Tensing with blame, excruciating with praise. 

Gorging the little fame be gets all raw. 
Translating tongues he knows not ex'en by letter. 
And sweating plays so middling, bad were 
better. 

uexv. 

One hates an author that's a/iantAfir, fellows 
In foolscap uniforms turn'd up with Irik. 

So very anxious, clever, fine, and Jealous, 

One don't know what to say to them, or think, i 
Unless to puff them with a pair of bellows : I 
Of coxcombry's worst coxcombs e*en (he pink 
Are preferable to these shreds of paper. 

I'hese unqueneb'd snuffings of the midnight 
taper. 

LXXVI. 

or these same Nvesee several, and of others, 

Men of (he world, who know (he world like 
men, 

Scott, Rogers, Moore, and all the better brothers. 
Who think of something else besides (he pen ; 
But for the children of (he 'mighty mothers.* 
The would-be wits and can'i be gentlemen. 

I leave them to (heir daily ’ lea is ready.' 

Smug coterie, and Literary lady. 

LXXVtl, 

The poor dear MussuUvomen whom I mention, 
Have none of these ins(rucii>'e pleasant pet^le. 
And ang would seem to them a new inveniioo, 
Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple : 

I think t would almost be worth while (o pension 
(Though best-sown projects very often reap ill) 
A missionary author, just to preach 
Our Christian usage of the parts of q>eech. 

LXXVIll. 

No chemistry for them unfolds her gases. 

No metaphysics are let loose in lectures, 
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No circulating library amasses 
Religious novels, moral tales, and strictures 
Upon the living manneis. as they pass us ; 

No exhibition glares with annual pictures : 
Tliey stare not on the stars from out their attics, 
^QT deal (thank God for that !} in mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why t (hank God for that is no great matter, 

1 have my reasons, you no doubt suppose ; 
And as, perhaps, they would not highly flatter, 
ril keep them for my life (to come) In prose ! 
I fear I have a little (urn for satire, 

And yet methinks the older (hat one grows 
Inclines us more to laugh than scold, though 
laughter 

I .eaves tis so doubly serious shortly after. 
LXXX. 

Oh. Mirih and Innocence 1 Oh. Milk and 
Wafer I 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days 1 
In these sad centuries of sin and slaughter. 
Abominable Man no more allays 
His (him with such pure bevemge. No matter, 
1 love you both, and both shall have my praise ; 
Oh, for md Saturn's reign of sugar-candy I*— 
Meantime I drink to your return in brandy. 

LXXXI. 

Our Laura's Turk still kept his eyes uoon her, 
Less in (he Mussulman than Christian way. 
Which seems to say. * Madam. 1 do wu honour. 
And while I please to sure, you II please to 
Slay ;* 

Could staring win a woman, this had won her. 

But Laura could not thus be led astmv ; 

I She had stood fire too long and well, to boggle 
Even at (bis stranger's most outlandish ogle< 

LXXXft. 

I The morning now was on (he point of breftking» 
A turn of time at u hich I would advise 
Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 
In any other kind of exercise. 

To make (heir preparations for forsaking 
The ball-room ere (he sun begins to rise. 
Because when once the lamps and candles fait, 
His blushes make (hem look a little pale. 

LXXXIII. 

I've seen some balls and revels in my time. 

Aod stay'd them over for son^e silly reason. 
And then I look'd (I hope It was no crime) 

To see what lady beat stood out the I 
And though I’ve seen some thousands in then 
prime. [^*** 

Lmly aod pleasing, and who still may pl^*^ 
S never saw but one (the stars withdrawn) 
Whose bloom could aRer dancing dare the 
dawn. 

LXXXIV. 

The name of this Auront 111 oot menbon. 
Although I might, for ^e wes oougbl to me 
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More than <hat patent work of God's inventioQ. 

A charming woman, whom we Uke lo see ; 

But writing names would merit repreheniioo ; 

Yet if you like to find out this fair tkt. 

At the next London or Parisian ball. 

You sciU may mark her cheek, out-blooming all. 
LXXXV. 

Laura, who knew it would not do at all 
To meet the daylight after seven hours' aitlog 
Among three thousand people at a ball. 

To make her curtsy thought it right and 
fitting: 

The Count was at her elbow with her shawl. 

And they the room were on the p<xoi of quit' 
ting, 

When lo 1 chose cursed gondoliers had got 
|ust in the very place where they ih^uld not. 

LX XXVI. 

In this they're Uke our coachmen, and the cause 
Is much the same— the crowd, and pulling, 
hauling. 

With blaspnemies enough to break their jaws. 

They make a never intermitted bawling. 

At home, our Bow Street gemmen keep tlw laws. 

And here a sentry stands within your calling : 
But for all that, there b a deal of swearing. 

Ar4 nauseous words past meniionlngor b^iring. 

LXXXVtI. 

The Count and Laura found their boat at last, 
And homeward floated o'er the siknt tide, 
Discustiftg all the dances gone and past : 

The dancers and their dreises too. beside ; 
Sonie little scandals eke : but nil aghast 
(As to their palace stairs the rowers glide) 

Sale Laura by the side of her Adorer. 

When lo I the Mussulman was there before her. 

LX XXVIII. 

*Slr,* said the Count, with brow exceeding 

pvtve, 

' Your unexpected presence here will mrJie 
It neeesssry for myself to crave 
Its Import ? But perhaps 'tb a mistake : 

1 hope it is so : and at once to uraive 
Ail compliment. I hope so for yvar sake : 

You undersund my meaning, or you shalt' 

’ Sir,* quoth the Turk. ' *tb no mist^e at s^ ; 

UCXXIX. 

' That lady U 9ty wi/t/' Much wonder paints 
The lady's changing cheek, as Nvell it might : 
But where an Engushwoman sometimes faints, 
Italian females don't do so outright ; 

They only call a little on their saints. 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite ; 
Which saves much hartsboro, salts, aial sprink* 
ling faces, 

And cutting stays, as usual In such cases, 
xc. 

She said— what could she say? Why, not a 
word: 

But (he Count courteously invited in 


The stranger, much appeased by what he heard : 
'Such things, perhaps, we'd best discuss 
within.' 

Said he : 'don't let us make ourselves absurd 
In public by a scene, nor raise a din. 

For then (he chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quisring on (he whole (ransaction.* 

xci. 

They enter'd, and for coffee call'd— it came. 

A beverage for Turks and Christians both. 
Although ine way they make it's not the same. 

Now Laura, much recover d, or less loth 
To speak, erics, * Beppo 1 what's your pagan 
name? 

Bless me ! your beard is of amazing growth I 
And how came you to keep away so long? 

Are you not sensible '(was very svtong? 

XCI I. 

'And are you reaU/, truly, now a Turk ? 

With any ocher woman did you wive? 

Is't true they use their fingers for a fork ? 

Well, that's the prettiest shawl^ts I m alive I 
You'll give ii me ? I'hey say you eat no pork. 

And how so man^ years did you contrive 
To— Bless me I Did I ever? No. 1 never 
Saw a man grown so yellow \ How's your liver? 

xent. 

' Beppo. t?kat beard of yours becomes you not : 

It ^all be shaved before you're a day older : 
Why do you wear it ? Oh ! I had forgot— 
Fray, don't you think (he weather here is 
O^der? 

How do I look? You shan't silr from this spot 
In that queer dress, for fear (hat someW 
holder 

Should find you out. and make ihe siory known. 
How short your hair b I Lord ! how grey it's 
grow n 1 ' 

XCIV. 

What answer Beppo made to these demands 
Is more than 1 Itnow. He was cast away 
About where Troy Stood once, and nothing 
stands : 

Became a slave of course, and for his pay 
Had bread and bastinadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing in a neighbouring bay, 

He join'd the rogues and prosper'd, and became 
A renegade of indifTcrent fame. 

xcv. 

But he grew rich, and with hb nches grew so 
Keen tl>e desire to see his home again. 

He thought himself in duty bound to do so, 
And not oe always thie> ing on ihe main ; 
Lonely be fell, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 

And so he hired a vessel come from Spain, 
Bound for Corfu : she was a fine polacco, 
Mcmn'd with twelve hands, and l^en vrith to* 
baccQ. 
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xcn. 

Himself, and much (Heaven knows bow gotten f) 
cash, 

He (ben embark'd, with risk of life and limb. 
And got clear off, although the attempt was rash, 
/frsaid (hat Pravidtnct him— 

For my part, I say nothing-^lest we clash 
In our opinions well, the ship was trim, 

Set sail, and kept her reckoning fairijr on, 
Except three days of calm wlien off Cape Bonn. 

XCVII, 

They reach'd the island, he transfeir'd his lading, 
And self and live stock, to another bottom. 
And pass'd for a true Turkcy*rrerchant, trading 
With goods of various names, but I've forgot 
'em. 

However, he got off by this evading. 

Or else the people would perhaps have shot 
him ; 

And thus at Venice landed to reclaim 

His wife, religion, house, and Christian name. 


XCVlIt. 

His wife reedved, (he patriarch re-baptised hire. 

(He made the church a present, by the way ) : 
He then threw oft the garments which di^uM 
him, Iday : 

And borrow'd the Count's sreallclolhes for a 
His friends the more for his long absence prUed 
him. 

Finding he'd ivherewithal to make them gay, 
With dinners, where he oft became the laugh of 
them, 

For stories— but / don't believe the half of them. 
XCIX. 

Whate'er his youth had suffer'd, his old age 
With wealth and talking made him some 
amends: 

Though Laura sometimes put him In a rage. 

I've heard the Count and be were alws 
'My pen is at the bottom of a page, [friends. 

Which, being finish'd, here the story ends 5 
Tis to be wish’d it had been sooner done. 

But stories somehow lengthen when begun. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

•CfiLUl qui rempllssait alorscetle place diait un gentilhpmme Polonais, 
dans le palltinat de Podolie : il avail dtd iM page de Jean Casimir, ei n^l pHs A » 
qiielque leinture de$ belles-lettres. Une intrigue qu il eui dans sa jeunesse avec la 
genlilhomme Polonais ayant M dAcouverfc, le man te fit li« W* y* rSrta 

fe lalssa aller en cet iui. U chevwl. qui Atalt du pays de 

Htieppa, demi-mort de fatigue et de faim. :Ji »s W 

parml eux, et se signala dans piusieurs courses conlre lesTertares. 

lui donna une erande consMdratton 2 

Jour en jour obllgea le Csar A le fair* Pnnee de 1 Ukraine. — Voltairb, ffut. at i^Mntt , 

^ *2e roi ftivant et poursulvl, eut son cheval tuA sous l«l ; le Colonel Gieia. blessA, et 
tout w^sanriui doS^ sien, Ainsi on remit ^ fo« A cheval, dans sa ftiite, ce conquAmnt 

qui n'avait pu y monter pendant la baiaJlIe. — /Are. p. ai6. • 11 i,ar» rAmr^it dans 

^ ‘ Le roi aJla oar un autre chemin avec quelques cavaliera. Le carrosse, ou il elwt. r^pn « 
la iMTche ; on^ remit A cheval. Pour con^Ie de dbgrace, Il s'Apua bl«ure 

bois ; lA. son courage nc pouvani pins supplier A s« forc« 
deve;iie$ plus Insupportables par la fatigue, son cheval 

quelques heures au pied d'un arbre. en danger d Atre surpns A (out moment par les vainq 
qui le cherchaient de tous c6tAs.' — /Aia. p- *i8» 


r. 

'TWAS after dread Pultowa's day. 
When fortune left the royal Swede, 
Around a slaughter'd army lay, ^ 

No more to combat and to bleed. 
The power and glory of the war, 
f^g|(hJess as their vqin votaries, men. 


Had pass'd to (he triumphant Caar,. ^ 
And Moscow's walls were safe again, 
Until a day more dark and drear. 

And a more memorable year. 

Should give to slaughter and to shame 
A mightier host and haughtijn name ; 
A greater wreck, a deeper fall. 
Asbocktooae-a thnodcxbolt tp ^ 
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II. 

Such was (he hazard of (he die : 

The wounded Charles was (au^ht (o fly 
By day and night, through field and flood, 
Stain'd with his own and subjects* bleed : 
For thousands fell (hat flight to aid : 

And not a voice was heard t’ upbraid 
Ambition in his humbled hour. 

When truth had nought to dread from 
power. 

His horse was slain, and Gieta gave 
Hks own^nd died the RussLins’ slave. 
This too sinks after many a league 
or well-sustain'd, but vain fatigue; 

And in the depth of forests, darkling 
The watch-fires In the distance spanllng — 
The beacons of surrounding foes— 

A king must lay his limbs at length. 

Are these the laurels and repose 
For which the nations strain their strength ? 
They laid him by a savage tree, 

In oulwom nature’s agony ; 

H is wound s w e) e St iff— h i s limbs w ere stark— 
The heavy hour was chill and dark ; 

" he fever in his blood forbade 
A transient slumber’s Atful aid : 

And thus It was ; but yet through all, 
Kingllke the monarch bore his fall. 

And made, in this extreme of ill. 

His pongs the vassals of his will : 

All silent and subdued were they, 

As once the nations round him uy. 


(II. 

A band of chiefs I — alas, how few. 

Since but the fleeting of a day 
Had thlnn'd it ; but this wreck was true 
And chivalrous i upon the clay 
Each ute him down, all sad and mute, 
Beside his monarch and his steed, 

For danger levels man and brute. 

And all are fellows in their need. 

Among the rest, Maseppa made 
His pillow In an old oak s shade- 
Himself as rough, and scarce less oW, 

The Ukraine’s Hetman, calm and bold j 
But first, out spent with this long course. 

1 he Cossack prince rubb'd down hb hMse 
And made for him a leafy bed, 

And smooth'd hb fei locks and hb mane. 
And pack’d his girth, and stripp'd hi 
And joy d to tu how »eU h« r«l ; (rein 
for until now be had the dread 
His wearied couner might refuse 
To browse beneath the midnight dews ; 

But ha was hardy as his lord. 

Ana little cared for bed aod board * 

But spirlied and docile too, ' 
Whate'er was to be done, would do 
SJhaggy and swift, and strong of Umb. 
AUj^iar-like he carried him s 
Obn d bu voice, and carne at call 
AM ww hjtn is the midst ^ a]l : 


Though thousands were around^^nd N'iglit, 
Without a star, pumied her flight — 
lliat steed from sunset until dawn 
His chief would follow hke a fawn. 


IV. 

This done. Mareppa spread his cloak 
And laid his lance beneath his oak. 

Felt if his arms in order good 

The long day’s march had well withstood— 

If still the powder fill’d the pan. 

And flints unloosen’d kept (heir lock — 
HU sabre’s hilt and sc.^bbar<l felt. 

And whetlier they had chafed his belt ; — 
And next the venerable man. 

From out his havrcsack and can, 

Prepared and spread his slender stock ; 
And to the monarch and his men 
The whole or portion offer'd then, 

With far less of inquietude 
Than courtiers at a banquet would. 

And Charles of Ihis his slender si^are 
With smiles partook a moment (here. 

To force of cneer a greater show. 

And seem above both wounds and woe 
And then he said—' Of all our band. 
Though firm of I’.oort end strong of hand. 

In skirmish, march, or forage, none 
Can less have said or more have done 
Than ihee. Ma»pps 1 On the earth 
So fit a pair had never birih. 

Since Alexander’s days (ill now. 

As thy Bucephalus and thou ; 

All Scythia’s fame to thine should yield. 

For prkking on o’er flood and field.' 
Maseppa answer’d.—' Ill betide 
The school wherein I learn* d lo ride I ' [so 
Quoth Charles.— 'Old Hetman, wheiefore 
Since thou hast team'd the art so well } ’ 
Maaeppa said—' 'Twere long to (ell « 

And we have many a league to go. 

With every now and then a blow. 

And ten to one at least the foe. 

Before our steeds may graze at ease 
Beyond (he swift Borysthenes : 

And. sire, your limbs have need of rest. 

And 1 will be the sentinel 

Of (his ynur troop.’—* But I request.* 

Said Sweden's monarch, * thou wilt (ell 
This (ale of thine, and I may reap. 
Perchance, from thU (he boon of sleep ; 

For at thb moment from my eyes 
The hope of present slumber flies.' 

'Well. sire, with such a hope I’ll track 
My seventy years of memory back i 
I think 'iwas in my twentieth spring.— 

Ay. '(was— when Casimir was king- 

i ^n Casimir, — I was hb page 
ix summers In my earlier .*ige : 

A learned monarch, faith I was he, 

And most unlike your Majesty : 

He made no warn, and did not gain 
Hew realms to lose them back * 
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And (save debates m Wanaw’s I^et) 

He reign’d in most unseemly q^iiet 
Not that he had no cares to vex : 

He loved the mu^ and the sex : 

And sometimes these so fro ward are, 

They made him wish iiimseU at war : 

But soon his wrath being o'er, he took 
Another mistress, or new book ; 

And then he gave prodigious fttes — 

All Warsaw gather’d round his gates 
To gate upon his splendid court, 

And dames, and chiefs, of priiwHy port ; 
He was the Polish Solomon, 

So sung his poets, all but one. 

Who, being unpension’d, made a satire. 
And boasi^ that he could not daiter. 

It was a court of jousts and mimes. 

\^ere every courtier tried at rhymes ; 

Even I for once produced some verses. 

And sign’d my odes ‘ Despairing Thyr^.’ 
There was a certain Palatine, 

A count of far and high descent. 

Rich as a salt or silver mine:* 

And he was proud, ye may divine, 

As if from heaven he had been sent : 

He had such wealth in blood and ore 
As few could match beneath the throne ; 
And he would gate upon his store, 

And o'er his p^igree would pore, 

Until by some confusion led. 

Which almost look’d like want of head. 

He thought their merits were his own. 
His wife w as not of his opinion— 

His Junior she by thirty ymrs— 

Grew daily tired of his dominion 
And after wishes, hopes, snd fears. 

To virtue a few farewell tears. 

A restless dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs, and dances. 
Awaited but the usual chances. 

Those happy accidents which render 
The coldest dames so very tender. 

To deck her Count with titles given, 

*Tis said, as passports into heaven ; 

Dui. strange to say. (hey rarely boast 
Of these, who have deserved them most. 

V. 

* I was a goodly stripling then : 

At seventy years I so may say. 

That there were few, or boys or men, 
Who, in my dawning time of day. 

Of vassal or of knight’s degree. 

Could vie in vanities with me ; 

For I had strength, youth, gaiety, 

A port, not like to this ye see. 

But smooth, as all is rugged now ; 

For time, and care, and war have 

plough’d 

My very soul from out my brow j 
And thus I should be disavow'd 
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By all my kind and kin, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday. 

This change was wrought, too, long ere age 
Had ta’en my features for bis page : 

With years, ye know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind. 

Or at this hour I should not be 
Telling old tales beneath a tree. 

With starless skies my canopy. 

But let me on : Theresa’s form— 
Methinks it glides before me now. 

Between me and yon chestnut’s bough. 

The memory is so quick and warm ; 

And yet I find no words to tell 
The shape of her 1 loved so well : 

She had the Asiatic eye, 

Such as our I'lirkisli neighbourhood 
Hath mingled wiih our Polish blood. 
Dark as above us is the sky ; 

But through it stole a tender light, 

Uke the first nioonrise of midnight ; 

Uirge. dark, and swimming in the stream. 
Which seem’d to melt to its own beam ; 

All love, half languor, and half fire. 

Like mints that at the stake expire, 

And lift their raptured looks on high, 

As tliough it were a Joy to die. 

A brow like a midsummer lake. 

T ransparent with the sun therein, 

Wl>en waves no murmur dare to make, 
And heaven beholds her face within. 

A cheek and lip— but why proceed > 

1 loved her (hen — I loved her still ; 

And such as I am. lo>‘e indeed 

In fierce extremes— in good and ill* 

But still we love even In our mge. 

And haunted to our very age 
With the vain shadow of the pastj 
As is Maseppa to the last. 

VI. 

‘ We met — we gated— I saw, and sigh’d ; 
She did not speak, and yet replied ; 

There are ten thousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines— 
Involuntary sparks of thought, 

Which 81 nkt from out t he heart o erwrought, 
And form a strange intelligence. 

Alike mysterious and Intense, 

Which link tl»e burning chain that binds. 
Without their will, young hearts and mmos. 
Conveying, as the electric wire. 

We know not how, the absorbing fire.— 

1 saw, and sigh’d— in silence wept, 

And still reluctant distance kept. 

Until 1 was made known to her. 

And we might then and there confer 
Without suspicion— (hen, even then, 

I long’d, and was resolved to speak; 

But on my lips they died again. 

The accents iremulous and wreak. 

Until one hour. —There is a game, 

A frivolous and foolish play, 

Wherewith we wile away (be day : 
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t( is~I have for^t the name^ 

Afid we (o tbb, it seems, were set. 

B7 some straoge chance, which I for^t : 

I reck'd not if I won or lost. 

It was enough for me to be 
So near to hear, and oh I to see 
The being whom I loved the most. 

I watch'd her as a sentinel. 

(May ours this dark night watch as weU 1 ) 
Until I saw, and thus it was, 

That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occupation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad 10 lose or gain ; but still 
Play'd on for hours, as if her will 
Yet bound her to the place, though not 
That hers might be Ute winning lot. 

Then through my brain the thought did 
Even as a flash of lightning there. [pass. 
That there was something in her air 
Which would not doom me to despair ; 

And on the thought my words broke forth. 

AU incoherent as they were— 

Their eloquence was little wonh. 

But vet she listen'd— 'tis enough— 

Who listens once will listen twice ; 

Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 

And one refusal no rebuff. 

vit. 

* K loved, and was beloved again- > 

They tell me, tire, you never knew 
Those gentle fniUies : if 'tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pain ; 

To you '(would seem aMurd aa vain : 

Rut all men are not bom to reign, 

Or o'er thtir passions, or as you 
Thus o'er themselves and nations too. 

I am— or rather wwi— a pHnce. 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on where each would foremost 
But could not o'er myself evince (bleed ; 
The like control.— But to resume : 

I loved, and was beloved again ; 

In sooth, it is a happy doom. 

But yet where happiest ends in pain.— 
We met in secret, and the hour 
Which led me to that lady's bower 
Was hery ExpMtation’s dower, 

My days and nights were nothing— all 
Except that hour which doth re»ll 
In (he long lapse from youth to age 
No other lilce itself- I'd ^ve 
The Ukraine back again to live 
It o’er once more, and be a page. 

The happv page, wlw was thHord 
Of one soft heart, and bis own sword, 

And had no other gem nor wealth 

Save uatnre'sgift m youth and health 

We met In secret— ^bly sweet. 

Some say, they find it so to meet ; 

I know not (hat— I would have given 
My life but to have call'd her mine 
In ihe full view of earth and beavn ; 


For I did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealth. 

Vltl. 

* For lovers there are many eyes. 

And such there were on us the devil 
On such occations should be civil— 

The devil ! — I'm loth to do him wrong ; 

It might be some untoward saint 
Who would not be at rest loo long. 

But to his pious bile give vent— 

But one fair night, some lurking spies 
Surprised and seised us both. 

The Count was somethingmorc than wroth— 

I w as unarm'd : but if in steel. 

AU otp-a-pic from head to heel, 

What 'gainst their numbers could I do.— 
*Twas near his castle, far away 
From city or from succour near. 

And alm<rst on the break of day ; 

I did not think lo see another. 

My moments seem’d mJuced to few ; 

And with one pr.iyer to Mary Mother, 

And it may be a saint or two, 

As 1 reaign’J me to my fate, 

They led me to the castle gate : 

Theresa's doom I never knew. 

Our lot was henceforth separate.— 

An angry man. ye may opine. 

Was he, the proud Couttt Palatine ; 

And he had reason good to lie, 

But he w.*ia mosi enraged lest such 
An accident should chance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree : 

Nor less amased that such a blot 
His noble 'scutcheon should have got, 
While he was highest of his line ; 

B^atase unto himself he seem'd 
The first of men. nor less he deem'd 
In others’ eyes, and most in mine. 

'Sdenih wiin a perchance a king 

Had reconeileo him lo the thing ; 

But with a stripling of a page — 

I felt— btit cannot paint his rage. 

IX. 

^ ** Bring forth the horse ! " The horse was 
brought ; 

In inith. he was a noble Steed, 

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed, 

Who look d as (bough (be speed of thought 
Were in his limbs ; but he was wild. 

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught. 
With spur and bridle un defiled — 

'Twas but a day he had been caught ; 
And snorting, with erected mane. 

And struggling fiercely, bui in vain. 

In the full foam of wraih and dread 
To me the deaert-born was led : 

They b^nd me on. that menial throng. 
Upon his t»ck with many a ihrong ; 

Tbeo loos^ him with a sudden lash— 
Away I— away !— and on we dash I— 
Torrents leas rapid and less rasb. 
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X. 

' Away I — away I— my braath was gon«— > 

I saw not where he hurried on r 
Twas scarcely ye( the break of d|ty» 

And on he foam'd*^ way 1— away I— 

The last of human sounds whkh rose. 

As I was darted from my foes. 

Was the wild sliout of savage laughter. 
Which on the wind came roaring after 
A moment from that rabble rout : 

With sudden wrath I wrench'd my head. 
And snapp'd the cord which to the mane 
Had bound my neck in lieu of rein. 

And, writhing half my form about. 

H owl'd back my curse : but ' midst the (read, 
The thunder of my courser's speed, 
Perchance they did not hear nor heed : 

It vexes me — for I would fain 
Have paid (heir insult back again. 

Ipaid It well in after dan : 

There is not of that castie-gate. 

Its drawbridge and portcullis weigh!. 
Stone, bar. moat, bridge, or barrier lefl ; 
Nor of its field a blade of grass. 

Save what grows on a ridge of wall. 
Where stood the hearthstone of the hail ; 
And many a time ye there might pass. 

Nor dream that e'er that fortress was : 

1 saw its turrets In a blase. 

Their crackling battlements all cleft, 

And (he hot lead pour down like rain 
From off the scorch'd and blackening roof. 
Whose thickness was rK>t vengeance-proof. 

They Little thought that day of pain. 
When Launch'd, as on the lightning's Dash. 
Tlw bade me to destruction dash, 

That one day I should come again. 

With twice five thousand horse, to thank 
The Count for his uncourteous ride. 
They play'd me then a bitter prank. 

When, with the wild horse for mygtude. 
They bound me to his foaming flank : 

At length I play'd them one as frank — 

For time at kst sets all things even-* 

And if we do but watch (he hour, 

Tbere never yet was human power 
Which could evade, if unforgiven. 

T he patient search and vigil long 
Of him w ho treasures up a wrong. 

XI. 

* Away, away, my steed and I. 

Upon the pinions of (he wind. 

All human dwelUngs left behind ; 

We sped Like meteors through (he sky. 
W^n with its crackling sound nigh( 

Is chequer'd with (he oortliera light ; 
Town— village— none were on our (rack. 
But a wild plain of far extent. 

And bounded by a forest black : 

And, save (he scarce seen battlement 
On distant heights of some strong bold. 
Against die Tartars built uf old, 


No trace of man. The year before 
A Turkish army had march'd o'er ; 

And where the Spabi's hoof hath trod. 
The verdure flies the bloody sod ; — 

The sky was dull, and dim, and grey. 

And a low breere crept moaning by— 

1 could have answer’d with a sigh— 

But fast we fled, aw’ay, away,— 

And 1 could neither sigh nor pray : 

And my cold svvent*drops fell like rain 
UpM) (he courser's bristling mane ; 

But. snorting still with rage and fear, 

He flew upon hU far career ; 

At times I almost thought. Indeed, 

He must have slacken’d in his speed ; 

Bui no— my bound and slender frame 
Was nothing to his angry might. 

And merely like a spur h^me : 

Each motion w hich I made to free 
My swoil'n limbs from their agony 
Increased his fury and affright ; 

I tried my v^ce— 'twas faint and low. 

But yet lie swerved as from a blow : 

And, siariing to each accent, sprung 
As from a sudden trumpet's clang : 
Meantime my cords were wet with gore. 
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o'er ; 
And In my longue (he (hirst became 
A something fierier than flame. 

XJI. 

' We near'd (he wild wood— '(was so wide, 
I saw no bounds on either side : 

Twas studded with old sturdy trees, 

That bent not to the roughest breeze 
Which howls down from Siberia's waste, 
And strips (he forest in its haste— 

But these were few and far between, 

Set (hick with shrubs more young and gteeu. 
Luxuriant with their annual leaves, 

Ere strewn by those autumnal eves 
That nip the forest's foliage dead, 
Discolour’d with a lifeless red. 

Whkh Stands (hereon like stiffen'd gore 
Upon the slain when battle's o'er, 

And some long winter's night hath shed 
Its frosts o'er every (ombicss head. 

So cold and stark the raven's beak 
May peck unpierced each froicn cheek : 
'Twas a wild w aste of underwood, 

And here and there a chestnut stood, 

The strong oak. and (he hardy pine ; 

But far apart — and well it were. 

Or else a different lot wero mine— 

The boughs gave way. and did not tear 
My Limbs ; and L found strength to bear 
My wounds, a]re.idy scarr'd with cold — 

My bonds forbade to loose my hold. 

We rustled through (be leaves like wind. 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind ; 
By night I beard them on the track. 

Their troop came bard upon our back, 

With (b^ long gallop, which can ure 
Tba bound’i deep huntcr'a fira • 
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Where'er we flew they follow'd on, 

Kor left \is with the morning sun ; 

Behind I saw lhein» senree a rcxid. 

At daybreak winding through thewood» 

And through the night had heard their feetj 
1 heir stealing, mstling st<*p repeal- 
Oh 1 how 1 wUh d for spear or sword, 

At least to die amidst the horde, 

And perish— if it must be so— 

At bay, destroying many a foe. 

When first my courser's race begun, 

I wish'd the goal already won ; 

But now 1 doubted strength and speed. 

Vain doubt ! his s\^ift and savage breed 
Had nerved him like the mountain roe : 

Nor faster falls the blinding snow 
Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Wliose threshold he shall cross no more, 
Bewilder'd with the darzhng blast. 

'I'han through the forest-paths he pass'd— 
Uniired. untamed, and worse than wild ; 

All furious as a favour'd child 
Balk’d of its wish : or fiercer still— 

A woman piqued— who hasher wilt 

Xtll. 

* The wood was pass'd ; 'twas more than | 
noon, 

But chill the air, although in June: 

Or it might be my veins ran cold— 

Prolong'd endurance tames the bold • 

And 1 was then not what I seem. 

But headlong as a wintry stream, 

And wore my feelings out before 
I well coukl count their causes o'er : 

And what with fury. fear. aj>d wrath, 

The tortures wliicn beset my path. 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, distress. 

Thus bound In nature's nakedness ; 

Sprung from a race w hose rising blood, 
When stirr’d beyond its calmer mo<^, 

And trodden hara upon, is like 
I'Ke rattlesnake's, in act to strike. 

What marvel if this worn-out trunk 
Beneath its woes a momeni sunk ? 

'The earth gave way. the skies roll'd round, I 
\ seem’d to sink ujwn the ground ; 

But err’d, for I was fast ly bound. 

My hrart turn’d skk. my brain grew sore, 
And tiirobb’d awhile, (hen bcut no more ; 
'rhe skies spun like a mighty wheel ; 

I saw the trees Like drunkards reel. 

And a slight fUsh »rai»g o'er my eyes, 
Which saw no further : he wlto dies 
Can die no more than then I died. 
O'ertortured by that ghasily ride. 

1 felt the blackness come and go, 

Aod strove to wake : but could not make I 
My senses climb up from below : 

I felt as OQ a plank at sea. 

When all the waves lhat dash o'er Ibee 
At the same time upheave aikl wbeim. 

And burl thee towards a desert rcaliD. 


My undulating life was as 
The fancied lights that flitting pass 
Our shut ^es in deep midni^t, whes 
Fever begins upon the bmiu ; 

But soon it pass'd, with liulv pain. 

But a confusion worse than such : 

I own tiiat I should deem ii much 
Dying, to feel the same again ; 

And yet I do suppose we must 
Feel rar more ere we turn to dust : 

No matter ; 1 h.ive bared my brow 
Full in Death's face — before— and now. 

XIV. 

*My thoughts came back ; where was I? 
Cold. 

And numb, enrl giddy : pulse by pulse 
Life reassumed its lingering hold. 

And throb by throb : lUl grown a pang 
Which for a momeni could convulse. 

My blood reflow d. though thick and 
My ear with uncouth noises rang, [chill ; 

My heart began once more to ihrill ; 

My sight relum’d, though dim. alas I 
And thicken’d, as it were with glass. 
Methoughi the dash of waves was nigh ; 
Theie was a gleam, loo, of the sky 
Studded with stars ;— it is no dream : 

The wild horse s«itns the wilder stream I 
The bright, broad nver's gushing tide 
bueeps. u indmg onward, far and wide. 
And we arc halfway, struggling o’er 
To yon unknown and silent shore. 

The waters broke my hollow trance. 

And with a lempor.ny strength 
My siiflen’d limbs were rebapiiaed. 

My courser’s broad breast proudly bravea. 
And dashes off the ascending waves, 

And onward «e advance 1 

We reach the slipp«*ry shore at length, 

A haven 1 but little prised, 

For all behind was dark and dnMr. 

And all before was night and fv.ir. 

How* many hours of night or day 
In those suspended pangs 1 lay. 

I could not tell ; I scarcely knew 
If this were human breath \ drew 

XV. 

' With glossy skin, and dripping mane. 

And reeling limbs, and reeking flank. 
The wild steed’s sinewy nerves still strain 
Up the repelling b<ink. 

W'e gain the top ; a boundless plain 
Spreads through the shadow of the nigU^ 
And onward, onward, onward seems. 
Like precipices in our dreams, 

To stretch beyond the sight : 

And here and there a speck of white, 

Or scatter’d spot of dusky green. 

In okasses broke into the light. 

As rose tbe moon upon my right i 
But nought distinctly seen 
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In the dim waste vrouid indkaie 
The omen of a cottage gate ; 

No twinkling taper from afar 
Stood like a hospitable star ; 

Not even an ignis-falutis rose 
To make him merry with tny woes : 

That very cheat had cheer d me then 1 
Although detected, welcome still. 
Reminding me. through every ill. 

Of (he abodes of men. 

XVI. 

* Onward we went, but slack and slow ; 

His savage force at length o‘er^*ent, 

The drooping courser, faint and low. 

Or feebly Naming went. 

A sickly infant had had power 
To guide him forward in that hour ; 

But useless all to me : 

His new-born tameness nought avail d, 

M*' limbs were bound ; my force had fail d. 

Perchance, had they been free. 

With feeble effort still I tried 
To rend the bonds so starkly lied— 

But still it was in vain : 

My limbs were only wrung the more. 

And soon the idle strife gave oer. 

Which but prolong'd their pain : 

The dixsy race seem'd almost done, 
Although no goal was nearly won t 
Seme streaks announced the coming sun— 
How slow. alas, be came I 
Methought that mist of dawning grey. 
Would never dapple into day : 

How heavily it roU'd away— 

Before the eastern flame 
Rose crimson, and deposed the stars. 

And call’d (he radiance from their cars, 
And fill'd the earth, from hl$ deep throne, 
With lonely lustre, all his own. 

XVII. 

• Up rose the sun : the mists were curl'd 
Back from the solitary world 
Which lay around— behind— before : 
What booted it to traverse o'er 
jnain, forest, river? Man nor twule, 

Nor dint of hoof, nor print of foot, 
l.ay In the wild luxuriant soil ; 

No sign of travel — none of toil ; 

The very air was mute ; 

And not an insect’s shrill small horn. 

Nor matin bird's new vmce. was borne 
From herb nor thicket. Many a wcrsl. 
Panting as If bis heart would burst. 

The weary brute still stagg^d on ; 

And still we were— or seem d— alone . 

At length, while reeling on oar wayi 
Methought I beard a wiw ncig^ 

From out yon tufl of blackening 
Is it the wind those branches sura? 

No. no I from out the forest , 

AoampUnetroopl IW^mcomel 


tn one vast squadron they advance I 
I strove to cry — iiiy lips were dumb. 

'Fhe steeds rush on in plunging pride j 
But where are they the reins to guide? 

A thourand horse— and none to ride 1 
With flowing tail, and flying mane, 

Wide nostrils, never stretch'd by pain, 
Mouths bloodless to the bit or rein. 

And feet that iron never shod, 

And flanks unscarr d by spur or rod, 

A thousand horse, the wild, the free, 

Like waves that follow o’er the sea, 

Came thickly thundering on. 

As if our faint approach to mem ; 

ITie sight re-nerved my courser's feet. 

A moment staggering, feebly fleet, 

A moment, with a faint low neigh. 

He answer'd, and then fell ; 

With gasps and glazing eyes he lay, 

And reeking limbs immoveable. 

Hb first and last career is done 1 
On came the troop— they saw him sloop, 
They saw me strangely bound along 
His back with many a bloody thong : 
Th^ stop— they surt— they snuff the aif 
Gallop a moment here and there. 
Approach, retire, wheel round and rounQi 
Tnen plunging back with sudden bound. 
Headed by one black mighty stc^. 

Who seem'd the patriarch of his breed. 
Without a »ngle speck or hair 
Of white upon his shaggy hide : 

They snort- they foam — neigh — swerve 
aside, 

And backward to the forest fly. 

By instinct, from a human eye-—. 

They left me there to my despair. 

Link’d to the dead and stiffening wwen. 
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me straten, 
Relieved from that unwonted weigbi, 

From whence I could not extricate 
Nor him, nor me ;— and there we lay, 

‘^e dying on the dead ! 

I little deem'd another day . 

Would see my houseless, helpless bead 

• And Am from mom .ill twilight boun-i. 
I felt the heavy hours toil round. 

With just enough of life to sec 
My last of suns go down on me, 
r n hopeless certainly of mind, 

^t nSkra us feel at length re^g^d 

To lliat which our 

rVesent the worst and last of leara . 

Incvluble— ev'en a boon. 

Nor more unkind for -ate. 

Yet shunn'd and dreaded with such cart, 

As if it only were a snare ^ 

That prudence might escape . 

A. limti both wish'd for 
At times sought with seU-potMed 
Yet still a dark and hideous close 
To even intolerable wo«, 

And welcome in no shape. 
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And. strange to say, the sons of pleasure, 
They who have revcll’d beyond measure 
In bttuty, wassail, wine, and treasure. 

Die calm, or calmer, ot^ than he 
>^ose heritage was misery : 1 

For be who hath in turn run through 1 
AU that was beautiful and new. 

Hath nought to hope, and nought to leave; I 
And. save the future (which is vkw'd | 
Not quite as men are base or good, 

But as their nerves may be endued), I 

With nought perhaps to gries-e I 
The wretch still hopes his woes must end. 
And D»th, whom he should deem his 
Appears to his distemper’d eyes. [friend, 
Arrived to rob him of his prize. 
iSie tree of his new Paradise. I 

To*morrow would have |iven him all, I 
Repaid bis pangs, repair d his fall : | 

To'morrow would have been the hrst 
Of days no more deplored or curst, 

But bright, and long, and beckoning years, I 
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears. I 
Guerdon of nianv a painful hour ; | 

To-morrow would have given him power 
To rule, to shine, io smite, to save-^ I 
And must it dawn upon his graved I 

XVIII. 

*The tun was sinking— still I lay I 

Chain'd to the chill and stiffening steed ; 

] thought to mingle there our clay, 

And my dim eyes of rleath had need. 1 
No hope arose of beir4g freed : | 

I cast my last looks up the sky. 

And there betvrcen me and (he sun 1 
1 saw the expecting raven fly. | 

Who scarce would w’ait till iMh should die. 
Ere his repast begun : | 

He flew, and perch’d, then flew once more, | 
And each lime nearer than before ; 

1 saw his wing through twilight flit, I 
And once so near mw he alit I 

I could have smote, but lack’d the 
strength ; 

But the slight motion of my hand, | 

And feeble scratching of the sand. I 

The exerted throat’s faint struggling noise. 
Which scarcely could be call’d a voice. I 
Together scared him off at length. ~ I 
I know no more— iny latest dream 
Is something of a lovely star 
Which fix'd my dull eyes from afar, 1 
And went and came with wandering beam. | 
Attd of the cold, dull, swimming, dense 
Sensation of recurring wnse, 

And then subsiding back to death. 

And then apun a btile breath. 

A lidle thrill, a short suspense. 

An icy ^ckness curdling o’er 

My heart , and sparks that cros^d my braia— 

A gasp, a throb, a start of pain. 

A sigh, and nothing more. 


* I woke — Where was I ?— Do 1 see 
A human face look down on me? 

And doth a roof above me close? 

Do tliese limbs on a couch repose ? 

Is Oits n chamber where I He? 

And is it mortal, yon bright eye, 

That watches me with gentle glance 
I close niy own .*igaln once more. 

As doubtful that (he former trance 
Could not as yet be o’er. 

A slender girl, long-hair d. nnd tall, 

Sate watching by the cottage wall ; 

The sparkle of her eye I cuight, 

Even with my first return of thought ; 

Kor ex’cr and anon she threw 
A prying, pitying glance on me 
With her black eyes so wild and free : 
t gazed, and gazed, until 1 knew 
No vision it could be, — 

But that I lived, and was released 
From adding to the vulture s feast : 

And when the Cossack maid bci^eld 
My heavy eyes at length unseal’d. 

Sm smiled— and I essay’d to speak, 

but fail’d— and she approach d, and made 
With lip arKl finger signs that said, 
t must not strive as yet to break 
I'iic silence, till my strength should be 
Enough to leave my accents free : 

And then her hand on mine she laid, 

And smooth'd the pillow for my head, 

And stole along un tiptoe trearf. 

And gently oped the door, and spak^ 

In whispers— ne’er was voice so sweet I 
Even music follow'd her light feet ;— 

But those she call'd were not awake. 

And she went forth ; but, ere she pass’d, 
Another look on me she cast. 

Another sign she made, io sny 
That I had nought to fear, that all 
Were near, at my command or call. 

And she would not delay 
Her due return while she was gone. 
Methought 1 felt too much alone. 


* She came with mother and with sire- 
What need of more I- 1 will not tire 
With long recital of the rest 
Since 1 became the Cossack’s guest. 

They found me senseless on the plain— 
They bore me to the nearest hut- 
They brought me into life again— 
Me^ine day o'er their realm to reign I 
Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
His rage, refining on my pain. 

Seat me forth to the wilderness. 

Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone, 

To pass the desert to a throne,— 

What mortal bb own doom may gu^ /- 
Let bone despoad, let oooe despair? 
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To-jnomw the Borysthenes 
May see our coursers graze at 
Upon his Turkbh hank— and never 
Had I such welcome for a river 
As I shaJl yield when safely there. 
Comrades, good nigh l!' — The Hetman 
threw 

His length beneath the oak-tree shade. 


1S25. 


With leafy couch already made, 

A bed nor comfortless nor new 
To him, who took bis rest whene'er 
The hour arrived, no matter where : 

His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 
And if ye marvel Charles forgot 
To thank his taJe, h 4 wonder^ not— 
The king bad been an hour asleep. 
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CHRISTIAN AND HIS COMRADES. 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 

Thc foundation of the foUowing story vriU be found partly in Lieutenant Bligh's ' Narm^ 
of the Mutiny and Sdsure of the Munty, In the South Seas, in 17^9 and partly in * Mariaeri 
Account of the Tonga Islands.' 

GirMe. sSag. 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


The morning watch was come : the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ; 
The cloven billow flash'd from olTher prow 
In furrows form'd by that msjestlc plough : 

The waters with their world were all before : 
Behind, the South Sea's many an islet shore. 
The quiet rdght. now dappling, 'gan to wane.. 
Dividlngdarum from the dawning mam ; 

The dolphioa. not unconscious of the day. 
Swam high, as eager of the coming ray \ 

The stars from broader beams began to creep. 
And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ; 
The sail resumed its lately shadow'd white. 

And (be wind Aulter'd with a freshening Aight ; 
The purpling ocean owns the coming sun. 

But ere he break— a deed is to be done. 

II. 

The gallant chief within hU caNn slept. 

Secure in (hose by whom the watch was kept : 
His dreams were of old England's welcome 
shore. 

Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o er ; 

His name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who search the stonD*euiTounded Pole. 
The worst was over, and the ras^ seem'd sure. 
^^^hyahouMoot hisslqwberbesqcufg? 


Alas I his deck was (rod by unwilling feet. 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel s sheet % 
Young hearts, which languish'd for some sunny 
isle. ,, . 

Where summer years and summer women votn, 
Men without country, who. too long estrange » 
Had found no native home, or found It changed. 
And, lulf uodviUted, preferr'd the cave 
CH some soft savage to the uncertain wav^ 
The gushing fruits that nature giive untiU'd : 
The wood mthout a path but wneie they 
The field o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour d 
Her bom ; the equal land without a lora ; 

The wish— which ages have not yet subdued 
In man— to have no master save bis mood ; 

The earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold. 
The glowing sun and produce all its gold ; 

The ireedom which can call each grot a home ; 
The general garden, where all steps may roam. 
Whm Nature owns a nation as her child. . 
Exulting in the enjoyment of llie wild j pinow, 
Their shells, their ihiits. the only wealth Oxj 
Their uneirptoriDg navy, the canoe ; 

Their sport, tire dashing breakers aud the oti^» 
Thrir strangest sight, an European face 
Su^ was the country which these strengeo 
yearn'd 

To see again ; a sight ^ey dsprly ean),d* 
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II No doubt a liquid path (o epic fame ; 

. 1 . . , Asd such the oew-bom heroes found it here. 

Awake, bold Bligh 1 the foe is at the gate 1 drain d the draught with an applauding 

Awake I awake !— Alas 1 it is loo late I , Hu«» ! for Oiaheiie T was the cry. [cheer. 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer [%w. strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny I 
Sunds, and proclaims the reign of rage and the genial soil, 

Thy limbs are ^und, ihe^yonei at thy brwt; friendly hearts, the feasis without a toil, 
The hands, which trembled at thy ^ce. arrest, xhe courteous mannerebut from nature caught. 
Dragg'd oer the deck, no mote at thy command unboarded, and the love unbought ; 

The obedient helm shall veer, the * CouW these have charms for rudest sea-boys, 


That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath 
I is desperate escape from duty’s path, 

Glares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear the chief they sacrifice : 

For ne'er can man his conscience all assuage, 
Unless he drain the wine of passion— rage. 


driven 

Before the mast by every w Ind of heaven ? 

And now. even now prepared with others’ woes 
To earn mfld Virtue’s vain desire, repose? 

Alas ! such is our nature I all but aim 
At the same end by pathways not the same ; 
Our means, our iMnh. our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame. 
Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay 
Than aught we know beyond our little day. 

Yet still there whispers the small voice within, 

I Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s 

I din : 


. . %/ui luituiic, e«m uui vum.iiu jiMii) 

In vain, not silenced by the eye 01 oeatli, T ^ ‘ ■ • u* , 

cairst .h. 

^ey come not , they are Yet still there w hispers the small voice wilhii 

OoU to thy throat the pointed tayonet laid. » conscience is the oracle of God. 

The levell’d muskets circle round thy breast vii. 

In hands as steel’d to do the deadly rest. The launch is crowded with the faithful few 

Thou dar'si them to their worst, exclaiming— Wlio wait ihelr chief, a melancholy crew : 

* Fire I ' But some remain'd reluctant on the deck 

But they who pitied not could yat admire : Of that proud vessel— now a moral wreck— 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe And view’d their captain’s fate with piteous c 
Restrain'd them longer ihan their broken law : While others scoff’d Ins augur’d miseries, 
They would not dip their souls at once in blood, Sneer'd at the prospect of his pigmy sail 
But left thee 10 the mercies of the flood. And the slight bark so laden and so fmil. 

The len<l«r nautilus, who st<«urs his prow, 

... The sea* bom sailor of his sliel I canoe, 

• Holst oul <he l>a,i I w.s no* the cry ; The ocen Meb. the fairy of ihe sen, 

hr Ic*. fmg.lc. .nd, nU, I more free. 


The launch is crowded with the faithful few 
Wlto wail their chief, a melancholy crew : 

But some remain'd reluctant on the deck 
Of that proud vessel— now a moral wreck— 

And view'd their captain’s fate w ith piteous eyes : 
While others scoff’d Ins augur’d miseries, 


And who dare answer * No I * to Mutiny, 

In the flrsl dawning of the drunken hour, 
'^e Saturnalia of unhoped-for power? 

The boat Is lower’d wUh all the haste of hale. 


He, when the lightnlng-wing'd lomadoes sweep 
I The surge, is s*«fo— his port is in the duep— 


ij'Tk u. I w And triumplis oVr the armadas of mankind. 

lYl Vi?.*'’?]’' ‘."o ?='***" '*’*• Which shaiTc (h« *orld.yc. crumble ii. <hc *i 


Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As promises the death their laands deny ; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from (he dead : 
Some cordage, canvas, sails, and lines, and 
twine, 

But trtASucas all to hermits of the brine. 

Were added after, to the earnest r^rayer 
Of those who saw no hope, save sea and air ; 
And last, that trembling vassal of the l*ole — 
The feeling compass— Navigation’s soul. 


And now (he self-elected chief finds lime 
To stun (be first sensation of bb crime. 


wind. 


When all was now prepared, (he vessel dear 
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer— 

A seaman, less obdurate than hb mates, 

Show’d the vain pity which but irritates; 
Watch’d his late chieftain wi(h exploring eye, 
And (old, in signs, repentant sympathy ; 

Held ihe mmsi shaddock to his ^rched mouth, 
Wbkh fell exhaustion's deep and bitter drouth. 
But soon observed, this guardian was withdrawn. 
Nor further mercy clouds rebellion's dawn. 
Then forward stepp’d tliv bold and froward boy 
His chief had cherbh'd only to destroy, 

AihI, pooling to (he helpless prow beneath, 


And raise li lo Lis folio wera-' Hoi (be bowl I ’ Baclaim’d, ' Depart at once 1 delay is death I ' 
Lest passtpa rtould return (p reason s shoal. y« then, even then, his feelings ceased not aU • 
• Brandy for heroes I Burke could once ex- in that last moment could a word recall 


claim-—* 


I Remorse for (he black deed as yet half done, 
I And what be hid frwn many show’d to one : 


^ Bli<h « «cn, reproach demanded .bore 
bnady.'— Wat sow hk grateiuJ sense of former ^re? 
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Where all hh hopes to see his name aspire, 

And blazon Bii tain s thousand glories higher? 
His fever! ish lips thus broke their gloomy spell, 

' Tis (hat ! 'lis that ! I am in hell f in hell ! ' 

No more he said ; but urging to the bark 
His chief, commits him ro bis fnigile ark ; 
'fhese the sole accents from his longue that fell, 
But volumes lurk’d below hisbercc farewell 


The arctic sun rose broad above the wave ; 

The breeze now sunk, now whisper’d from his 
As on Asolian harp, his Aiful wings [cave; 
Nowsweird, now flutter'd o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, despairing oar. the abandon’d ^iff 
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce seen cliff. 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main : 
TAat boat and ship shall never meet again i 

But 'tis not mine to tell their tale of grief. 

Their constant peril, and their scant relief; 
Their days of danger, and their nights of pain ; 
Their manly courage even when deem’d in vain : 
The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son 
Known to his mother in the skeleton ; 

The ills that lessen'd still their little store. 

And starved even Hunger till be wrung no more; i 
The varying frowns rmO favours of the deep. 
That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to creep 
With craey oar and shatter’d si length along 
The tide that yielrls reluctant to the strong ; 
The incessant fuver of that .arid thirst 
Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds ihat burst 
Above their naked bones, and feels delight 
In the cold drenching of the stormy night. 

And from the outspread canvas gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten life’s all^gosping ^rings ; 
The savage foe escaped, to seek again 
More hospitable shelter from the main ; 

The ghastly spectres uhich were doom’d at last 
To tell as true a tale of dangers past. 

As ever ihe dark annals of the deep 
Disclosed for man to dread or vroman weep. 


We leave them to th«r fate, but not unknown 
Nor unredress'd. Revenge may have her o^va : 
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their enuse. 
And injured navies urge their broken laws. 
Pursue we on his track the mutineer. 

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. 
Wide o'er the wave— aw ay I away I away I 
Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome bay ; 
Once more the happy shores without a law 
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw ; 
Nature, and Nature's goddess— woman— woo$ 
To lands where, save their conscience, tione 
accuse ; 

Where all jurtake the earth without dispute. 
And bread Itself is gather’d as a fruit ; * 

Where none contest the Helds, the woods, the 
streams . — 

The gold less age. where gold disturbs no 
Inhabits or inhabiied the shore, [dreams, 

Till Europe taught (hem better than before : 
Bestow'd her customs, and amended theirs. 

But left her vices also to their heirs. 

Away with this I behold them as they were. 

Do good with Nature, or with Nature err. 

' Hum I for Oiaheiie I ' was the cry. 

As stately swept ihe gallant vessel by. 

The breese springs up ; ihe lately flapping sail 
Extends lis arch before the growing gale ; 

In swifter ripples stream aside the seas. 

Which her bold bow flings off with dashingease. 
Thus Argof plough'd the Buxine’s virgin foam. 
But those she waited still look’d back to home : 
These spum their country with their rebel bark. 
And fly her as the raven fled the ark ; 

And yet they seek to nestle with the dove. 

And tame their fiery sjMrita down to love. 

• TiK •©* «k>i»tee bfMd-rrtill. Ip trwplPDl wUeb 
, atari's Cl DeOfitoa *•» vaScRiXcn. . ... 

nTbeiCpip •NeS Jckhi leUeC la Mm* ©f 
lFk«<«.] 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


How pleasant wen the songs of Toobonai,* 
When summer's sun went down the coral bay I 
Come, let us to the islet’s softest shade. 

And hear the warbling birds ! the damsel said : 
The wood^lov’e from the forest^pth shall coo. 
Uke voices of the gods from Bolotoo ; 

We ll cull the flowers that grow above the dead. 

• The first three Mettens ere taken fAm en actwl epee of 
the Tpnn Islanders. oT whkh a pme iraaiMUan b pees le 
* M iriaer's Aeepuc pt ihe Teen 1 i1pim 1& T o ch i M i fl b 
however. «ee of 4 kfm but w*s one iboM where OvMu 
led tie iDotiaecie l«ek reajfe. I heve oMtaod pm Moee. 
jot hs«B reialoM asmoeh es pdialble ot the eetflnl 


For these most bloom where rests the wamor s 
head : 

And we will sit lt» twilight's face, and see 
The sweet moon glancing through the 
ibe lofty accents of whose sighing bough 
^>a]] sadly please us as we lean below ; 

Or climh the steep, and view the surf m vain 
Wrestle with rocky giants o’er the m«o. 

Which spurn in columns back the baflied spnV* 
How beautiful are these I how happy. tbfXi 
Who, from the toil and tumult of their uve^ _ 
Steal to look down where nought but ocean 
Strives I 

Even he too loves at times the Uue lagoon. 
AsdsmootiiS his ruSed beneath the cdogb* 
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Wl>ere Chimborato. ovcrnir. tanU. wave. 
Glares with his ^ iisn eye, and sees no slave. 


•A WIVIK a 

Yes— from the sepulchre well father flowers. 

Tlien feast like spirits in their promised bowers. v. 

Then plunfe and revel in the rolling surf, Siwh was this dllly of Tradition’s days. 

Then lay our limbs along the tender turf. Which to the dead a lingering fame conveys 

And. wet and shining from the sportive toil. in song, where fame as yet hath left no si^ 
Anoint our bodies with Che fragrant oil. Beyond the sound whose charm is half divine * 

And plait our garlands gather'd from the grave. Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye 
And wear the wreatits that sprung from out the But yields young history all to harmony ; 


brave. A boy Achilles, with the centaur's lyre 

But lo ! night comes, the htooa woos us back, in hand, to teach him to stirivus hl$ sire. 

The sound of mats are heard along our track ; For one long'Cherisli'd ballad’s sintple stave. 
Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave, 
In flashing mazes o'er the Marly's green ; Or from the bubbling sircandct's grassy side. 

And we too will be there ; w*e too recall Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide. 

The memory bright with many a festival. Hath greater power o'er each true hc.ari .inrl ear. 

Ere Fiji blew the shell of war. when foes Than all the columns Conquest's minions rear : 

For the first lime were wafted in canoes. Invites, when hieroglyphics are a theme 

Alas i for them the flower of mankind bleeds : For sages' lal>ours. or the student's dream : 

Alas 1 for them our fields are rank with weeds : Attracts, when History's volumes are a toll,— 
Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown. Tlie first, the fr«shesi hud of Fivl lug's soil. 

Of wandering with the moon and love alone. Suchwasihisruderhymc— rhyme I sot the rude— 

But be it so taught us how to wield Rut such inspired the Norseman's solitiKic, 

The club, and rain our arrows o'er the field : Who came and conquer'd : such, \vhercvcr rise 
Now let them reap the harvest of their art I I j^nds which no foe destroy or civihtc. 

But feast to*night 1 to* morrow we depart. Exist : and what can our accomplish'd art 

Strike up the dance 1 the cava bowl fill high 1 ^ verse do more than reach the awaken'd heart? 

Drain every drop !— to-morrow we may die. y, 

; i""! **!*“,>’ ‘ho** “"■•“J'’' 

Thick wreath, .hall form out coton.1. lik. Broke lhe l«unou. ..lence of the sk.es, 


Thick wA;.h, -.hi I our «ron.i' iTke ?«.ke .he luxurious silence of .he skies, 

•orinff’s fstrinrs • sweet siesta of a summer day. 

And VouSd'eur neeks shell (lance ifie hcHni ^ .topic afternoon of Toobonai^, 

So shall .heir brighter hues conlraa. (he glow When every flower was bloom, and air w; 
OI ihe dusk bosoms lhal bea. high below. *"<> «>»« «>»* ‘'f«‘ ' begm to stir ihe p« 


But now the dance Is o'er— yet stay awhik : 
Ah, pause ! nor yet put out the social smile. 
Tomorrow for Mooa we depart, 

But not to-night— to-night is for the heart. 
Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Ye yoiing enchniuresses of gay Ijcoo t 
How lovely are your forms I how every sense 
Bows to your beauties, soften'd, but intense. 
Like to the flowers on Mataloco's steep, 


When every flower was bloom, and air was balm, 
And the first breath begun to stir the palm, 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty c.ive. 

Where sat tlw songstress v^lth ihc stranger boy, 
Who taught her plum’s desolating joy. 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O'er those who know not Itow it may be lost ; 
O'er those who. burning in the new-born fire, 
Like martyrs revel In (heir funeral pyre. 

With such devotion to their ecstasy. 

That life knows no such rapture as to die : 

And die they do ; for earthly life has nought 


Which fling tlieir fra^nce far athwart the Match'd with that bunt of nature, even 


deep !— 

We too w ill see ticoo ; but— oh I my heart 1— 
What do 1 say ?— tenmorrow w*e depart i 


thought : 

And ail our dreams of better life above 
But close in one eternal gush of love. 


Thus rose a song— the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes. 
True, they had vices— such are Nature's growth— 
But only the barbarian’s— we have both ; 

The sordor of cIviUsation. mix'd 

With all the savage which num's fall hath fix'd. 

V^o hath not seen Dlsslmubii Ion's reign. 

The prayers of Abel link'd to deeds of Cain ? 
Who such would see may from hb lattice view 
Tbe Old World more degraded than the New,— 
Now arte rto more, save where OHumbia rean 
Twia giaats, bom by Freedom to her spbena, 


There sat the gentle savage of the wild. 

In growth a woman, though in years a child. 
As childhood dates within our colder clime, 
Where nought is riMn’d rapidly save crime ; 
’Fhe Infant of an Infant world, as pure 
From nature— lovely, warm, and premature ; 
Dusky like night, but night with all her stara. 
Or cavern >parkUng with its native spars ; 
With eyes that u’ere a language arul a spell, 
A form like Aphrodite's in her shell. 

With all her loves around her on the deep, 
Volnptaous as the first approach of sleep ; 
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V^t full of Ufe— for through her tropk cheek 
The blush would make its way. and all butsp^: 
The sun-bom blood suflFused her neck, and threw 
O'er her clear nut*brown skin a lucid hue, 

Like coral reddening through the darken'd wave, 
Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 
Such was this daughter of the southern seas, 
Herself a billow in her energies. 

To bear (he bark of others' happiness. 

Nor feel a sorrow till their joy grew less ; 

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
No joy like what it ^ve ; her hopes ne'er drew 
Aught from experience, (hat chill touchstone, 
whose 

Snd proof reduces all things from their hues : 
She fear’d no ill. because she knew it not. 

Or what she knew was soon— too soon— forgot : 
Her smiles and tears had pass'd, u light winds 
pass 

O'er takes to ruffle, not destroy, their glass. 
Whose depths unscarch’d. and fountains from 
the hill. 

Restore their surface, in Itself so still. 

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave. 

Root up the spring, and trample on the wave, 
And crush the living waters to amass. 

The amphibious desert of the dank morass 1 
And must their fate be hen? The eternal change 
But grasps humanity with quicker range ; 

And they who fall but fall as worlds will fall, 

To rise, if just, a spirit o'er them all. 


And who is he? the blue-eyed northern child * 
Of isles more known to man. but scarce less wild; 
The fiur-hair d offspring of the Hebrides. 
Where roars the Pentland with Its whirling seas ; 
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind, 
llie tempest-bom in k^y and In mind. 

His young eyes opening on the ocean'foam, 
Hag from that moment deem’d the deep his home. 
The giant comrade of his pensive moods, 

The sharer of his craggy solitudes. 

I'he only Mentor of his youth, where’er 
His bark was borne : the sport of wave and air ; 
A careless thing, who placed his choice in 
chance. 

Nursed by the legends of his land's romance ; 
Eager to nope, but not less firm to bear, 
Acquainted with all feelings save despair. 
Placed in the Arab's clime, he would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen. 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Ishmael, wafted on his desert-ship ; f 
Fix'd upon Chili’s shore, a proud cacique : 

On Hellu’ mountains, a rebellious Greek ; 

Dorn in a tent, perhaps a Tamerlane ; 

Bred to a throne, perhaps unfit to reign. 

For the same soul that rends its path to sway. 

If rear’d to such, can find no further prey 


Beyond itself, and must retrace its way, * 
Plunging for pleasure into pain : the same 
Spirit which made a Nero Rome's worst shame, 
A humbler state and discipline of heart. 

Had form'd his glorious namesake’s counter- 
part it 

But grant his vices, grant them all his own, 
How small their theatre without a throne I 

IX. 

Thou smilest :^hese comparisons seem high 
To those who scan all things with dassled eye : 
Link’d with the unknown name of one whose 
doom 

Has nought to do with glory or with Rome, 
With Chili, Hellas, or with Araby 
Thou smilest ?— Smile ; *tis better thus than sigh.* 
Yet such he might have been ; he was a man, 

A soaring spirit, ever in the van, 

A patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nation's glory or its grief, 

Bom under auspices which make us more 
Or less tlian we delight to ponder o'er. 

But these are visions ; say, what was he here ? 

A blooming bo^ a truant mutineer. 

The fair-hair'd Torquil, free as ocean’s spray, 
The husband of the bride of Toobonai. 

X. 

By Neuha'a side he sate, and watch'd the 
waters. — 

Neuha, ihe sun-flower of the island daughters, 
Highborn, (a birth at which the herald smiles, 
Without a scutcheon for these secret isles.) 

Of a long race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knights of savage chivalry. 

Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore ; 
And thine — I've seen— Achilles I do no more. 
She. when the thunder-bearing strangem came. 
In vast canoes, begirt with bolts of flame. 
Topp’d with tall trees, which, loftier than tbo 
palm, 

Seem’d rooted In the deep amidst Its calm 
But when the winds awaken’d, shot forth wings 
Broad as the cloud along the borison flings, 

And sway'd the waves like cities of the sea. 
Making the very billows look less free ; — 
bhe, with her paddling oar and dancing 
Shot through the surf, like reindeer through tne 
snow, . 

Swift-gliding o’er the breaker's whitening edge* 
Light as a nereid in her ocean sledge, 

And gased and wonder'd at the giant bulk, 
Which heaved from wave to wave its tramj 
bulk. . 


• . «b«a rromlHy could dum. , ^ ^ 

Hsd routed tamps fa uie ScMne ana ~rOra< 

1 ccoiMl Kero, oho Mde ibe aomudled 
deceived Heaalbel. e»d derated AcdrvM i tliaeby M w 
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The anchor dropp'd : it U 7 alonf the deep, 
Uke a huge lion m the sun asleep, . 

While round it swarm'd the proas flitting chajti. 
Like summer bees that hum around his mane- 


Tbe ioCant rapture sCiU survived the bey. 

And Loch-na-gar vrith Ida look'd o'er Troy,* 
Mix'd Celtic memories with the Phrygian 
mount. 

And Highland linns with Castalie's clear fount 
Forgive me. Homer’s universal shade ! 

The while man landed I— need the rest be told ? Po^ve me, Pliorbus I that my fancy stray'd i 
The New World stretch’d its dusk hand to the The north and nature taught me to adore 

Your scenes sublime, from those beloved before* 


xt. 


Old 


Each was to each a marvel, and the tie 
Of wonder warm'd to better sympathy. 

Kind was the welcome of the sun*bom sires. 
And kinder si ill their daughters' gentler fires. 
'Their union grew ; the children of the storm 


xiir. 


Which seem’d so white in climes that 
snow. 

The chase, the race, the liberty to roam. 

The soli where every cottage show'd a home ; 
Theseft'Spread net. the lignlly*Uunch*d canoe* 
Which steiiim’d the siudde<i archipelago, 

O’er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles ; 
The healthy slumber, earn'd by sportive toils : 
The palm, the loftiest dryad 01 the woods. 
Within whose bosom infant Bacchus broods, 
While eagles scarce build higher than the crest 
Which shadows o'er (he vineyard in her breast * 
The cava feast, the yam. the cocoa's root, 
Which bears at once the cup. and milk, and 
fruit: 


steel, 


The love which makeih all things fond and fair, 
The youth which makes one rainbow of the air, 
The dangers past, that make even man enjoy 
Found b«uty link d with many a dusky form ; [The pause in which he ceaSM to destroy. 

While these m turn admired the paler ck>w. The mutual beauty, which the sternest feel 
wwrh o'.-m H so white in climes that knew no I Strike to their beans like lightning to the s 

Uniie<l the half savage and the whole. 

The maid and boy in one absorbing soul. 

No more the thundering memory of the fight 
Wrapp’d his wean'd bosom in iis dark delight : 
No more the irksome restlessness of rest 
Disturb'd him like the eagle in her nest. 

Whose welled beak and far*pervading eye 
Darts for a victim over all the sky : 

His heart w.as tamed to that voluptuous slate. 
At once Elysian and effeminate, 

Whkh leaves no laurels o’er the hero's um 
'These wither when for aught save blood (hey 


burn 

{yields I Yet when their ashes in their nook are laid. 
The bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare, 1 Doth not the myrtle leave as sweet a shade ? 

ow'd fields. 


The unreap'd harvest of unfurrow* 

And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Without a furnace In unpurchased groves. 

And flings off famine from iis fertile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest y 
These, with the luxuries of seas and woods. 

The airy Joys of social solitudes, 

'Tamed each rude wanderer to the sympathies 
Of those who were more happy, If leas wise. 

Did more than Europe's diKiplIne had done. 
And civilised Civilization's son. 

XU. 

Of these, and there was many a willing pair. 
Neuha and Torquil were not the least bir : 

Both children of the isles, though disuni far ; 
Both born beneath a sra presiding star ; 

Both nourish'd amidst nature’s native scenes. 
Loved to the last, whatever intervenes 
Etetween us and our childhood's sympathy. 
Which still reverts to what first caught the eye. 
He who first met the Highland’s swelling blue 
Will love each peak that shows a klndr^ hue. 
Kail in each crag a friend’s familiar face. 

And clasp the mountain in his mind’s embrace. 
Long have I roam'd through lands whkh are 
not mine. 

Adored the Alp and iored the Apeonine, 
Revered Parnassus, and beheld (he steep 

t ove s Ida and Olympus crown the dera *. 
lut 'twas not all long age^ lore, nor nH 

nptufe held me In their tImUing thrall : 


Had Caesar known but Cleopatra's kiss. 

Rome had been free, the world had noi been his. 
And what have Csesar'S deeds and Caesar's fame 
l^ne for the earth ? We feel them in our shame t 
The gory sanction of his glory stains 
The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 
Though Glory. Nature. Reason. Freedom, bid 
Rous^ millions do what single 13 rums did— 
Swe^ these mere mock-birds of the despot's 
song [so long. — 

From the tall bough where they have perch'd 
Still are wv hawk d at by such mousing owls, 
And take for falcons (hose Ignoble fowls. 

When but a word of freedom would dispel 
These bugbears, as their terrors show loo well. 

XIV. 

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 

Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife, 

Wiih no distracting world to call her off 
From love : with no society to scoff 
At (he new transient flame ; no babbling crowd 
Of coxcombry in admiration loud, 

• When very ranff. tbeei eleht yem ot tgr* sfivi tn 
uck eTthe $«*ckt f««cr *1 AUrtdeen, I wm feinw»e 4 hy 
■ t UIciI idilrf Intelhit Hirlill-rlt Mere I occa^lenelfy 

roin^^ — mU from t*crlee 1 (Ul« my |av« ot nioua- 

I «aa Mv«r l»rcet Ow • few yeers 
•aerverds la fiaclwd. artb* only utiitf | had teitf *««n. «««a 
(a wlaMart. afaaumfiula, la the SUlven HiUh After 1 rw 
taraed ta CheKcahw. I akd ta wne\ Uwm every afterseea 
wkh • naeadea wM eh 1 eanaat d ese rtbe. Ttili wee 

(bcaeaiythlrteea yMreeTsf^*. ai|4 
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Or will) i^diilrerous whisper (o alloy 
Her duly, and her glory, and her joy : 

\Vith faiih and feelings naked as her form. 

She stood and siacicis a rainbow in a siorm, 
Changing U% hues with bright variety, 

But still expanding lovelier o‘cr the sky, 
Howe'er its arch may sxvell. its colours move, 
The cloud'Compelling harbinger of love. 

XV. 

Here, in this grotto of (he wave-Nvom shore, 
I’hey pass'd the tropics' red meridian o'er. 

Nor long the hours—they never paused o'er 
time, 

Unbroken by the clock's funereal chime. 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span. 

And points and mocks w ith iron laugh at man. 
What deem'd they of the future or the past? 
The presen I, like a tyrant, held them fast : 
Their hou^glass was the sea*sand. and the tide. 
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments 
glide : 

Their clock the sun. in his unbounded tow'r : 
They reckon'd not. whose day was but an hour : 
The nightingale, their only vesper*bell. 

Sung sweetly to the rose day's faretvell ; 
The broad sunset, but not with lingering sw’cep, 
As in the north he mellows o'er the deep ; 

But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever, earth of light bereft, 
Plunged xvith red forehead down along the wave, 
As dives a hero headlong to his gntve. 

Then rose they, looking first along the skies. 
And then for light into each other s eyes. 
Wondering that summer show'd so brief a sun. 
And asking if indeed the day were done. 

XV]. 

And let not this seem strange: the devotee 
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy ; 

Around him days and worlds are headless 
driven. 

His soul is gone before his dust to heaven. 

Is love less potent? Ko — his path is trod, 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God : 

Or link a to all we know of heaven below, 

The other better self, whose joy or woe 
Is more than ours ; the all^bsorbing flame 
Which, kindled by another, grows the same. 
Wrapt in one blase ; the pure, yet funeral pile, 
Where gentle hearts, like Brahmins, sit and 
smile. 

How often we forget nil time, when lone, 
Admiring Nature's universal throne, 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply oi hers to our intelligence I (wares 

Live not the stars and mountains? Are the 
Without a spirit ? Are (he dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears? 

No, no they woo and clasp us to their spheres. 
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Dissolve this dog and clod of clay before 
Its hour, and merge our soul in (he great shore. 
Strip off (his fond and false identity f— 

Who thinks of self when gazing on the sky ? 
Arwl who. though gating lower, ever thought, 
In the young moments ere the heart Is taught 
Time's lesson, of man's baseness or bis own ? 
All nature is his realm, and love his throne. 

xvtt. 

Neuha arose, and Torquil: twilight's hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower, 
Which, kindling by degrees its dewy span, 
l^hoed their dim light to the musteringstars. 
Slowly (he pair, partaking nature's calm. 
Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm; 
Now smiling and now silent, as (be scene ; 
Lovely as Love— the spirit !— when serene, 

The Ocean scarce spol<e louder with his swelL 
Than breathes his mimic murmurerln (he shell.* 
As. far divided from his parent deep. 

The sea*born Infant cries, and will not sleep, 
Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave ; 

The woods droop'd darkly, as inclined to rest. 
The tropic bird wheel’d rock ward to his nest. 
And (he blue sky spread round them like a lake 
Of pe.'ice, where Piety her thirst might slake. 


xvtti. 

But through (he palm and plantain, hark, a 
voice! 

Not such as would have been a lover's choice, 
In such an hour, to break the air so still 7 
No dying night-breeze, harping o'er the bill. 
Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree, 
Those best and earliest lyres of harmony. 

With Echo for their chorus ; nor the alarm 
Of the loud war-whoop to dispel the charm : 
Nor (he soliloquy of tne hermit owl, 

Exhaling all his solitary soul. 

The dim. though large-eyed winged anchorite, 
Who peals his dreary paan o'er the night 
But a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever started through a sea-bird's bill 7 
And then a pause, and then a hoarse, ' Hillo I 
Torquil, my boy! what cheer? Hoi brother, 
hoi' 

• Who hails? ' cried Torquil, following with bH 
The sound. ' Here's one,* was all the brief reply* 

xrx. 

But here the herald of the self-same moutb 
Came bren thing o'er the aromatic south, 
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Not like A ‘ bod of violets ' oq the galOj 
But such as wafts its cl^d o'er grog or ale. 
Borne from a short frail pipe, which vet had 
Us gentle odours over cither aocie, [blown 
And, pufTd where'er winds rise or waters roll, 
Had wa^ed smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole, 
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash'd. 

And reek'd, 'midst mountain billows, unabash'd. 
To «€oliis a constant sacriflee. 

Through every change of all the varying skies. 
And what was he who bore U ? — 1 may err. 

But deem him sailor or philosopher.* 

Sublime tob.^cco ! which from east to west 

Ihe tar's bbour or the Turkman's rest ; 
Which on the Moslem's oiioman divide 
His hours, and rivals opium and his brides j 
Magnificenr in SrambonI, but less grand. 
Though not less loved, in Wapfdng or the 
Divme in hookas, glorious lit a pipe, f Si rand: 
When Upp'd with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe; 
Ukc other charmers, wocung the caress. 

More dasslingly when daring in full dress. 

Yrt thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beaulies>~Give me a cigar I 

XX. 

Through ihe approaching darkness of the wood 
A human figure broke the solitude, 

Faniasiically, U may be. array'd, 

A seaman in a savage masquerade ; 
fueh as appears to rise out from the deep 
Wlien o er the line the merry vessels sweep, 

And the rough saturnalia of (he tar 
Rock o'er the deck, in Neptune's borrow'd car.f 
And, pleased, the god cf ocean se>>s his name 
R^ive once more, though but in mimic ganie 
Of his true sons, who riot in the brceie 
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god delights, from out the main, 
lo snatch some glimjiscs of his ancient reign. 
Our sailors Jacket, though in ragged trim, 

His ^nstani pijio, which never yet burn'd dim, 
f*!* foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait, 
l-ike his dear vessel, spoke his former slate ; 
But then a sort of kerchief round his head. 

Not wef tightly bound, or nicely spread ; 

And 'stead of trousers (ah ! loo early tocn I 
For even the mildest woods will have their thorn) 
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpressibles and hat ; 

HU naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face. 
Perchance might suit alike with either race. 
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His arms were all his own. our Europe's growth, 
Which (wo worlds bless for civilising both ; 

The musket swung behind his shoulders broad. 
And somewhat stoop'd by his marine abode. 
Rut brawny as the bo.'ir’s : and hung beneath. 
HU cutlass droop'd, unconscious of a sheath, 
Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were 
IJnk'd (o his belt, a matrimonial pair~ 

(Le( not (hU mcia]>lior appear n scoff. 

'fhough one miss'd fire, (he other would go off); 
These, with a b.'iyonet, not so free from rust 
As when the arm<hes( held its brigluer trust, 
Compicicd his accoutre inenis, as Night 
Survey'd him in his garb heterocllie. 


^ What cheer, E)en Hunting?' cried (when In 
full view [new ? ' 

Our new acquaintance) Torquil. * Aught of 

* Ey. ey I ' quoth Ben, * not new. but news enow ; 
A strange sail in (he offing. Sail ! and how? 
What ! could you make her out ? It cannot be ; 
I've seen no rag of canvas on the sc.a.' 

* Belike.' said Mn. *you might not from the bay. 

But from the bluff* head, where I watch'd to* 
I saw her in tl»e doldrums : for the wind [day. 
Was lighc and baffling.' — * When the sun de- 
clined [still 

Where lay she ? had she anchor'd ?’»* No, but 
She bore down on us. till (he wind grew still.' 

* Her flag ?* — * I had no gloss : but fore and aft. 
Egad 1 she seem'd a wicked-looking craft.' 

* Arm'd ? ' — • I expect so j — sent on the look-out: 
'Tii time, belike, to put our helm about.' 

' About ?— Whate'er may have us now in chase, 
We ll make no running right, for that were base; 
W« will di«* at our quarterv, like true men.* 

' Ey, ey I for that tis all the same to Den.' 

* Does Christian know this ? ' Ay : he has Dined 

all hacKls 

To quarters. They are furbishing the stands 
Of arm* ; and we have got some guns to bear. 
And scaled them. You are wanted.'— * That's 
but fair ; 

And If it were not, mine It not the soul 
To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal. 

My Neuha I ha I and must my fate pursue 
Not me alone, but one so sweet and true? 

But whatsoe'er butide. ah, Neuha I now 
Unman me not ; the hour will not allow 
A tear : I'm thine wlutever intervenes I*. 
'Right,* quoth Ben; Mhat will do for rhe 
marines.' * 
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Ths {igh( was o'er; the flashing through the 
gloom, 

Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb, 
Had ceased: and sulphury vapours upwards 
driven 

Had left the earth, and but polluted heaven : 
The rattling roar which rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy ; 

No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for 
boom ; (doom : 

The strife was done, the vanquish'd had their 
The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, oria'en, 
Or lived to deem the hapf^t were the slain. 
Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o'er 
The Isle (hey loved beyond their native shore. 
No further home was theirs, it seem’d, on earth. 
Once renegades to that which gave them birth ; 
Track'd like wild beasts, like them they sought 
(he wild. 

As to a mother’s bosom Ales the child ; 

But vainly wolves and lions seek their den. 

And still more vainly men escape from men. 

w. 

Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
Far over ocean In its fiercest moods. 

When scaling his enormous crag the wave 
Is hurl’d down headlong like (he foremost brave. 
And falls back on the iMming crowd behind. 
Which fight beneath the banners of the wind, 
Bu( DOW at rest, a little remnant drew 
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ; 

But still their weapons in their hands, and still 
With something of the pride of former will. 

As men not all unused to meditate. 

And strive much more than wonder at their fate. 
Their present lot was what (hey had foreseen, 
And dared as what was likely to have bmn ; 

Yet still the lingering hope, which deem’d ibdr 
Not phon’d, but unsought for or forgot, [lot 
Of trusted that, if sought, their distant caves 
Might still be miss’d amidsi the world of waves. 
Had wean’d their thoughts In part from what 
they saw , , 

And fell, the vengeance of their country s law. 
Tljelr sea-green isle, their guilt- won paradise. 
No more could shield ll«ir virtue or their vice : 
'Fheir belter feelings, if such were, were thrown 
Back on themselves.— their sins remain d alone. 
Proscribed even in their second couoiiy. they 
Were lost j in vain the world before them lay ; 
All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies 
Had fottfht and bled in mutual sacrifice ; 

But what avail'd the club and spear, and arm 
Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm. 

The magic of the thunder, which destroy d 

W^iof ere stieogih could be employ d ? 


Dug. like a spreading pestilence, the grave 
No less of human bravery than the brave I * 
Their own scant numbers acted all the few 
Against the many oft will dare and do : 

But though the choice seems native to die free, 
Even Greec e can boast but one Thermopylm, 
Till noMt, when she has forged her broken chain 
Back to a sword, and dies and lives again I 


Be^e (he Jutting rock the few appear'd. 

Like the last remnant of (he red -deer’s herd ; 
Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn, 
But still the hunter's blood was on (heir horn, 

A litile stream came lumbling from (he height. 
And straggling into ocean as It might. 

Its bounding crystal frolick’d in (he ray. 

And gush’d from cli ff lo crag wi th salt l^ spray 1 
Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh as innocence, and more secure, 

Its silver torrent glllier’d o’er the deep. 

As (he shy chamois’ eye o'erlooks the steep. 

While far below the vast and sullen swell 

Of ocean's Alpine tture rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush'd.— all fecUngs 

first , . . ^ 

Absorb'd in passion’s and in nature s tniist.— 
Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw 
Their arms aside to revel in its dew ; ^ . 

Cool’d their scorch'd throats, and wash rt the 
gofy slains 

From wounds whose only bandage w 

Then, when their drought was quench d, look o 
aadly round. , . 

As wondering how so many still were found 
AUve and feiierless but silent all, 

Each sought his fellow's eyes, as if to call 
On him for language which his lips demeo. 

As though their voices with their cause haddieo. 

JT. 

Stem, and aloof a little from the rest, 

Stood Christian, with his anns across his clo- 
the niddy. recklras. dauntless hue oncespreaa 
Along hU cheek was livid now as lead ; , 

His bght brown locks, SO graceful in their now, 
Now rose like stariled vipers o’er his brow. 

Still as a statue, with his lips compel 
To stifle even the breath within his breast. 

Fast by the rock, all menaciag , but mut^ 

He stood ; and. save a slight beat of ba JMb 
Winch deepen'd now and then the randy omt 
Beneath his heel, hisfonn seem d tumdtoant. ^ 
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Some paces further Torquil loan’d his held Sezed his hand wistfully, but did not press, 
^aiost ebaak. and spoke not, bot be bled,— And shrunk as fearful of his own caress ; 

Not mortally his worst wound was within ; Inquired into his state ; and when he heard 
Hisbrow was pale» his blue eyes sunken in, The wound was slighier than he deem'd or 
And b1ood<lrops. sprinkled o'er his yellow hair. fear’d. 

Show’d (hat his faintness came not from A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 
despair, As much as such a moment would allow. 

Bui nature's ebb, Beside him was another. * Yes,' he exclaim'd, ‘ we’re taken in the toil. 
Rough as a bear, but willing as a brother. — But not a coward or a common spoil ; 

Ben Bunting, who essay'd to wash, and wripe. Dearly they’ve bought us -dearly still may 
And hind his wound— then calmly lit his pipe. buy,— 

A trophy which survived a hundred hghts. And I must fall : but have you strength to fly ? 
A beacon which had cheer’d ten thousand 'Twould be some comfort still could you survive ; 

nights. Our dwindled band is now too few to strive. 

The fourth and last of this deserted group Oh \ for a sole canoe ! though but a shell. 


Walk’d up and down— at times would stand. To bear you hence to where a hope may dwell 1 


then stoop 

To pick a pebble up— then let it drop— 

Then hurry as In haste— then quickly stop— 
Then cast his eyes on bis eom^nions— inen 
Half whistle half a tune, and pause again— 
And then his former movements would redouble. 
With something between carelessness and 
trouble, 

This is a long description, but applies 
To scarce five minutes past before the eyes ; 

But yet what minutes 1 Moments like lo these 
Rend men's lives into immortalities. 


At length Jack Skyscrape, a mercurial 
Who autier’d over all tilings like a fan. 


for me. my lot is w hat 1 sought ; to be. 
In life or de.Mh, the fearless and the free.* 


Even as he spoke, around the promontory. 
Which nodded o'er (he billows high and hoary, 
A dark speck doited ocean : on it flew 
Like to tnc shadow of a roused se.i-mew ; 
Onward !(. came— and. lo 1 a second roMow'd— 
Now seen— now hid— where ocean's vale w'as 
hollow'd ; 

And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
Presented wcll*known aspects to the view. 

Till on the surf their skimming paddles play, 
Buoyant as wings, and Riding through the 
spray :— 


K ' « over au cmnCT uaea ran. Arching on the wave's high curl, and now 

^ ^ disposed to Dash^ downwards in the thuDdering foam be- 


'“'TO , Which liiag, i( bro»d .odboilineshceton ,hee(, 

ExclAlm d Q-d dams I -,ho« tylUble, In- ^nd .ling, il, high flidcc.. .hivcT d inlo .Icel : 


tense, 


But floating still through surf and swell, drew 
nigh [sky. 

The barks, like small birds through a lowering 
Their art seem’d nature— such the skill to sweep 
The wave of these bom play males of the deep. 


Nucleus of England's native eloquence. 

As the Turk’s ' Allah 1’ or the Roman’s more 
* Proh Jupiter I ' was wont of yore 
To give their first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo to embarrassment. 

Jack was embarrass’d— never hero more. 

And as he knew not what lo say, he swore : 

Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound 
Revived Den Bunting from his pipe profound ; 

He drew It from his mouth, and look’d full wise. 

. , |N«.h»-.h«fond, Ihe faithful, ihe adored- 
complefe. Hct h«rt on TonjiiiVs lik, a torrenl pour'd : 

A p«roradon I tittd not repoal. | And united, and wept, and near. aS nearer 

clasp’d. 

As if to be assured 'twas him she grasp'd : 
Judder'd to see hU yet warm wound, and then, 
To And it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior's daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and fed. and mourn, but ool 
despair. 

Her lover 1 1ved. — nor foes nor fears could b1 ight 
That full-blown moment in its all delieht : 

t •_ a » t. At\- • • 


And who the first ihai. springing on (he Strand, 
l.«ap'd like a ncreid from her shell to land. 
Will) dark but brilliant skin, and dewy eye 
Shining with love, and hope, and conslancy) 
Neuha— the fond, the faithful, ihe adored— 


But Chrfsllao, of a higher order, stood 
Like an extinct volcano in his mood ; 

Silent, and sad. and savage.— with the trace 
Of passion reeking from his clouded face : 

Till lifting upanln his sombre me. 

It glanced on 'rorauil who lean’ a faintly by. 

* And Is It thus 7 ' oe cried. ' unhappy boy I 
And thee, too, M/r— my madness must destroy 1* 
He said, and strode to where young TorqoQ 
sioc^, 

Vet <| 4 bbled with bis lately flowing Mood ; 


fe (rick)ed in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 

I rock'd her heart till almost heard to throb; 
jAnd paradise was breathing in the sigl 
I Of nature’s child in natures eaiasy. 
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IX. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 
Were not unmoved ; who are, when hearts are 
greclinf ? 

Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy 
With tearless eye. but yet a gloomy joy 
Mix'd with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 
In hopeless visions of our better days. 

When all s gone-^-to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

' And but for me ! ’ he said, and turn’d away ; 
Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again ; 

And then relapsed into his sullen guise. 

As heedless of his further destinies. 

X. 

But brief their time for good or evil thought : 
The billows round the promoctiory brought 
I’he plash of hostile oan. — Alas ! who made 
That sound a dread? All around them seem’d 
array d 

Against them, save the bride of Toobonai : 

She. as she eaught the first glimpse o’er the bay 


Of the arm’d boats, which hurried to complete 
The remnant's ruin with their fiying feet. 
Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows, 
Embark’d their guests and launch'd (heir light 
canoes ; 

In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ; 
But she and Torquil must not part again. 

She fix'd him in her own.— Away ! away I 
Ibey clear the breakers, dart along the bay, 
And towards a group of islets, such as bear 
The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf*hoUow'dlair, 
I'hey skim the blue tops of the billows : fast 
They flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased. 
They gain upon them— now ih^ lose again,— 
Again make way and menace o’er the mam ; 
And now the (wo canoes in chase divide, 

AikI follow diflerent courses o’er the tide. 

To tMfne the pursuit.— Away ! away 1 
A life is on each paddle’s flight to day. 

And more than hfe or lives to Neuha r Lov® 
Freights the frail bark and urges to the cove ; 
And now (he refuge and the foe are nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment : Fly, thou light ark, fly I 


CANTO THE FOURTH. 


White as a white sail on a dusky sea. 

When half (he horizon’s clouded and half free. 
Pluder^ng between the dun wave and (he sky. 
Is hope’s last gleam in man’s extremity. 

Her anchor parts I but still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the n^est gale : 
Though every wave she climbs divides us more. 
The heart stul follows from the loneliest shore. 

ti. 

Not distant from the isle of Toobonai. 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray. 
The haunt of birds, a desert to mankind. 
Where the rough seal reposes from the wind. 
And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun. 

Or gambols with huge frolic in the sun : 

I’here shrilly to the passirtg oar is heard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird. 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood. 
The feather’d fishers of the solitude. 

A narrow segment of the «l low sand 
On one side forms the outline of a strand : 

Here (he young turtle, crawling from bis shell. 
Steals to the deep wherein his parents dwell ; 
Chipp'd by the beam, a nursling of the day, 
But hatch’d for ocean by the fostering ray ; 
Tlie rest was one bleak precipice, as e er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair ; 

A spot to make the saved regret im deck 
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck. 
Such was the stem asylum Nei^ cho« 

To shield her lover from his following foes ; 

But all its secret was not told ; she knew 
In this a treasure hidden from the wew. 


III. 

Ere the canoes divided, near (he spot. 

The men that maim'd what held herTorquIls 
By her command removed, to strength^ mom 
Tl« skiff which wafted Christian from the shw. 
This be would have opposed ; but with a smue 
She pointed calmly to the cmggy 
And bade him * speed and prosper. SAi would 

take , 

The rest upon hertelf for Torquil s sake. 

They parted with this added aid ; afar 
The proa darted like a shooting star. 

And gain'd on the pursuers, who now ste^ 
Right on the rock which she and Torquil • 
They pull'd ; her ann, though delicate, was tree 
And firm as ever gmppled with ***•_., w 

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s 
llie prow now almost lay within its lengtn 
Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face. . 

With nought but soundless waters for its w . 
Within a hundred boats’ length wM Ibe 
And nov^ what refuge but their 
This Torquil ask’d with half-upbralding^ 
Which said—’ Has Neuha brought me hw to 
Is this a place of safety, or a grave, i^y. 
And yon huge rock the tombstone of the 'va 

IV. 

They rested on their paddles, and 
Neuha. and pmnling 10 the app^ching 
Cried. - Torq^, follow me. and f»ri.e» Wlw I 
Then plunged at once into the oce^ s 
There was no droe to pause— the fees were 

Chaios In his eye, and menace in his car j 
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on and as they came, They had gain'd a central realm of earth again, 
I by his forfeit name. But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, m vain, 
lim the swimmers skill Around she pointed to a spacious cave, 

I hb hope fcom ill : Whose only portal was the keyless wave, 

He dived, and rose no (A hollow archway by the sun unseen, 

[shore. Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green, 
d amaied o’er sea and In some transparent ocean holiday, 
n that precipice, \\'\»en nil the finny people are at I>lAyO_ 

xy as a berg of ice. Wiped with her hair the bnne from Torquus 

see him float again. eyes. . 

ed from the main : And cUpp’d her bands \si(h joy at his surprise . 


With vigour they pull’d on, and as they came. 
Hail’d biro to yield, and by his forfeit name. 
Headlong be leapt— to him the swimmer’s skill 
Was native, and now all hb hope from ill : 

But bow, or where? He dived, and rose no 
roore ; [shore. 

The boat’s crew look'd amased o’er sea and 
There was no landing on that precipice, 

Steep, haish, and slippery as a berg of ice. 

They watch’d awhile to see him float a^n. 

Bot not a trace rebubbled from the main : 

Tbe wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face, 

&nce their first plunge recall’d a single trace ; 
The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam, 


Led him to wlwre the rock appear’d to jut, 
And form a something like a Triton's hut ; 
For all was darkness for space, till day 


That whiten’d o'er what seem’d their latest home, 1 Through clefts above let in a sober d ray ; 


White as a sepulchre above the pair 
Who left no marble {mournful as an heir) ; 

The quiet proa wavering o’er the tide 
Was all that told of Torquil and his bride 
And but for this alone the whole might seem 
The vanish'd phantom of a seaman^ dream. 

They paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d Ponh from her bosom the young savage drew 
away ; A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo ; 

Every superstition now forbade their stay. A p1antain*leaf o'er all, the more to keep 

Some said he had not plunged into the wave. u$ latent S|>arkle from the sapping deep, 

But vanbh’d like a corpse* Ught from a grave j This mantle kepi it dry : then from a nook 
Others, that something supernatural Of the same plant iun*lv.*if a flint she took. 

Glared In his figure, more than mortal t.ill ; A few shrunk wit tier’d twigs, and from the 
While all agreed that in his cheek and eye blade 

There was a dead hue of eternity. Of Torquil’s knife si nick fire, and thus array d 

Still as their oars receded from the crag. The grot w ith torchlight, \N'ide it was and high, 

Bound every weed a moment would they hg. And show'd a sclf-bom Gothic canopy ; 
Expectant of some token of their prey ; The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect, 

But n^^hehad melted from them like the spray. The architrave some earthquake might erect ; 

.. The buttress from some mountain's bosom hurl’d, 


As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monumenis from light recoil, 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 


When the 
vrorld ; 


Poles crash'd, and water was 


And where was he, the t^lgrim of the deep, world ; 

Following the nereid ? Had they ceased to weep Qr harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire, 
For ever? or, received In coral caves, While yet the globe reek'd from its funeral p) 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves? The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave t 
Did they with ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwell. Were there, all scooped by Darkness from 
And sound with mermen the fantastic shell ? wiih ■ Utile linee or ohantasy. fci 


^d Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair 
^wlng o'er ocean as it stream’d in air ? 

Or bad they perish’d, and in silence slept 
Beneath the gulf wherein they boldly leapt 7 


While yet the globe reek'd from its funeral pyre ; 
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave t 
Were there, all scooped by Darkness from her 
There, with a little tinge Of phantasy, (cave. 
Fantastic faces moped and mow’d on high, 

And then a mitre or a shrine uould fix 
The eye upon Us seeming crucifix. 

Thus Nature play'd with the sialaetites, 

I And built hcneli a chapel of the seas. 


Young Neuha plunged Into the deep, and he viu. 

rellow-d : her teseAth her oaUve ,ook bet Torquil by the hand, 

“ ^.l***** * ®f . And waved along the vault her kindled brand, 

^ .moolhly,^vely. toill^lly »he went, him inw each recess, and show’d 

».rri»'^^d"*Sir‘raS:?!.ibio«s 

Closely, and scvcely leas expert to trace [steeL 
The depths where divers hold the pearl la chase. 

Torquil, the nursling of tbe nonhem seas, 

Pursued her U^d steps with hem and ease. 

Deep— deeper for on lastont Neuha led 


The depths where divers hold the pearl la ch ase. * <x »kU ot* S’ 

Torquil, lh« nursUng of Iba notthm saas. ^;«S'lii2f.V?..rS.yu»Ti"rTi: 

Pursued her liquid steps with hem and ease. b«cA ta* uct ttu*d ewiact «ee*uBt h i«rt cr 

tep-deeper for on lastont Neuha led eaiEM <!« 

The way — then upward soar’d — and os she XtfWert fto* whW^isw^a 


spreao v # # . Sr ww^»e»ertioei»epo«^ , 55 '* 

Her arms, and flung tbe foam froni off her locks, or mw mesorr do «vt, rot iscrv vt eifXt yt^n sibm i 

Uugb’d. and the «»i>d waa anawer’d by tbe S'S^^,SS'."SS:f3Saa'’iI.“i?3SSe 


•bus 
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Nor these alone, for all had been prepared 
Before, to soothe the lover’s lot she snared : 

The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo, 
And sandal oil to fence against Che dew ; 

For food, the cocoa-nut. the yam. the bread 
Born of the fruit : for b^rd the plantain spread 
With its broad leaf, or turtle-shell which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it cover'd o’er ; 

The gourd with water recent from the rill, 

The ripe banana from the mellow hill ; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light. 

And she herself, as beautiful as night, 

To fling her shadowy spirit o'er the scene, 

And make their subterranean work! serene. 

She bad foreseen, «ncc first the stranger's sai 
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might fail. 
And form'd a refuge of the rocky den 
For TorquIVs safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe, 
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ; 
Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their spairv bower ; 
And now she spread her little store with smiles. 
The happiest daughter of the loving bles. 


She, as he cased with grateful wonder, press d 
Her shelter d love to her impassion'd breast ; 
And suited to her soft caresses, told 
An olden talc of love,— for love is old, 

Old as eternity, but not outworn 
With each new being born or to be bom : • 
How a young chief, a thousand moons ago, 
Diving Jof turtle in the depths below. 

Had risen, in tracking fast his own prey. 

Into the QKst which round and o'er them lay ; 
How In some desperate feud of afiertime 
He shelter'd there a daughter of the clime, 

A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe. 

Saved by his tribe but for a captive's woe : 

How, when the storm of war was still d, he led 
His island clan to where the waters spread 
Their deep-green shadow o'er the rocky door, 
Then dived— it seem’d as If to rise no more: 

His wondering males, amaaed within their bark, 
Or deem'd him mad, or prey to the blue shark ; 
Row'd round in sorrow the sea-girded rock, 
'ITien paused upon their paddles from the shock ; 
When, freh and springing from the deep, they 
saw 

A goddess rise— so deem'd they in their avre ; 
And their companion, glorious by her ^e. 
Proud and exulting in his Mermaid bnde : 

And how. when undeceived, the pair they tKM 
With sounding conchs and joyous shouts to 

How* th^ bad gladly lived and calnUy d W,— 
And why not also TorquU and his bode t 

• Tie wd*r rwwBect 

owIaUm Ibio BOrt oC the BOden Im* 
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• Whoe'er theo wt, ihr.m* 
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Not mine to tell the rapturous caress 
Which follow'd wildly in that wild recess 
This tale : enough that all within that cave 
Was love, though buried, strong as in the grave 
Where Abelard, through twenty years of death, 
When Elo^'s form was lower'd betteath 
'Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d and 
pressd 

The kindling ashes to his kindled breast.* 

The waves without sang round their couch, 
their roar 

As much unheeded as if life were o'er ; 

Within, their hearts made all their harmony. 
Love's broken murmur and more broken sigh. 

X. 

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock 
Which left them exiles of the hollow rock. 
Where were they? O'er the sea for Ufe they 
plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 
Another course had been their choice — but 
where? , . 

The wave which bore them still their foes wwn 
disappointed of their former chase. 

In search of Christian now renew'd their race. 
Eager with anger, their strong arms made way. 
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey. 
They gain'd upon them, all whose saftfy lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply- hidden bay : 

No further chance orchoiee remain d ; and ngnt 
For the first further rock which met ihrir signi 
They steer'd, to lake their latest view of lano. 
And yield as viciims. or die sword in hand ; 
Dismiss’d Ihe natives and their shallop, who 
Would still have biitlcd for that scanty crew , 
Rut Christian bade them seek their shore again. 
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain ; 

For what were simple bow and savage sjw 
Against the arms which must be wielded here r 

XI. 

They landed on a wild but narrow _ . 

Where few but Nature’s fooUtew 

Prepared their arms, and with that gl«oiy 

Stem and sustain'd, of man s 

When hope is gone, nor ff?L 

To cheer i^tance against ,f^„?^tood 

They stood, the three, as the ‘hTOchun^ stood 

Who dyed Thennopyl® with holy 

But. ah 1 bow different I 'bs the makes ait 

Degrades or hallows courage id 

O'er them no fame, eternal and »nl^«, 

Biased through the clouds of death and nec* 

on'tl hence ; . w w-r 4«ar< 

No grateful country, smiling through her tears, 
Bmo the prvses a thousand years . 
Nbnaiion's ey« would on then tomb be bent, 
No heroes envy them their monument ; 
However boldly ibdx warm 
Tbeif life was shame, their epitap h was guat^ 

• tka tndhloa b 
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And this they koew and feil. at least the one. 
The leader of the baod he bad undone ; 

NVho. bom perchance for better th)A£:s, bad set 
His life upon a cast which linger'd yet : 

But now the die was to be thrown, and all 
The chances were in favour of his fall : 

And such a fall I But still he faced the shock, 
Obdurate as a portion of the rock 
Whereon he stood, and fix’d his levcU’d pin, 
Dark as a suUen cloud before the sun. 

XII. 

The boat drew nigh, well arm'd, and firm the 
To act whatever duty bade them do ; [crew 
Careless of danger, as the onward wind 
Is of the leaves It strews, nor looks behind. 

And yet perhaps they rather wish'd to go 
Against a nation s than a native foe. 

And felt that this poor victim of self-will. 

Briton no more had once been Britain's still. 
They hail'd him to surrender— no reply ; 

Their arms were poised, and glitter'd in the sky. 
They hail’d again —no answer : yet once more 
Th^ ofter'd quarter louder than before. 

The echoes only, from the rock's rebMi^, 

Took their last farewell of the dying sound. 
Then flash'd the flint, and biased (m volleying 
flame. 

And the smoke rose between them and their aim. 
While the rock rattled with the bullets' knell. 
Which peaVd in vain, and flatten'd as thi^ fell : 
Then flew the only answer to be given [ven. 
By those who had lost all hope In earth or nea- 
After the first fierce peal, as they pull'd nlgher. 
They heard the voice of Christian sh^t, 'Now. 
And ere the word upon the echo died, (fire I* 
Two fell : the rest assail'd the rock's rough side. 
And. furious at the medness of their loes. 
Disdain'd all further efforts, save to close. 

Bui Steep the crag, and all without a path. 
Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath. 
While, placed 'midst clefts the least accessible. 
Which Christian's eye was train'd to mark full 

(yield. 

The three maJnUin'd a strife which must not 
In spots where eagles might have chosen to 
build. 

Their every shot told : while the aasailaal fell. 
Dash'd on (he shingles like the limpet shell ; 
Bui still enough survived, and mounted still, 
bcahering their numbers here and there, until 
Surrounded and commanded, though not nigh 
Enough (or seisure, near enough to die, 

The desperate trio held aloof their fate fbait ' 
But by a thread, like sharks who've gorg^ the 
Yet (o the very last they battled well. 

And not a groan inform'd their foes seAo fell 
Chrisilan died last— twice wounded ; and wttst 
more 

Mttcy was offer'd when they saw his gore : 

Too fate for life, but not too to die. 

>^tb. tbongb a hostile hand, to doee bis eye. 

A limb was brdien. and he droop'd along ' 
The acag. as doth * GUcoa reft <a young 


I The sound revived him. or appear'd (o wake 
Some passion which a weakly gesture spake : 
He beckon'd to the foremost, who drew nigh. 
But. as they near'd, he rear'd his weapon high— 
His last ball had been aim'd, but from his breast 
He tore the topmost button from his vest, * 
Down the tube dash'd it. leveU'd, fired, and 
smiled 

As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, coil’d 
His wounded, weary form, to where the steep 
Look'd desperate as himself along the deep ; 
Cast one glance back, and clench'd his hand, 
and shook 

His last rage 'gainst (he earth which he forsook : 
Then plunged : the rock below received like 
His body crush'd into one gory mass, [glass 
With scarce a shred to tell of human form. 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ; 

A loir-hair'd scalp, besmear'd with bl<^ and 
weeds. 

Yet reek'd, the remnant of himself and deeds ; 
Some splinters of his weapons (to the lost 
As long as hand could hokl. he held them fast) 
Yet glitter'd, but at disiance-> hurl’d away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray. 
'Fhe rest was nothing— save a life mis-spent. 
soul— but who shall answer where it went? 

Xu J ‘hey 

Ww doom to hell, themselves are on the way, 
unless these bullies of eternal pains 
Are pardon'd their bad hearts for their worse 
brmias. 

xtn. 

The deed was over ! All were gone or la'en. 
IThe fugitive, the captive, or the slain. 

Chain d on 1 he deck, where once, ag.illant crwvv. 
They stood witli honour, were the wretched few 
Survivors of (he skirmish on the isle : 

But the last rock left no surviving spoil. 

Uy they where they fell, and weltering, 
While oer them Aappd the sea-birds' dewy 

[surge 

Now wheeling nearer from the neighbourlnir 
And screaming high their harsh and hunet? 

But calm and careless heaved the wave below 
Eternal with unsympathetic flow ; 

Far o'er its face the dolphins sported on, 

And spwg the flying fish against the sun, 

I lU Its dned wing relapsed from its brief height, 
10 gather motstute for another flight. 
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XIV. 

'Twas mom : and Neuba, who by dawn of day 
Swam smoothly forth to catch the ri»nf ray. 
And watch if aught approach'd the amphibious 
Where lay her lever, saw a sail in air : [lair 

It flapp'd, it fill'd, and to the growing gale 
Hent its broad arch : her breath began to fail 
With fluttenng fear, her heart beat thick and 
high. [lie : 

While yet a doubt spmng where its course might 
But no I it came not ; fast and far away 
The shadow lessen'd as it clear'd the bay. 

She gared, and flung the sea-foam from her eyes. 
To watch as for a rainbow in the skies. 

On the horizon verged the distant deck, 
Diminish'd, dwindled to a very speck— 

Then vanish'd. All was ocean, all was joy I 
Down plunged she through the vivt to rotise 
her boy ; [all 

Told all she had seen, and all she hoped, and 
That happy love could an^r or recall ; 

Spmng forth again, with Torquil following free 
His binding nereid over the broad sea ; 

Swam round the rock, to where a shallow cleft 
Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left 
Drifting along the tide, without an oar. [shore : 
That eve the strangers chased them from the 


1^x7. 


But when these vanish'd, she pursued her prow, 
Regain'd, and urged to where they found it now: 
Nor ever did more love and joy embark. 

Than now were wafted in that slender ark. 

XV. 

Again their own shore rises on the view. 

No more polluted with a hostile hue ; 

No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam, 

A floating dungeon all was hope and home I 
A thousand proas darted o'er the bay. 

With sounding shells, and heralded their way ; 
*rhe chiefs came down, around the people 
pour’d. 

And welcomed Torquil as a soti restored ; 

The women thronged, embracing and embraced 
By Neuha. asking where they had been chased. 
And how escapefl ? The tale was told ; and then 
One acclamation rent the sky again ; 

And from that hour a new ti^iiion gave 
Their sanctuary the name of ' Neuhas Cave. 

A hundred fires, far flickering from the height, 
Biased o'er the general revel of the night. 

The feast in honour of the guest, return’d 
To peace and pleasure, perilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 
As only the yet infant world displays. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

AT Ferrara. In the Library, are preserved the original MSS. of Tasso's 
Guarioi's Faj/cr Fide, with letters of Tasso, one from Titian to Anosto. and 
chSr. the tomb and the house, of the latter. But as misfonye has a J^l 

WriV, .nd Hill* or none for .he con..n.pora 7 , .be cell »here Ta»o 

of St Anna attracts a more fixed attention than the residence sec^dc^ 

least it bad this effect on me. There are two iwcnptions.. one on the afor^Ferrara 

the cell itself, inviting unncccssanly il« wond^ and the »ndign«ion of 
is much de«yed and depopulated i the castle still exists I saw the coun 

Parisioa and Hugo were beheaded, according to the annal of Gibbon. 


I. 

tries the 


tbrilUng frame to 


Long years 1 — It 
bear. 

And cagle-strfrit of a child of Soog— 

Long years of outrage, calumny, and wrong ; 
Imputed madness, prison'd solitude, 

And the mind's canker in it* 

When the impatient (hirst of light and air 
Parches the heart ; and the abh«w ^ 
Marring (he sunbeams with its hideotis shade, 


Works through (he throb Wng eyeball to the brain 
With a hot sense of heaviness and p«n j 
And bare, at once, Captivity display d 
Stands scofling through »he never-opeq d gat^ 
Which nothing through us bars sdraits, save day, 

And tastelessfood. which I have eat alone 
Till its unsocial tdtiemess « gone ; 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey, 

Sulten and loody, couching In ae 
Which is my lair, and—U may be-my grave. 
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All this bath somewhat worn roe, and may wear, 
But must be borne. I sto<^ not to despair ; 
For I haN« battled with mine agony, 

And made me wings wherewith to overfly 
The narrow eircus of my dungeon w'all. 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall ; 

And reveird among men and things divine. 

And pour'd my spirit over Palestine 
In honour of the sacred war for Him. 

The God who was on earth and is in heaven. 
For he has strengthen'd me in heart and limb. 
That through this suAerance 1 might be forgiven, 
I have employ'd my penance to record 
How Salem's shrine w2^on, and how adored. 

II. 

But this is o'er— my pleasant task i$ done : 

My long-sustaining friend of many years I 
If } do blot thy Anal page with tears, (none. 
Know that my sorrows have wrung from me 
But thou, my young creation I my soul's child ! 
Which ever playing round me came and smiled. 
And woo'd me from myself with thy sweet s*gh(. 
Thou too art gone-^and so Is my delight : 

And therefore do I weep and inly bleed 
With this Iasi brulte upon a broken reed. 

Thou too art ended— what is left me now? 

For [ have anguish yet to bear— and how ? 

1 know not that— but iu the innate foree 
Of my own spirit shall be founo resource. 

I have not sunk, for I had no remorse, [why ? 
Nor cause for such : they call'd me mad— and 

0 Leonora, wilt not tMou reply? 

1 was indeed delirious in my heart 
To lift my love so lofty as thou art : 

But still my frensy was not of the mind ; 

I knew my fault, and feel my punishment 
Not less because 1 sufTer it untont. 

That thou were beautiful, and I not blind. 

Hath been the sin which shuts me from mankind* 
But let them go. or torture as they will. 

My heart can multiply thine image still ; 
Successful love may sate itself away. 

The wretched are the faithful ; 'tis their fate 
To have all feeling save the one decoy. 

And every pnislon into one dilate. 

As mpid rivers into ocran pour : 

And OUTS is fat horn less, and hath no shore. 

lit. 

Above me, hnrk I the long and maniac cry 
Of minds and Ixxiles in captivity. 

And linrk I the lash aurl the increasing howl 
And the half-inarticuL*ite blasphemy ! 

There be some herewith worse than freney foul 
Some who do still goad on the o'erlabour'd mind* 
And dim the little light that's left behind ' 
With needless torture, as their tyrant will 
Is wound up to the lust of doing ill : 

With these and with their victims am I class'd 
'Mid sounds and sights like these long Kara 
have pass'd : * 


IT. 

( have been patient— let me be so yet ; 

1 had forgotten half I would forget, 

But it revives — oh I would it were my lot 
To be forgetful as I am forgot I— 

Feel I not wroth with those who bade me dwell 
In this vast Uror-house of many woes? 

Where laughter is not mirth, nor thought the 
mind, 

Not words a language, nor even men mankind; 
Where cries reply to curses, shrieks to blows 
And each is tortured in his separate hell— 

For we are crowded in our solitudes 

Many, but e.ich divided by the wall, 

Which echoes M ad ne^s in her b.abbl i ng m oods •— 
While all can hear, none heed his neighbour s 
call— 

None I save that One. the veriest wretch of.ilt. 
Who was not made to be the mate of these, 

Nor bound between Distraction and Disease 
FkI I not wroth with those who placed me here? 
Who have debased me in the minds of men, 
Deharrtng me the usage of my owin 
Blighting my life in best of its career, 

[^ndmg my thoughts as things to shun and fear? 
Wwld I not pay them back these pangs again, 
And teach them inward Sorrow's stifled groan. 
The struggle to be calm, and cold distress. 
Which undermines our stoical success? 

No r— Mill too proud to be vindictive— I 
Have pardon'd princes' insults, and would die. 
Yes. bister of my Sovereign I for thy sake 
I weed all bitterness from cut my breast 
It hath no business where tkou art a gtiest • 

I by brother hales— but I can not detest: 

Thou pitiest not— but I can not forsake. 

V, 

l^k on a love which knows not to despair 
^1 all unquench'd is still my better part, 
felling deep in my shut and silent heart, 

As dwells the gather'd lightning in its cloud, 
bncompi« d wtth irs linrk nnd rolling shroud. 
Till struck- forth flies the all-'ihereardartl 
And thus at the collision of thy name 
[he ^vid thought Mill flashes through my frame. 
And for a moment all thing? as they were 

ans -I am the same, 

And yet my love without ambition grew • 
k^ thy state, my station, and I knew 
\ l^ncess was no loiv-matc for a bard : 
low It not, I breathed it not, it was 
Sufhcient to itself, its own reward • 
if my eyes reveal'd it. they, alas, 
were punish'd by the silentness of thine, 

And yel I dW not venture to repine. 

to me a crystal girded shrine. 
Worahipp d at holy distance, and around 
Hallow d and meekly kUs'd the saintly ground* 
Not for thou wen a princess, bm that Love 
Had robed thee with a glory, and array'd 
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And m that swee( seven .y there w;ts 
A something which all softness did surpass— 

1 know not how — thy genius master'd mine — 
My star stood still before thee if it were 
Presun) pi lions thus to love without design, 

'I hat sad fatality hath cost me dear ; 

But thou art dearest still, and I should be 
Fit for this cell, which wrongs me— but for iM<e. 
The very love which lock’d me to my chain 
Hath lighten’d half its weight ; and for the rest, 
Though heavy, lent me vigour to sustain. 

And look to thee with undlvkled breast. 

And foil the ingenuity of Pain. 

vr. 

It Is no marvel^ from my very birth (vade 
My soul was drunk with love.— which did per* 
And mingle tvith whatever I saw on earth ; 

Of objects all inanimate I made 
Idols, and out of wild and lonely Aowcrs. 

And rocks, whereby they grew, a paradise, 
Where 1 did lay me down within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dream’d uncounted hours. 
Though I was chid for wandering ; and the Wise 
Shook their white aged heads o’er me. and said 
Of such materials w retched men were made. 
And such a iruaiil boy would end in woe. 

And that the only lesson was a blow : — 

And then they smote me. and I did not weep. 
But cursed them in my heart, and to my haunt 
Return’d and wept alone, and dream'd again 
The visions whicn arise without a sleep. 

And with my years my soul began lo pant 
With feelings of strange tumult and pain ; 
And the whole heart exhaled into One Want, 
But undefined and wandering, till the day 
I found the thing 1 sought— and that was thee : 
And then I lost my being, all to be 
Absorb’d In thine— the world was pass'd away— 
Then di^t annihilate the earth to me \ 

vtt. 

I loved all Solitude, but little thought 
To spend 1 know not what of life, remote 
From all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyrant : — had I been 
Their fellow, many years ere this had seen 
My mind like theirs corrupted to its grave. 

But who hath seen me writhe, or heard me rave ? 
Perchance in such a cell we suffer more 
Than the wreck’d sailor on his desert shore : 
The world is all before him— is Mtrt, 
Scarce twice the space they must accord my Wer. 
What though he perish, he may UR his eye. 

And with a dying glance upbraid the sky— 

I will not raise my own in such reproof. 
Although 'tis clouded by my dungeon roof. 

▼ 111 . 

Yet do I feel at times my mind decline, 

But with a sense of its decay ;— I see 
Unwonted lights along my prison shine. 

And a suaoge deaoUf who is vexing me 


With pilfering pranks and petty pains, below 
The feeling of (he healthful and the free ; 

But much to One. who long hath suffer’d so, 
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place. 

And all that may be borne or can debase. 

I thou^t mine enemies had been hut Man, 

But Spirits may be leagued with them all 
Earth 

Abandons— Heaven forgets me : in the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can. 

It may be, tempt me furiher—and prevail 
Against (he outworn creature they assail. 

Why in this furnace is nw spirit proved 
Like steel in tempering fire f because I loved f 
Because I loved what not to love, and see. 

Was mort or less than mortal, and than me. 

u. 

I once was quick in feeling— that is o’er : 

My scars arc callous, or I should have dash'd 
My brain against these bars, as the sun flash'd 
In mockery through them if I bear and bore 
The much 1 have recounted, and the more 
Which hath no words— * tis that I would not die. 
And sanction with scIf'Slaughter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of 
shame 

Stamp Madness deep Into my memory. 

And woo Com|>Assion to a bDghted name. 
Sealing the sentence which my foes proclaim. 
Ho— it shall be Immortal l^ind 1 make 
A future temple of my present ceU, 

Which nations yet shall visit for my sake. 

While thou. Ferrara ! when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shalt fall down. 
And crumbling piecemeal view thy hearth less 
halls. 

A poet's wreath shall be thy only crown— 

A poet's dungeon thy most far renown, 

S^ile strangers wonder o'er thy unpeopled 
wails I . . 

And thou, Leonora I thou— who werl ashamed 
That such as I could love— who blush d to bear 
To less than monarchs that thoucouldst be d^. 
Go I tell thy brother that my heart, untamed 
By grief, years, weariness— and it may be 
A ulnt of that he would Impute to m« — 

From long infection of a den like this. 

Whew (he mind rots congenial with the aby» 
Adores thee still j— and add— that when the 

And battlements which guard his joyous hours 
Of banquet, dance, and revel are forgot. 

Or left untended In a dull repose. 

This. thh. shall be a conseccaied spot I 
But riwr— when all that Birth and Beauty 
throws , . 

Of magic round thee is extinct— shall have 
Ooa half the laurel which o'ersbades my gwn. 
No power in death can tear our names 
As none ia life could reod thee from my bean. 
Yes, t^nora I U shall be our fate 
To be entwined for ever— bat too late i 
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DEDICATION. 

Lady I if for the cold and cloudy clime, 

Where I wa* bora, but where I would not die. 

Of Ibe gr^ Poet'Sire of Italy 
I dare to build the imitative rhyme. 

Harsh Runic eofry of the South's sublime. 

Thou art the cause ; and howsoever 1 
Fall short of his immortal harmony. 

Thy gentle heart will Mrdon me the crin)'*. 

Thou, in the pride of Beauty and of Youth 
Spakest : and for thee to spenk and be obey'd 
Are one ; but only in the sunny South 
Such sounds are utter'd, and such charms dimla^ 'd 
So sweet a langti^e from so fair a mouth— 

Ah I to what effort would it not persuade f 
Ravenna, ar. 1B19. 


PREFACE. 

IN the coune of a visit to the city of Ravenna in the summer of tiro ft wns * .u 

author that, haying composed something on the subject orTass<^ conSn^m^ 
same on Dante $ CKile,— the tomb of the poet forminr one at SX '® should do the 

that ciiy. both to tbe native and to the siSmgi. ^ ^ ihe principal objccu of interest iu 

'On this hint I spake,’ and the result has been the following fiMi^ t . 
offered to the reader, tf they are understood and appro^ is m?oJi^» ra ” 
poem, in various otl^r cantos, to its natural conclusionirr the present^ ^ 

educated to suppo» that Dante addresses him in the interval t*tw^^ihl^« 1 
Commedia and his death, and shortly before tbe latter event conclusion of the Djvma 

general in the ensuing centuries. In ado^naTbS oUn^Ll fortunes of Italy in 

lycephron. and the Kphecy of we 5 L Cassandra of 

The measure adopted is the term rima of bTn^rwhl^h I'rophccies of Holy Writ, 

tried in our language, except it may be by Mr Havlev of ***” hithei to 

extract, quoted In the notes to Caliph Vafhek j » 

sidered as a metrical experiment. The canto^ are shori .nrf be con- 

the poet, wh^ name I have borrowed, and mosl^r^bly Ul^ln va^ln 

Amongst the inconveniences of authors in the oreaeor ^ 

same, good or bad, to esc^ translalloo. I hlr^ had th» ‘ have a 

'Childe Harold translated into Italian versi s^loiii — fourth canto of 
r/tf«fcsinto fiU/iA vtrst, without regard to the natu^ wmien in tl» Sfiet/sfrea/t 

the present poem, being on a »alu»al toplc.^oSld ehanSTL^.^H ***"? ** 

request the Italian reader to remember that when I the same fate, I would 

riTi^a! ““ 

U». 1. U ttieo. as . o.«o.,-U«ii Ute™.£Sf in 
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romantic war, are Iwit iU disposed lo |>ermi( a foreigner even lo approve or imitate them, without 
dnding some fault with his ultramontane presumption. I can easily enter into all this, knowing 
w hat would be thought in England of an Italian imitator of Milton, or if a translation of Monii, 
or Pindenionte. or Ariel, should he held up to the rising generation as a model for their future 
poetical essays. Gut I perceive that I am deviating into an address to the Italian reader, when 
my business is with the English one ; and be they few or many, I must take my leave of both. 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


Once more in man’s frail world I which I had 
left 

So long that 'twas fo^orten ; and I feel 
The weight of clay again.— loo soon bereft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 

My earthly sorrows, and to God’s own skies 
Lift me from that deep gulf without repeal. 
Where late my ears rung with the damned cries 
Of souls in hopeless bale ; an<l from that place 
Of lesser torment, whct:ce men may arise 
Pure from the hre to join the angelic race : 
Midst whom my own bright Ehm trice* bless’d 
My spirit with her light ; and lo the base 
Of (he eternal Triad ! first, lost. best. 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, great God I 
Soul universal ! 1^ (he mortal guest. 
Unblasied by the glor)*. though he trod 
From star to siar to reach the almighty throne. 
Oh Beatrice I whose sweet limbs ihe sod 
So long hath press’d, and the cold marble stone. 
Thou sole pure seraph of my earliest love. 
I.,ove so ineffable, and so alone. (move. 
That nought on earth could more my bosom 
And meeting thee In heaven was but to meet 
That without which my soul, like the arkless 
dove. 

Had wander’d still in search of. nor her feet 
Relieved her wing till found : without thy light 
My pamdise had still been incomplete.f 
Since my tenth sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou wert my life, the essence of my thought. 
Loved ere t knew the name of love, and bright 
Still in these dim old eyes, now overwrought 
With the world’s war. and years, and banish- 
ment, 

And tears for thee, by other woes untaught ; 
For mine is not a nature to be bent 
by tyrannous faction, and (he brawling crowd. 
And (hough the long, long conflict hath been 
spent 
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In vain, and never more, save when the cloud 
Whkh overhangs (he A(>ennine, my minds 
eye 

Pierces to fancy Florence, once so proud 
Of me, can I return, (hough but to die. 

Unto my native soil, they have not yet 
Quench'd the old exile’s spirit, stem and high. 
But the sun, though not overcast, must set. 

And the night comeih ; I am old in days, 
And deeds, and contemplation, and have met 
Dcsinjclion face to face in all his ways. 

The world hath left me. what it found me, 
pure. 

And if I have not gather'd yet its praise, 

1 sought it not by any baser lure ; (name 
Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my 
May form a monument not all obscure, 
Though such was not my ambition's end or aim, 
To add to five vain'glorious list of thoss 
Who dabble in the pettiness of fame, 

And make mens fickle brewh the wind lhal blows 
Their sail, and deem it glory to he class d 
With contjuerors, and viciue’s other foes, 

In bloody chronicles of ages post. ^ 

I would have had my Florence great and free , 
Oh Florence ! Florence 1 unto me thou wast 
Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty He 
Wept over, ‘but thou wouldst not : a* 
bird . , . 

Gathers its young, I would have gather d in« 
Genaih a parent pinion, hadsi thou 

My voke ; but as the adder, deaf and nere^ 
Against the breast (hat cherish d thee was 

Thy venom, and my state thou didst amerce. 
And doom this body forfeit lo the fire. 

Alas I how bitter Is his country b curse 
To him who, that country would expire. 

But did not merit to expire ^her, ^ 

And loves her, loves her even in her ite i 
The day may come when she will to en. 
The day may come she would be proud to 

The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer 
Of him, whom she denied a home, the grave. 
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But this shaU not be granted ; let Toy dust 
IJe where it ; nor sbalk the soil which 
gave 

Vie breath, but ill her sudden fury thrust 
Me forth to breathe elsewhere, so reassurrte 
My indignant bones» because her angry gust 
forsooth is over, and repeal’d her doom ; 

No» >— she denied me what was mine — my 
roof. 

And shall not have what is not hers — my 
tomb. 

Too long her armid wrath hath kepi aloof 
The breast which would have bled for her. 
the heart 

That beat, (he mind that was temptation proof, 
The man who fought, toil’d, traveird. and each 
Of a true ciiisen fulhU’d. and saw (part 
For his reward, the Guelf’s ascendant art 
Pass his destruction even into a law. 

These things are not made for forgetfulness, 
Florence shall be forgotten first ; too raw 
The wound, too deep the wrong, and the dis* 
tress 

Of such endurance too prolong’d to make 
My pardon greater, her injustice less. 

Though late repented ; yet -yet for her sake 
1 feel some fonder yearnings, and for ihme, 
My own beairicd. i would hardly take 
Vengeance upon the land which once was mine. 
And still is hallow’d by thy dust's return. 
Which would protect the murderess like a 
shrine. 

And save ten thousatid foes by thy sole um. 
Though, like old Marius from Miniumse's 
marsh 

And Carthage ruins, my lone breast may bum 
At times with evil feelings hot and harsh. 

And sometimes the last pangs of a vile foe 
Writhe in a dream before me, and o’erarch 
My brow with hopes of triumph,— let them go 1 
.Such are the last infirmities of those 
Who long have suffer’d more than mortal woe, 
And yet being morial still have no repose 
But on the pillow of Revenge— Revenge, 
Who sleeps to dream of Mood, and w^ing 
glows 

With (he ort-bofRed slakeless thint of change. 
When we shall mount again, and they that 
trod 

Be trampled on, while Death and Alt range 
O’er humbled hearts and sever'd necks 

Great God I [I yield 

Take these thoughts from me — to ihy hands 
My many wrongs, and thine almighty rod 
Will fall on those who smote me . — m my shield I 
As thou hast been in peril, and in pain. 

In turbulent cities, and the tented held— 

In toil, and many troubles borne in vain 
For Florence,— I appeal from her to ’Tbee 1 
Thee whom I late saw in thy loftiest rmgo, 
Even in tbat glorious vision, which to see 
And live was never granted until now. 

And yet thou bast permitted this to me. 

Aks I with what a wdgbl upon my brow 


The sense of earth and earthly things come 
back. 

Corrosive passions, feelings dull and low. 

The heart’s quick throb upon the mental rack, 
l^g day, and dreary night : the retrospect 
Of half a century bloody and black. 

And the frail few ye.ar$ I may yet expect 
Hoary and hopcle^, but less hard to Ix'.ir, 
For I have been too long and deeply wreck'd 
On the lone rock of desolate Despair, 

To lift my e)’es more to the passing sail 
Which shuns that reef so horrible and b.are . 
Nor raise my vMo^^for who would heed my 
I am not of this people, nor this age, [wail? 
And >'«i my Imrpings will niifold a talc 
Which shall present these limes when not a 
p.xge 

Of their perturbed annals could attnict 
An eye to gave u{>on their civil rage, 

Did not my vcise embalm full many an act 
Worthless as (hey who wTOughc it : 'ils (hu 
Of spirits of my order to be ruck’d (doom 
In life, to wear their hearts out. and consume 
Their days In endless strife, and die alone ; 
Then future thousands crowd around their 
tomb. [known 

And ^Igrims come from climes where they have 
The name of him— who now is but a name, 
And wasting homage o’er the sullen stone, 
Spread his— ^ him unheard, unheeded— fame ; 
And mine at least hath coil me dear : to die 
It nothing ; bu( to wither thus— to tame 
My mind down from lit own inhntty— 

To live in narrow ways with little men, 

A common sight to every common eye, 

A wanderer, while even wolves can find a den. 
Ripp'd from all kindred, from all home, all 
thinp [pain — 

That make communion sweet, and soften 
To feel me in the solitude of kings (crown- 
Without the power that makes them beam 
To envy every dove his nest and wings 
Which waft him where the Apenninc looks down 
On Arno, (ill he perches, it may be, 

Within myall inexorable town. 

Where yet my boys are, and that fatal she,* 
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Ihcir mother, Ihe coU partner who hath 
brought 

r^cnmcilon for a dowry— this to see 
And feel, and know without repair, hath taught 


A bitter lesson ; but it leaves me free : 
t have not vilely found, nor basely sought, 
They made an Exile — not a slave of me. 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


Tub Spirit of the fervent days of Old, 

When words were things (hat came to pass, 
and thought 

Flash’d o'er the future, bidding men behold 
1 heir children’s children's doom already brought 
Forth from the abyss of time which is <0 be, 
'llie chaos of events, where lie half wrought 
Shapes that must undergo mortality ; 

What the great Seers of Israel wore within, 
I'hat spirit Nvns on them, artd is on me. 

Ami if, Cassnndra-likc. amidst il>c din 
Of conflict none will he.ir. or hearing Seed 
1his voice from out the Wilderness, the sin 
Dc theirs, and my own ferllngs be my meed. 
I'hc only guerdon I have ever known. 

Hast thou not bled ^ and hast thou still to 
bleed. 

Jtnlin? Ah 1 to me such things, foreshown 
With dim sepulchral light, bid me forget 
In thine irreparable wrongs my own ; 

We can have but one country, and even yet 
Thou'rt mine—my bones shall be within thy 
breast. 

My soul within thy hnguage. which once set 
With our old [Ionian sway in the wide West ; 
Hut I will make another longue arise 
As lofty and more sweet, in which express'd 
The hero's ardour, or the lover's sighs, 

Shall find alike such sounds for every theme 
That ex‘«ry word, as brilliant as thy skies. 
Shall realize a poet's proudest dream. 

And make (hce Europe's nightingale of song ; 
So that all present speech to thine shall seem 
The note of ineixner birds, and every tongue 
Confess Its barbarism when compared with 
Ihine. ^ 

This Shalt thou owe to him thou didst so 
Thy Tuscan bard, the banish’d GhibeUine. 

Woe 1 woe I the veil of coming centuries 
Is rent,— a thousand years which yet supine 
lie like the ocean waves ere winds vve. 
Heaving In dark and sullen undulatioo. 

Float from eierruiy Into these ey« ; 

The storms yet sleep, the clouds sqU keep Ibdr 

siaiioo, . . t V 

The unborn earthquake yet Is in the womb. 
The bloody chaos yet expeett creation. 

But all things are disposing for thy dow ; 

The elements await but for the word, 

• Let there be darkness I and thou grow st a 

Yes I thou, so beautiful, shall feel the sword, 
Thou. Italy ! so fair that Paradise, 

Rfwivedioibcu blooms forib to man restored . 


Ah I must the sons of Adam lose It twice? 
Thou, luly ! whose ever golden fields, 
Plough’d by the sunbeams solely, would suffice 
For Ihe world's granary ; (hou, whose sky heaven 
gilds : 

With brighter stare, and robes with deeper 
Thou, in whose pleasant places Summer builds 
Her pnlice, in whose cradle Empire grew. 

And form'd the Eternal City's ornaments 
From s|)oils of kings whom freemen over- 
threw : 

Bi rch place of heroes, sanciun ry of sal n Is, 

Where earthly first, Chen heavenly glory made 
Her home; thou, all which fondest fancy 
paints. 

And finds her prior vision but portray'd 

In feeble colours, when the eye— from the Alp 
Of horrid snow, and rock, and shaggy shade 
Of dexrt-ioving pine, whose emerald s«lp 
N ods to the storm— d I lares and dotes o er thee. 
And wistfully implores, as ‘twcrc for help 
To see thy sunny fields, my Italy. ,,, 

Nearer and nearer yet, and dearer still 
The more approach’d, and dearest vrere they 
free. . 

Thou— thou must wither to each tyrant swill : 
The Goth hath been,— the German, FranK. 

and Hun . . 

Are yet to come.^nd on the impenal nlll 
kuin, already proud of the <lccds done 
By tl>e old barbarians, there awaits the new, 
Throned on the Palarinc. while lost and won 
Rome at her feet lies bleeding ; and the hue 
Of human sacrifice and Roman slaughter 
Troubles the clotted air, of late so blue, 

And deepens into red the saffron water 
OfTiber, thick with dead ; ihehc plesspnMi. 
And still more helpless nor less holy 
Vow'd to their God, have shrieking fted, ana 

Their ministry : the nations take their p^- 
Iberian, Almain, Lombard, and ihe 
And bird, wolf, niliure, more humane than icey 
Are ; these but gorge the flesh and lap iw 

O^e departed, and then go their way } 

But those, the human savages, explore 
All paths of torture, and insatiate yet. 

With Ugollno hunger prowl for 
Nine moons sbaU rise o’er scenes like this ano 
set ;• 
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The chiefless aimy of the dead, whkh late 
Beneath the traitor Prince's baocer net. 

Hath lef( its leaders ashes at the gate ; 

Had but the royal Rebel lived, perchance 
Thou hadst been spared, but his Involved thy 
fate. 

Oh I Rome, (he spoiler of the spoil of France. 
Prom Brennus to the Bourbon, never, never 
Shall foreign standard (o thy walls advance 
But Tiber shall become a mournful river. 

Oh ! when the strangers pass the Alps and 
Po, [and for ever! 

Crush them, ye rocks! floods whelm them. 
Why sleep the idle avalanches so. 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim's head ? 

Why doth Eridanus but os’erflow 
The peasant's harvest from his lurMd bed ^ 
Were not each barbarous horde a nobler prey? 
Over Cambyses* host the desert spread 
Her sandy ocean, and the sea* waves' sway 
Roil'd over Pharaoh and his thousands. — why. 
Mountains and waters, do ye not as they? 
And you. ye men ! Romans who dare not die, 
Sons of the conquerois who ONcrihrew 
Those who o'erthrew proud Xerxes, where 
yet He 

The dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew*. 
Are (he Alps weaker than Thermopylje? 
Their passes more alluring (o (he view 
Of an Invader? Is it (hey. or ye. 




That to each host the mountain-gate unbar, 
And leave the march in peace, the passage 
free? 

Why, Nature's self detains (he victor's car. 

And makes your land impregnable, if earth 
CoukI be so ; but alone she will not war, 

Yet aids the warrior w orthy of his birth 

In a sml where the mothers bring forth nten * 
Not so w ith those whose souls are Uede worth. 
For them no fortress can avail.^the den 
Of the poor reptile w'hich preserves its sling 
Is more secure than walls of adamant, when 
The hearts of those within are quivering. 

Are ye not brave ? ^ es. yet the Ausonian soil 
Hath hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts 
to bring 

Against Oi^>rcssion : but how' vain the toll, 
While still Division sows the sevds of woe 
And w eakness, till the stranger reaps (he spoil. 
Oh I my own beaiiivous lari<l I so long laid low, 
So long (he grave of thy own children's hopes. 
When tlH*re is but required a single blow 
To break the chain, yet— ye i (he Avenger stops, 
And Doubt and Discord step 'twivt thine and 
thee, [copes ; 

And join (heir strength to that which with thee 
What IS lltere wanting then to set thee free. 

And show thy beauty in Us fullest light ? 

To make (lie Alps impassable ; and we. 

Her sons, may do iJiis with one deed — Unite. 


CANTO THE THIRD. 


FnOM out the mass of never-dying ill. (Sword. 
The Plague, the Prince, (he Stranger, and (he 
Vials of wrath but emptied to reflu 
And flow again. 1 cannot all record 
That crowds on my prophetic eye : the earth 
And ocean written o'er would not afford 
Space for the annal, yet it shall go forth ; 

Yes. all, though not by hum.an pen, is graven. 
I here where the farthest suns and stars have 
birth, 

Spread like a banner at the gate of heaven. 

The bloody MroU of our millennial wrongs 
Waves, and the echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart the souna of archangelic songs. 

And Italy, the martyr'd nation's gore. 

Will not in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy evermore : 

Like to a ham-string stricken by the wind. 
The sound of her lament shall, rising o'er 
The temph voices, (ouch the Almighty Mind. 
Meantime 1. humblest of (hy sons, end ^ 
Earth’s dust by immortality r^ned [scoff, 
To sense and suffering, (hough (he vain may 
And tyrants threat, and meeker victims 
Before the storm becaus e Its breath Is rough. 
To tbea, my country 1 whom beflm. as now, 

I loved and love, devote the mournful lyse 
And melancholy gift high powers allow 


To read the future ; and if now my Are 
Is not as once it shone o'er thee, forgive! 

I but foretell thy fortunes— then expire; 
Think not that I would look on them and live, 
A spirit forces n»e to see and speak, . 

And for my guerdon giants to survive ; 
My heart shall be pour'd over thee and break ; 
Yet fora moment, ere I must resume 
Thy sable ueb of sorrow, let me take 
Over the gleams that flnsh athwart thy gloom 
A softer glimpse; some stars shine through 
thy night. 

And many mcteoi^, and above thy tomb 
Leans sculptured Beauty, which Death cannot 
blight ; 

And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise 
_ T*© give thee honour, and the earth delight ; 
Tl^ soil shall still be pregnant with the wise. 
The gay, the learn' d, the generous, and the 
brave, 

Native to thee as summer to thy skies, 
Conquerors on foreign shores, and the far wave.* 
^Moverers of new worlds, which take their 
name : t 

For th*€ alone (hey have do arm to save, 

^ Spla^ ^eMn. Eufeae efSarw 

t Cal^bM. VnumJia frbasUwCkteu. 
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And alS cliy recompense is in their fame, 

A noble one to them, but not to thee — 

Shall (hey be glorious, and (bou stiU the same? 
Oh ! more than these illustrious far shall be 
The being— and even yei he may be bom— 
The mortal saviour who shall set ibee free, 
And see thy diadem. $0 changed and worn 
By fresh barbarians, on (hy brow replaced ; 
And the sweet sun replenishing thy mom. 

Thy moral morn, too long with clouds defaced, 
And noxious vapours from Avemus risen. 
Such as all they nmst breathe who are debased 
By servitude, and have the mind in prison. 

Yet through (his centuried eclipse of vroe 
Some voices shall be heard, and earth shall 
Poets shall follow in the path 1 show, [listen ; 
And make it broader : Ihe same brilliant sky 
Which cheers (he birds to song shall M them 
glow. 

.And raise their notes as natural and high ; 
Tuneful shall be their numbers ; they shall sing 
Many of love, and some of liberty. 

But few shall soar upon that eagle's wing, 

And look In the sun’s face with eagle’s gate. 
All free and fearless as the feather’d king, 

Bu( fly more near the earth ; how many a pnmse 
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some small prince 
In all the prodigality of praise 1 
And language, eloquently false, evince 
The harlotry of genius, which, like beauty. 
Too oft forgets its own self-reverence. 

And looks on prostliuilon os a duty. 

He who once enters in a tyrant's hall * 

As guest Is siHve. his thoughts become a booty. 
And the hist day which suet Ihe chains enthral 
A captive, sees his half of manhood gone t— 
The sours emasculation saddens all 
tiis spirit ; thus the Bard too near the throne 
Quails front his inspiration, bound 
How servile is the task to please alone I 
Tc smooth (he verse to suit his so«‘« reign's ease 
And royal leisure, nor (00 much prolong 
Aught save his eulogy, and hnd, and seise. 

Or force, or forge hi argument Ol song 1 
'Thus trammelled, thus condemn’d to Flattery's 
trebles. 

He toils through all, still trembling to be 
wrong : (rebels, 

For fear some noble thoughts, like heavenly 
Should rise up in high treason to his brain. 
He sings, as the Athenian spoke, with pebbles 
In ’$ mouth, lest truth should summer through 
his strain. 

But out of (he long file of sonneteers 
There shall be some who will not sing in vain. 
And he, their priace. shall rank among my 

..... . ^ 

And love shall be his torment ; but his grief 
Shall make an immortality of tears. 


• A ¥tttt fioa the Greek trtcerUeBS. vttk Pwpejr 

teok leave of CoadU ob atezuc (be beet la vhub be vu 
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And Italy shall hail him as (he Chief 
Of Poet-lovers, and his higher song 
Of Freedom wreathe him with as green a leaf. 
But In a farther age shall rise along 
The banks of Po two greater si ill than he ; 
The world which smll^ on him shall do them 
wrung 

Till they are ashes, and repose with me. 

The nrst will make au epoch of his lyre. 

And All the earth with Iwts of chivalry ; 

Hrs fancy like a rainbow, and his fire. 

Like that of Heaven, immortal, and his 
thought 

Borne onward with a wing that cannot tire : 
Pleasure shall, like a butterfly new caught. 
Flutter her lovely pinions o’er his theme. 

And Aft itself seem into Nature wrought 
By the transparency of his bright dream.— 

Tlie second, of a tenderer, sadder mood. 
Shall pour his soul out o'er Jerusalem ; 

He. too. shall sing of arms, and Christian owoa 
Shed where Christ bled for man ; and bts high 
harp 

Shall, by the willow over Jordan s flood, 
Revive a song of Sion, and the sharp 
Conflict, ond final triumph of Ihe brave 
And Mous, and the strife of hell to 
Their hearts from their great parpoic, 

The red<fOSS banners where the first red Cross 
Was crimson* d from his vel ns w ho died to save, 
Shall be his sacred argument ; the loss 
Of years, of favour, freedom, even of tame 
Contested for •time, while the smooth gloss 
Of courts would slide o'er his forgotten name 
And call captivity a kindness, meant 
To shield him from Insanity or shame. 

Such shall be hrs meet guerdon 1 who was sem 
To be Christ’s Laureate— they reward him 

well I . . L 

Flotencc dooms me but dealh or bamshment, 
I'Vmra him a pit lance and a cell, 

Harder to bear, and Il*ss deserved, for i . 
Had siuirg the fuel ions which I strove toqueJ*i 
But ibis meek man, who with a lovers 
Will look on earth and heaven, and who wut 
deign 

To embalm with his celestial flattery, . 

As poor a thing as e’er was spawn d to reign, 
What will Ae do to merit such a doomr 
Perhaps he’U /««r,-aiid U not love m vam 
Torture enough without a living tomb i 
Yet it will be so — he and his compeer, 

The Bard of Chivalry, will both consume 
Id penury and pain too many a year. 

And, dying in despondency, . 

To the kiJd world, which scan* wUl yJdd a 
A hen lage enriching all w bo breathe I • 
With the wealth of a genuine ix»t s 5om» 
And to their country a redoubled wre^. 
Uomatch’d by time ; not HeUas can 
Through her olympiads two such names, 

Ofl^bc^mighty.— ** ^ 

Of such man's desuny beneath the sun/ 
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Must all the finer thoughts, ibe (hriUiDg sense. 
The electric blood with which thdr arteries run. 
Their body’s self rum'd soul with (be intense 
FeeUng of (hat which is. and fancy of 
That which should be. to such a recompense 
Conduct? shall their bright plumage on (he 
rough 

Storm be still scatter'd ? Yes. and it must be. 
For, form’d of far too penetrable stuff, 

These birds of Paradise but long (o flee 

Back to their native mansion, soon they And 
Earth's mist with their pure pinions not agree. 
And die or are degraded ; for the mind 
Succumbs to long infection, and de^>air. 

And vulture passions flying close behind. 
Await the moment to assail and tear : [sloop. 
And when at length the winged wanderers 
Then is the prey^ird’s triumph, then (hey 
share [swoop. 

The spoil, o'erpower’d at length by one fell 


Yet some have been un touch'd who Icarn'd to 
bear. 

Some whom no power could ever force to 
droop. 

Who coukl resist thcmseives even, hardest care ! 

And task most hopeless ; but some such have 
been. 

And if my name amongst the number were, 

That destitky austere, and yet serene. 

Were prouder than n«ore dazzling fame un- 
blcssd 

The Alp's snow summit nc.irer heaven is seen 
Than the volcano’s flerce eruptive crest. 

Wliose splendour from 1 he black abyss is flung, 

While the scorehd mouniaiii, 

Uif ning bre.ut ^ . . fi A M 

A K emporary tort u ring f 1 n {j\J Li 

bhines fora night of t 

Its Are iMck 10 ihe hel ted it sprung. 

The hull which m its egi 1 wells. 


CANTO THE FOURTH. 


Many are poets who have never penn'd 
Their Insjuration. and perchance the best : 
They fell, and loved, and died, but would not 
lend [press’d 

Their thoughts to meaner beings; they com* 


The god within them, and crjoin’d the stars 

’fa 


^Unlaurell'd upon earth, but ’far more bless'd 
Than those who are degraded by ilte )ars 
Of passion, and (heir frailties link'd to fame. 
Conquerors of high renown, but full of sc.trs. 
Many are poets but without the name, 

For what 1$ p<^y but to create 
From overfed ing good or ill ; and aim 
At an external hfe beyond our fate. 

And be the new I'rometheus of new men. 
Bestow ing fire from heaven, and then, too late. 
Finding Ihe pleasure given repaid with pain. 
And vultures to the heart of the hc^iower, 
Who, having lavish'd his high gift In v.iin. 
Lies chain'd to his lone rock by the sea*shore 7 
^ be It : we can bear. — But thus all they 
Y/hose intellect is an o’erinastering power 
Which still reeoib from Its encumbering clay 
Or lightens It to spirit, whatsoe'er 
'I'he form which their ereatkins may essay, 
Are bards > the kindled marble’s bust may wear 
More poesy upon Its speaking brow [bear ; 
Than aught less than the Homeric page may 
One noble stroke with a whole life may glow. 
Or deify the canvas tiU it shine 
With beauty so surpassing all below, 

That (hey who kneel to idob so divine [there 

Break no conmandmeot. A»r Ugh heaven is 
Transfused, transfigu rated : and tbeUne 
Of poesy, which peo^ but the air [fleeted. 
With thought and beings of oor thought re* 
Can do no more : (hen let the artist share 



The palm, he shar< ! 

Faints o'er the l.aboi 
De^ir and Genius 
Within the ages which before me pa^s 
Art shall resume .and equal even the sway 
Which with A{>cllcs and old Phidias 
hhe held in Hellas' unforgotten day. 

Ye shall be t.iughi by Kuin to revive 
'The Grc'cian forms at ksivi from 1 heir decay, 
Att 6 Koman souivnt l.isi ag^l" ^hall live 
In Koman works wrought by linlian hands. 
And temples lofilur liMn the old temples, give 
New wooers to ihc w orld ; and while still stands 
'I hc austere P.inilicor<, Into hc.iven shall soar 
A dome, its image, while the base expands* 
Into a fane surpassing all tjufor**, 
buch as all flirsh sh.ill flock to kneel in : ne'er 
Such sight hath bc'cn tinfoUlutl by a door 
As this, to which all nations shall repair 
And lay their sins at this huge gale of heaven. 
And the bold Architect unto whose care 
'Flic d.oring charge to raise It simll I >e given. 
Whom all hearts shall avknowle<lgv as their 
Whether into the marble chaos driven [lord. 
His chisel bid the Hebrew, at whose word f 
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Israel left Egypt, stop the vraves in stone. 

Or hues of Hell be by his pencil pour'd 
Over (he damn'd before the Judgmen(«throne,* 
Such as I saw them, such as all shall see. 

Or fanes be built of grandeur yet unknown, 
The stream of his great thoughts shall spring 
from me,t 

The Ghibelline. who traversed the three realms 
Which form the empire of elemily. 

Amidst the clash of swords, and clang of helms. 
The age which I anticipate, no less 
Shall be the Age of Beauty, and while whelms. 
Calamity the nations with distress. 

The genius of my country shall arise. 

A Craar towering o'er the Wilderness. 

Lovely in all its brunches to all eyes. 

Fragrant as fair, and recogniMd afar. 

Wafting Its native Incense through the skies. 
Sovereigns shall pause amidst their sport of w ar, 
Wcan d for an hour from blood, to turn and 
gaie 

On canvas or on stone ; arwl they w’ho mar 
Ail beauty upon earth. compelVd to praise. 

Shall feel the power of that which they destroy; 
And Art's mistaken gratitude shall r.ibe 
To tyrants who but take her for a toy. 

Emblems and monuments, ainl prostitute 
Her charms to pontiffs proud. ^ who but cm* 
The man of genius as the meanest brute (ploy 
To bear a burthen, and to serve a need. 

To sell his labours, and his soul to boot. 

Who toils for nations mtiy be poor indeed. 

But free ; who sweats formonarchs is no more 
Than the gilt chamberlain, who. clothed and 
feed. 

Stands sleek end slavish, bow*ing at his door. 
Oh, Power that rulest and inspirest I how 
Is it that they on earth, whose earthly power 
Is likest thine in heaven in outward show, 

Dust like to thee in attributes divine, 

Tread on the universal necks that bow. 

And then assure us that their rights are thine ^ 
And how is It that they, the sons of fame, 
Whose inspiration seems to them to sliine 
From high, they whom the nations oftest name, 
Must pass their days in penu^ or pain. 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of 
shame. 

And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chain? 
Or if their destiny be born aloof 


E vd tvrbe wn ite vHeOs ilsut* t 
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From lowliness, or tempted theiace in vain. 

In their own souls sustain a harder proof, 

The inner war of passions deep and fierce? 
Florence I w hen Lhy harsh sentence rased my 
roof, 

I k»’ed thee, but the vengeance of my verse. 
The hate of Injuries which every year 
Makes greater, and accumulates my curse, 
Shall live, outliving all thou boldest dear, 

Thy pride» lhy wealth, thy freedom, and eves 

/Mat. 

The most infernal of all evils here, 

The sway of petty tyrants in a slate ; 

For such sway is not limited to kings. 

And demagogues yield to them but in date. 
As swept off sooner ; in all deadly things, 
Which make men hate themselves, and one 
another. 

In discord, cowardice, cruelty, all tha^ springs, 
From Death the Sm'bom's incest with his mother, 
In rank oppression in Its rudest shape, 

'I'he faction Chief is but the Sultan's brother. 
And the worst despot's far less human ape : 
Florence ! w hen this lone spirit, which so long 
Yearn’d, as the captive toiling at escape. 

To Ay back to thee In despite of wrong. 

An exile, saddest of all prisoners, 

Who has the whole world for a dungeon 
strong, 

Sens, mountains, and the horisons verge for 
Urs, (earth. 

Which shut him from the sole small spot of 
Where— whatsoe'er h j s fate— he still were hers. 
His country's, and might die where he had 
birth— 

Flofeace ! when this lone spinl shall return 
To kindred spirits, thou wilt feel my worth. 
And seek lo honour with an empty um 
Tl>e ashes Ihou shall ne'er obtain— Alas f 
'What have 1 done to thee, my people? 
Stem 

Are all thy dealings, but In IhU they pau 
I1ie limits of man’s common malice, for 
All tliat a chisen could be I was : 

Raised by thy will, all thine In peace or war. 
And for this thou hast warr’d with me—Tu 
1 may not overleap the eternal bar (done . 
Built up between us, and will die alone, 
Beholding with the dark eye of a seer 
The evil days to gifted soub foreshown. 
Foretelling them to (hose who will not hear. 

As in (he old lime, (ill the hour be come 
When iniih shall strike their eyes through 
many a tear, . . 

And make them own the Prophet in bis tomb. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Tu 8 Mo^nte Mag^ore, of the first cento of which this translation is oflcred, divides with the 
Orlando Innamorato the honour of having formed end suggested the style and story of Ariosto. 
The great defects of fioiardo were his treating too seriously (he narratives of chivalry, and his 
harsh style. Ariosto. In his continuation, by a Judicious mixture of the gaiety of Pulci. has 
avoided the one : and Bemi. in his reformation of Boiardo s poem, has corrected the other. Pulci 
may be considered as (he precursor and model of Rerni altogether, as he has partly been (o 
Ariosto, however interior 10 both his copyists. He is no less the founder of a ttew style of poetry 
very lately sprung up in England. I allude to that of the ingenious Whistlecraft. * 1 'he serious 
poems on Koncesvalles in the same Language, and more particularly the excellent one of Mr 
Merivale, are lobe (raced to the same source. It has never yet hecn decided entirely whether 
Pulci* I i men lion was or was not to deride (he religion which is one of his favourite topics. It 
appears to me. that such an intention would have been no lass hazardous to the poet than to the 
priest, particularly in (hat age and country; and the permission to publish the poem, and its 
^ception among the classics of Italy, prove that it neither was nor is so interpreted. That he 
imended to ridicule the monastic life, and suffered his imagination to play with the simple dulness 
of his convert^ giant, seems evident enough ; but surdy it were as unjust to accuse him of 
^liglon on this account, as to denounce Fielding for his Parson Adams, Barnabas. Thwackum. 
aw Supple, and the Ordinary in Jonathan Wild,— or Scott, for the exquisite use of his Covenanters 
' lo Ihe ‘Tales of my Landlord.' 

In the following translation 1 have used I he liberty of the original with the proper names : as 
!. 11 ^ 2 ** <►** Oanellorte: Carlo, Carlomagno, or Carlomano; Rondel, or Ron- 

dello. sc., as It suits his convenience : so has the translator. In other respects the version Is 
faithful to the best of the translator’s ability in eonibinmg his interpretation of the one language 
with the not ve^ easy task of reducing it to the same versification in the other. The reader, on 
^mparing it with the original, is requested to remember (hat the antiquated language of Pulci, 
liowever pure, is not easy to the generality of Italians themselves, fiom its great mixture of Tus- 
can proverbs: and he may therefore be more indulgent to (he present attempt. How far the 
translator has succeeded, and whether or no he shall coniinue the work, are questions which the 
public will decide. He was induced to make the experiment partly by his love for, and partial 
intercourse with, the Italian language, of which it b so easy to acquire a slight knowledge, and 
with which It Is so nearly impc^ble for a foreigner to become accurately conversant. I'he 
iialian language la like a capricious beauty, who accords ber smilra to all, her favours to few, 
and sometimes least to those who have courted her longest. Tbe translator wished also to pro- 
sent In an English dress a part at least of a poem never yet rendered into a nonhem langui^e ; 
ai (he same time that it has been the original of some of the most celebrated productions on this 
side of (he Alps, as well as of those recent experiments in poetry in England which have been 
already mentJoned. 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


t. 


Ik the beginning was the Word next God : 

God was the word, (be Word 00 l^f was be : 
l*bis was in the beginning, 10 my mode [be : 

01 ihlnking, and wlthoul Him nought could 


Therefore, just Lord I from out thy high abode, 
Benign and pious, bid an angel Aee, 

One only, to be my companion, who 


I Shall help my 
thiou^ 


famous, wortliy. song 


MORGAfTTE MAGCIORh. 


Him tnucor Gan conducted to (he tomb 

... . j ... __ .V In ftoncesvalles, as the villain plann'd loo, 

And thou, oh Virgin ! daughter mother, hndt ^ ^ ^ ^ the 

Of the same Lord, who gave to you each key do ; 

Of heaven, and hdl, and _ Of ihrir sad rout, though he did all knigh( 


neaven.ana nen, ano evcryc mg o^e, ^ 

The day (hy Gabnel «ud ‘ All hajH lo thee, 

!? «rvanis pity s ne erdeni^. ^ happy seat with Charles in heaven. 

With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and 
Be to my verses (hen benignly kind. [free, IX. 

And to the end illuminate my mind. Chrisimas^ay ; in Paris all his court 

Charles held ; the chief, I say. Orlando was, 
The Dane ; Asiolfo there too did resort, 

Also Ansuigi, the gay time to pass 
In festival and in triumphal sport, [cause : 
I/6KIV.«» uii. " -V much-renow n‘d St Dennis being the 
And makes the nymphs enamour a to tne 

Was given, and on the honson's v^e just now x, 


Twas in the season when sad Philomel 
Weeps with her sister, who remembers and 
Deplores the ancient woes which both befell. 


Appear’d, so that Tithonus scratch’d his brow : 

IV. 

When 1 prepared my bark first to obey. 

As it should still obey, tbe helm, my mind, 
And cany prose or rhyme, and this my lay 
Of Charles the Emjwror. whom you will find 
By several pens already praised ; but they 
Who to diffuse his glory were inclined. 

For all that I can sec in prose or verse. 

Have understood Charles badly, and wrote 


Leonardo Areiino said already. 

That if, like Pepin. Charles had had a writer 
or genius quic^and diligently steady, 

No hero w dim in history look brighter ; 

He in the cabinet being always ready. 

And in the field a most vicionous fighter, 


Avolio, and Arino. and Othone 
Of Normandy, and Richard Paladin, 

Wise Hamo, and the ancient Salamone, 

Walter of Uon's Mount and Baldovin, 

Who was the son of the sad Ganellone. 

Were there, exching loo much gladness In 
The son of Pepin : — when his knights came 
hither, 

He groin’d with Joy to see them all together. 
XI. 

But watchful Fortune, *urking. takes good heed 
Ever some bar ’gainst our inients to bring. 
While Charles reposed him thus, in word and 
deed, 

Orlando ruled court, Charles, and everything i 
Curst Gan, with envy bursting, had such need 
To vent his s$)iie. that thus with Charles (he 
One dav he ooenlv beuan to say. [*"*8 


And in the held a most vicionous ngnier, ^ Openly began to say. 

Who for the Church and Chnsian faith had • q, undo musl we always then obey? 


wrought, 

Certes, far more than yet is said or thought 


You still may see at Saint Liberatore. 

I’lie abbey, no great way from Manopell, 
Elected in the Abrusa to his glory. 

Because of the great battle in which fell 
A Pagan king, according to the story. 


*A thousand times Tvebren about tosuyi 
Orlando too presumptuously goes on ; 

Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy 


Hamo, and Otho, Ogicr, Solomon, C**’*y* 
Each have to honour thee and to obey : 

But he has loo much credit near the thr^e. 
Which we won't suffer, but are quite decidea 


A Pagan King, aecorcing lo \oe sivry. Which we won t surter, out are quite • 

Ana felon people whom Charles s«»t to hell : py a boy to be no longer guided 
And there are bones so many, and so many. 

Near them Giusaffa's would seem few. If any. xii<* 


But the world, blind and ignorant, don’t prise 
His virtues as I wish to see them : thou, 

Florence, l^his great bounty don’t arise, 

And hast, and may have, if thou wilt allw. 

All proper customs and true wurtesies • aKw*. - -- , 

Whateer thou hast acquired from then fsunu^ are his earning, Charles, 

With knightly courage, insasure, or the lance. 

Is sprung from out cUe noble blood of r rance. , , 


'And even at Aspramont thou didst begin 
To let him know he was a gallant knight. 
And by the fount did much the day to win ; 

But 1 know wAc that day had won the flgid 
U it l»d not for good Gherardo been ; 

The victory was Almonte's else ; his sight 
He kept upon the sundard, and the laurels 


veil. • If thou rememberest being in Gas^oy. . 

Twelve ’•niadins had Charics in court, of whom When there advanced the t»uoas 
llie w 't and most famous was Orlaodo ; | Sp ai n , 


Xt22. 
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Tlie Chrisliao cause had suffer’d shamerully, 

Had not his valour driven them back again. 
Best speak the truth when there’s a reason why : 

Know then, oh Emperor ! that all complain : 
As for myself. I shall rcpass the mounts 
O’er which I cross’d with two and sixty Counts. 

XV. 

* 'Tis ht thy grandeur should dispense relief. 

So that each here may have his proper part, 

For the whole court is more or less in grief : 
Perhaps thou deem’st this lad a Mars in 
hearth 

Orlando one day heard this speech in brief. 

As by himself it chanced he sat apart : 
Displeased he was with Gan because he said it. 
But much more still that Charles should give 
him credit. 

xvt. 

And with the sword ho would have murder’d 
But Oliver thrust in between the pair. [Gan. 
And frum his hand extracted Ourlindan. 

And thus at length they separated were. 
Orlando, angry too with Csrloman. 

Wanted but little to have slain him there ; 
Then forth alone from Paris went the chief, 

And burst and madden’d with disdain and grief. 

xvir. 

From Ermellina. consort of the Dane. 

He took Coriana. and then took Rondell. 

And on towards Brara prick’d him o’er the plain; 

And when she saw him coming. Aldabelle 
Stretch’d forth her arms to clasp her lord again : 

Orlando. In whose brain all was not well. 

At ' Welcome, my Orlando, home,* she said, 
Raised up his sword to smite her on (he head. 

XVtII. 

Like him a fury counsels ; his revenge 
On Gan In that rash act he seem’d to take, 
Which Aldabella thought extremely strange ; 

But scon Orlando found himself awake ; 

And his spouse took his bridle on (his ^ange. 

And he dismounted from his horse, and spake 
Of everything which pass’d without demur. 

And then reposed himself some days with her. 

XlX. 


I One Possamont was foremost of the brood, 

And Alabaster and Momenta hover 
I Second and third, with certain slings, and throw 
1 n daily Jeopardy the place below. 


XXT. 

The nkonks could pass the convent gate no more. 
Nor Ieav*e their cells for water or for wood ; 
Orlando knock’d, but none would ope. before 
Unto the prior it at length seem'd good ; 
Enter'd, he said that he was taught to adore 
Him who was born of Mary's holiest blood. 
And w.is bapiised a Christ iair; and thenshow’d 
How to the abbey he had found his road. 


Then full of wrath departed from the place. 

And fur as pagan countries roam'd astray, 
And while he ro<lc. yet still at every pace 
The traitor Oan remember’d by the way : 
And vrandeiing on in error a long space. 

An abbey which In a lone desert lay, 

* Midst glens obscure, and distant lands, he 
found. [bound. 

Which form’d the Christian's and the pagan's 

XX. 

The abbot was call'd Clermont, and by blood 
Descended from Anglante : under cover 
Of a great mountain’s t>row the abbey stood. 
But certain savage giants look’d him over ' 


XXIT. 

Said ihcaWx>t, * You are welcome ; what is mine 
We give you freely, since that you believe 
With us in Mary Mother’s Son divine ; 

And that you may not. cavalier, conceive 
The cause of our delay to Ici you In 
'to be rusticity, you shall receive 
The reason why our gale was barr'd to vou : 
Thus those who in suspicion live must do. 

XXIII. 

When hither to inhabit first we came 
'I’hese mountains, albeit that they are obscure, 
Asyou perceive, yet without fear or blame 
'i hey seem’d to promise an asylum sure ; 
From savage brutes alone, too 6erce to tame. 

'Twas hi our tjuiet dwelling to secure : 

But now, if here we d stay, we needs must guard 
Against domestic beasts with waccli and ward. 

XXIV. 

'These make us stand, in fact. *jpon the waich ; 
For late there have appear d three giants 
rough : 

What nation or what kingdom bore the batch 
1 knew not, but they ere ell of savage stuff; 
When force and malice with some genhis match. 

You know, they can do all— vr are not enough : 
And these so much our orisons derange, 

I know iMt wliat to do, till matters change. 

XXV. 

* Our ancient fathers living the desert in. 

For just and holy works were duly fed ; 
Tlunk not they lived on locusts sole, 'tis certain 
I’hai manna was rain’d down from heaven 
instead ; 

But here *tis fit we keep on the alert In 
Our bounds, or taste the stones showeKd down 
for bread. 

From off yon mountain dally raining faster. 

And Aung by Passamoni and Alabaster. 


XXVI. 

' Tbe third. Morgante.'s savagest by far * he 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and 
oaks, 

And Ainn them, our community to bury ; 

And All that 1 caa do but more provokes 
While thus they parley ia the cemetery, 

A stoee from one of (heir g^gaaUc strokes. 
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Which nearly crush'd Roodell, came tumbling 
over. 

So (hat he took a long leap under cover. 

XXVI i, 

* For God s sake, cavalier, come in with speed : 

The manna's falling now.‘ the abbot cried. 

' This fellow does not wish my horse should feed. 

Dear abbot.' Roland unto him replied. 

' Of resiiveness he'd cure him had he need ; 
That stone seems with good will and aim 
applied.' 

The holy father said. * t don't deceive ; 

They’ll one day Aing the mountain, I believe.* 

XXVllt. 

Orlando bade them take care of Rondello. 

And also made a breakfast of hts own : 
Abbot.' he said. * I want to find that fellow 
Who Aung at my good horse yon corner*stone.' 
Said the abbot. *liet not my advice seem shallow; 

As to a brother dear I speak alone ; 

I would dissuade you. baron, from this strife, 

As knowing sure that you will lose yout life. 

XXIX. 

*That Passamoni has In his hand three darts — 
Such slings, clubs. ballast'Stones. that yield 

t cu must : 

now that giants have much stouter hcaru 
Than us, with reason, in proportion just : 

If go you will, guard well against their arts, 
For these are very barbarous and lobust.' 
Orlando answer'd, ‘This I’ll see, be sure. 

And walk the wild on foot to be secure.' 

XXX. 

The abbot sign’d the g^t cross on hts front. 

‘Then go you with God's benison and mine :' 
Orlando. aAer he had scaled the mount, 

As the abbot had directed, kept the line 
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont : 

Who. seeing him alone in this design, 
Survey’d him fore and aft with eyes observant. 
Then ask’d him, 'If he wish'd to suy as servant?’ 

XXXI. 

And promised him an office of great ease. 

But said Orlando, ' Saracen insane ( 

I come to kill you, if it shall so please 
God. not to serve as foot boy in your train ; 
You with his monks so o A have broke the peace— 
’Vile dog I 'lis past bis patience to sustain.' 
The giant ran to fetch his arms, quite furious, 
When he received an answer so injurious. 

XXXTt. 

And being return'd to where Orlando stood. 
Who bad not moved bim from the spot, and 
swinging ^ , 

The cord, be burfd astone with strength so rude. 
As sbow’d a sample of his skill in slinging ; 

It roll'd on Count Orlando’s helmet good 
And head, and set both bead and helmet 
ringing. 


So that he swoon’d with pain as if he died. 

But more than dead, he seem'd so stupeA^. 

XXXIII. 

Then Passamont, who thought him slain out- 
right, 

Said. ' I will go. and while he lies along, 
Disarm me why such craven did I 6ght ? ' 

But Christ his servants ne'er abandons long, 
Especially Orlando, such a knight. 

As to desert would almost be a wrong. 

While the giant goes to put off bis defences, 
Orlando has recall’d his force and senses : 

XXX rv. 

And loud he shouted, ‘Giant, where dost go?’ 
Thou thought’st me doubtless for the bier 
outlaid : [slow 

To the right about —without wings ihou'rt too 
To Ay my vengeance— currish renegade? 
’Twas but by treachery thou laid’st me low.* 
The giant his astonishment betray'd. 

And turn’d about, and stopp’d his journey on. 
And then he stoop’d to pick up a great stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando had Coriana bare in hand : 

To split the head in twain w^as what he 
schemed : 

Cortana clave the skull like a true brand. 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d. 

Yet har^ and haughty, as he lay he bann’d. 

And most devoutly {^acon still blasphemed ; 
But while his crude, rude blasphemies he heard. 
Orlando thank'd the Father and the Word.— 

XXXVI. 

Saying. ‘What grace to me thou'st this day 
gis’en I 

And 1 to thee. O Lord I am ever bound, 

I know my life was savad by thee from heaven, 
^nce by (he giant 1 was fairly down'd. 

AU things by thee are measured Just and even t 
Our power without thine aJd would nought 
be found. 

f pray thee take heed of me, till t can 
At le^t return once more to Carloman. 

XXXVII. 

And having said thus much, be went his way 
And Alabaster be found out below, 

Doing the very best that in him lay 
To root from out a bank a rock or two. 
Orlando, when he reach'd him, loud gan say, 

• How (hink'st thou, glutton, such a stone to 
throw?* 

When Alabaster heard his deep voice ring. 

He suddenly betook him to his sling, 

I xxxvtir. 

And burl’d a fragment of a sue so large, 

' That if It bad in fact fulAU'd its roisswo, 

'And Roland not avail’d him of bis targa 

I There would have been no need of a physioan. 
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OrUndo set himself in nm to cher^e, 

And in his bulky bosom made incision 
With all his sword. The lout fell ; but o’er- 
ihrown, he 

However by no means forgot Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante had a palace in his mode. [earth. 

Composed of branches, logs of wood, and 
And stretch'd himself at case in this abode. 

And shut himself at night within his berth. 
Orlando knock'd, and knock'd again, to goad 
The giant from his sleep ; and he came forth. 
The door to open, like a erasy thing. 

For a rough dream had shook him slumbering. 

XL. 

He thought thai a fierce lerpent had attack'd 
him : 

And Mahomet he call’d ; but kfahoniet 
Is nothing worth, and not nti instant b.ack'd him; 

Rut praying blessed Jesu. he was set 
At liberty from all the fears which r.ick'd him ; 

And to the gate he came with great regret — 
'Who knocks here?’ grumbling all the while, 
said he. 

*That.’ said Orlando. ' you will <]uickly see : 
XU. 

* 1 come to preach to you, as to your brothers. 

Sent by the miserable monks —repentance ; 
For Provideevee divine, in you and others. 

Condemns the evil done my new acquaintance. 
*Tls writ on high— your wrong must pay 
another's : 

From heaven itself is issued out this sentence. 
Know then, that colder now than a pilaster 
I left your Passamont and Alabaster.* 

XLtl. 

Morgante said. 'Oh, gcmtle cavalier I 
Now by thy Cod say me no villany ; 

The favour of your name I fain would hear, 
And if a Christian, speak for courtesy.* 
Replied Orlando. ’So much to your car 
1 by my faith disclose contentedly ; 

Christ I adore, who is the genuine L^rd. 

And. if you please, by you may be ado^.* 

XLltJ. 

The Saracen rejoin'd in humble tone, 

* I have had an extraordinary vision ; 

A savage serpent fell on me alone. 

And Macon would not pity my condition * 
Hence to thy God. who for ye did atone 
Upon the cross, preferr'd I my petition * 

His timely succour set me safe and free. 

And 1 a Christian am disposed to be.' 

XUV. 

Orlando answer'd. ' Baron just and ^ous 
If this good wish your heart can really move 
To ihc true God. you will not then deny us 
Eienud honour, you will go above, 


And. if you please, as friends we will ally us, 
And I will love you with a perfect love. 

Your idols are vain liars, full of fraud : 

The only true God is the Christians' God. 

XLV. 

The Lord descended to the vi^n breast 
Of Mary Mother. Unless and divine \ 

If you acknowledge the Re<leeiner blest, 
Without whom neither sun nor star can shine. 
Abjure bad Macon’s false and felon test, 

Your renegado go<i. and worship mine,— 
Baptise yourself with teal, since you repent.' 

To which Morgante answer’d, 'I’m content. 

XLVI, 

And then Orlando to embrace him flew. 

And made much of his convert, as he cried, 
'To the abbey I will gladly m.vshal you.' 

To whom Morgante. ' Let us go.’ replied : 

' I to the friars have for pence to sue.' 

Which tiling Orlando ne.*ird w ith inward pride, 
^ying. * My brother, so devout and good, 

Ask (lie ablwt pardon, as 1 wish you would : 

XLvri. 

'Since Cod has granted your illumination. 
Accepting you in mercy for his own. 

Humility should lie your first oblation.* 
Morgante said, * For goodness’ sake, make 
known^ 

Since that your God Is to be mine— your station. 

And let your name In verity be shown ; 

Tlien will I everything at your command do.* 
On which the other said, he was Orlando. 
XLVtn. 

'Then.* quoth the giant, ’blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with graiitude and praise I 
Oft. perfect baron \ have I heard of you 
Through all the difTerent periods of my days : 
And, as 1 said, to be your vat^l too 
I w ish, for your great gal Un try always.' 

’Thus reasoning, they continued much ro say. 
And onwards to tlie abbey went their way. 

XLCX. 

And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlando with Morg.-xntc reason’d : ' Be, 

For their decease. 1 pray you, comforted ; 

And. since it is Gc4's pleasure, pardon me ; 

A thousand wrongs unto the monks they bred. 
And our true Scripture soundeth openly. 
Good is rewarded, and chastised the ill, 

Which the Lord never falleth to fulfil : 

L. 

* Because bis love of Justice unto all 
Is such, he wills his Judgment should devout 
All who have «n, however great or small ; 

But good he well remembers to restore. 

Nor without Justke holy could we call 
Him, whom 1 now require you to adore. 

All men must make his will their wish« sway, 

I And quickly and spontaneously ob^. * 
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' And here our doctors are of one accord • 
Coming on this point to (he same conclu* 
sion — [(he Lord. 

That in (heir thoughts who prajse in heaven 
If pity e’er was guihy of intrusion 
For their unfortunate relations stored 
In hell below, and damn’d in great con- 
fusion. — 

Their happiness would be reduced to nought, 
And thus unjust the Almighty’s self be thought. 

Lll. 

' But they in Christ have firmest hope, and all 
Which seems to him, to them too must appear 
Well done ; nor could it otherwise befall : 

He never can in any purpose err. 

If sire or mother suffer endless thrall. 

They don't disturb themselves for him or her : 
What pleases God to (hem must Joy inspire 
Such is the observance of the eternal choir.' 


'A word unto the wise/ Morgante said, 

* Is wont to be enough, and you shall see 
Kow much I grieve alMut my brethren dead ; 

And If (he will of God seem good to me. 
Just, as you tell me, '(is in heaven obey’d. — 
Ashes to ashes, ^mern let us be ( 

I will cut off the hands from both their trunks. 
And carry them unto the holy monks. 


*So that lU persons may be sure and certain 
Tliat they are dead, and have no funherfear 
To a ander solitary this desert in. 

And that they may perceive my s^iit clear 
By the Lord’s grace, who hath withdrawn the 
curtain [pear.’ 

Of darkness, making his bright realm ap- 
He cut his brethren's hands off at these words, 
And left them to the savage beasts and birds. 

LV. 

Then to the abbey they went on together 
Where waited them the abbot in great doubt. 
Tlie monks, wlio knew not yet the fact, ran 
thithec. 

To their superior, all in breathless rout. 
Saying with tremor. * Please to (ell us whether 
Vou wish to have this person in or out ? ' 

The abbot, looking through upon the giant. 
Too greatly fear'd, at first, to be compliant. 

LVT. 

Orlando, seeing him thus agitated, 

Said quickly, * Abbot, be (hou of good cheer : 
He Christ bedeves. as Christian must be rated, 
And hath renounced hU Macon false ; ' which 
here 

Morgante with the hands corroborated, 

A proof of both the giants' fate quite clear : 
Thence, with due thanks, the abbot God 
adored. 

Saying, * Thou hast contented uie, ob Lord I 


He gazed : Morganle's height he calculated. 

And more than once contemplated his size ; 
And then he said. * Oh giant celebrated ! 

Know, that no more my wonder will arise. 
How you could tear and fting the trees you late 
did. 

When I behold your form with my own eyes. 
You now a true and perfect friend will show 
Yourself to Christ, as once you were a foe. 

LVIII. 

' And one of our apostles, Saul once named, 
Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ, 

Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed. 
Why dost thou persecute me thusP" said 
Christ ; 

And then from his offence he was reclaim'd. 

And went for ever after preaching Christ, 

And of the faith became a trump, whose sound* 
ing 

O'er the whole earth is echoing and rebounding. 


*So. my Morgante, you may do likewise : 

He who repents— thus ^its the Evuigeb 
OccauMis more rejoicing in the skies [Ist— 
Than ninety-nine of (he celestial list. 

Vou may be sure, should each desire arise 
With just seal for the Lord, that you'P exist 
Among (he happy saints for evermore ; 

But you were lost and damn'd to hell before I 


And thus great honour to Morgante paid 
The abbot : many days they did repose. 

One day. as with Orlando they both stray d, 
And saunter'd here and there, where’er 
chose, .. 

The abbot show'd a chamber, where 
M uch arn«our was, an d hung up certain bows , 
And one of these Morgante for a whim 
Gin on. though useles^ he believed, to him, 

LXI. 

There being a want of water in (he place, 
Orlando, like a worthy brother, said. 

• Morgante. I could wish you in this ^ 

To go for water.* ' You shall be obey d , 
In all commands,' was the reply, 'straight ways. 

Upon his shoulder a great tub he laid. 

And went out on his way unto a fountain , • 

Where he was wont to drink below the mount- 

LXII. 

Arrived there, a prodigious noise he 
Which suddenly along the forest spread , 
Whereat from out his quiver he prepat« ^ 

An arrow for his bow, and lifts his h^ . 

And lo I a monstrous herd of swine 
And onward rushes with tempestuous tread. 
And to (he fountain's brink ' 

So that the giant's jtrfn d by all the boai*. 
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xjctn. 

Morg&jite a( * ▼voture shot ao arrow. 

Whkb pierced a pig predsely la the 
And pass'd unto the other side quite thorough ; 

So that the boar, defunct, lay tripp'd up near. 
Another, to revenge his fellow farrow. 

Against the giant rush'd in fierce career, 

And reach'd the passage with so swift a foot, 
Morgante was not now in lime to shoot. 

LXIV. 

PerceMng that the pig was on him close. 

He gave him such a punch upon the head,* 
As Aoor'd him so that he no more arose. 

Smashing the very bone : and he fell dead 
Next to the other. Having seen such blows, 
The other pigs along the valley fled ; 
Morgante on hU neck the bucket took, 

Full from the spring, which neither swerved nor 
shook. 

LXV. 

The ton was on one shoulder, and there were 
The hogs on t'other, and he brush’d apace 
Ot> to the abbey, though by no means near. 

Nor spill one drop of water in his nee. 
Orlando, seeing him so soon appear 

With the dead boars, and with that brimful 
vase, 

Mtrveird to see hU strength so very great : 

So did the abbot, and set wide the gale. 

LXVt. 

The monks, who saw the water fresh and good. 

Rejoiced, but much more to perceive the 
All animals are glad at sight of food : fpork 
breviaries to sleep, and work 
With greedy pleasure, and in such a mood 
That the flesh needs no salt beneath their fork 
Of rankness and of rot there is no fear 
For all the fasts are now left in art ear/ 

LXVtI. 

As though they wish’d to burst at once, they ate • 
And gorged so that, as if the bones had been 
In water, sorelv grieved th« dog and cat 
Perceiving that they all a ere pick’d cm elean 
The abbot, who (o all did honour great 
A few days after this convivul scene * 

Gave to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d 
Which he long time had for himself maiotain’d. 

LXVI1I. 

The hone Morgante to a meadow led 
To gallop, and to put him to the proof 
Thinking that he a back of iron had 
Or to skim eggs unbrokc was Ughi enough ; 

•r mj eld r«lMd ud 

» lu hicheu plus: ' • t ^ 
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But the horse, sinking with the pain, fell dead, 
And burst, while cold on earth lay head and 
hoof. 

Morgante said. 'Get up, thou sulky cur I ' 

And still continued pricking with the spur, 

LXtX. 

But Anally he thought fit to dismount, 

And said. * I am as light as any feather 
And he has burst;— to this what say you. Count? 

Orlando answer’d, ' Like a ship’s mast rather 
You seem to me. and with the truck for front;— 
Let him go 1 Fortune wills that we together 
Should march, but you on foot, Morgante, still.' 
To which the giant answer'd, ' So I will. 

LXX. 

‘\\'hen there shall be occasion, you uill see 
How I approve my courage in the fight.' 
Orlando said, • 1 realJy think you'll be, 

I f It .^ould prove God 's w i 1 1 , a goodly knigh 1 2 
Nor will you napping there discover me, 

But nevermind your horse, though out of sight 
Iw-ere best locai^ him into some wood, 

If but the means or way I understood,' 

LXXT. 

Tlw giant said. • Then carry him I will. 

Since that lo carry me he was so slack— 

To render, as the gods do. good for ill ; 

Bui lend a hand to place him on my back.’ 
Orlando answer d, ' Jf my counsel still 
My weigh. Morgante, do not undertake 
To lift or carry this dead courser, who. 

As you have done to him, will do to you, 

Lxxri. 

revenge himself, though 
As Nesaus did of oW beyond all cure, fde^ 

I d^ t know if the fact you've heard or read • 

• n ,‘k^f 'I*.” may be sure/ 

But help him on my back, Morgante said. 

And you shall see what weight I can endure, 
my gentle Roland, of this palfrey, 

With all the bells. I'd carry yonder belfry, 

Lxxm. 

The ab^l ^d. ‘The steeple may do well. 

But, for the bells, you ve broken them. I wot.' 
Mofjan^answer d, • Ui them pay in hell 
A A ^ ?*’?**’y ke dead in yon grot ; ' 

And hoisting up the horse from whtrt li fell. 

He said. Now look if I the gout have got, 
aIh **«»— or if I ha^ force ; 

And then he made two gambols with the horse. 

LXXIV. 

like any mount ain framed : 

So if he did this 'tis no prodigy : 

But secretly himself Orlando blamed, 

B^use he was one of his family; 

An4 fearing that he might be hurt or maim'd, 

• he Ude him Uy hU burden by ; 
^t down, nor bear him further the desert in 
MorKantesald. ■ I'U anj hta, forcenSi!' 
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LXXV. 

He did ; and stow'd him in some nocJc away. 

And to lh« abbey they return'd with speed. 
Orlando said, ' Why longer do we slay? 

Morganee, here is nought lo do indeed. 

The abbot by the hand he took one day. 

And said, with great respect, be had ^reed 
To leave his reverence ; but for this decision 
He wish'd to have bis pardon and permisMon. 

LXXVI. 

The honours they continued to receive 

Perhaps exceeded what his merits claim'd : 

He said, ^ I mean, and quickly, to reirio’e 
The lost days of time past, which may be 
blamed : 

Some days ago I should have ask'd your leave. 

Kind father, but I really was ashamed. 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

^ much \ see you with our stay contest. 

Lxxvn. 

' Dul in my heart I bear through every clime 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude— 

So much I love you in so short a time : 

For me. from heaven reward you with all good 
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime 1 
Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessing. 
And recore mend us to your prayers with pressing. 

LXXVIM. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard. 

His heart grew soft with inner tenderness. 
Such fervour in his bosom bred each word ; 

And. • Cavalier,' he said. ' if I have less 
Courteous and kind to y ourgreat worth appear 0. 

Than fits me for such gentle bU^ to express. 
1 know I have done too httlc in this case ; 

But blame our ignorance, and this poor place. 

LXXIX. 

• We can indeed but honour you with masses, 
^«mo»rih«.k^vinp..nd p«t.r-nosl«», 
Hot suppers, dinners (fitting other plac« 

In verity much rather than the closers) . 

But such a love for you my ^ 

For thousand virtues which your tk»oni fosters. 
That wheresoe'er you go I too snax be. 

And, on the other part, you rest with me. 


LXXXI. 

' Vou saved at ouce our life and soul ; such fear 
The giants caused us, that the way was lost 
By which we could pursue a fit career 
In Sttrch ofjesus and the saintly host ; 

And your departure breeds such sorrow here, 

That comfortless we all are to our cost ; 

Bui mon ihs and years you would not stay in sloth. 
Nor are you form'd to wear our sober cloth ; 
Lxxxir. 

• But to bear arms, and wield the lance ; inde^ 

With ihcs.' as much is done as with this cowl ; 
In proof of which the Scriptures you may read. 

T his giant up to heaven may bear bis sotu 
By your compasaon : new in peace proe^. 

Your state and name I seek not to unroll ; 
But, if I'm ask d. this answer shall be given. 
Tliat hero an angel was sent down from heaven. 

LXXXIIT. 

• Jf you want armour or aught else, go in. 

Look o'er the wardrobe, and take what you 
choose. , , . , 

And cover with It o’er this giant s skin. 

Orlande answer’d. • If there should he loose 
Some armour, ere ou r journey we begin, 

W hich m ighi be I um’d to my com^nion s use, 
The gift would be acceptable to me. • , 

TheaW)oi said to him, ' Come 10 and see. 

LXXXtV. 

And In a certain closet, where 

Was cover’d with old armour like a crusi, 
The abbot said lo them. ‘ 1 give you ^l. 

Morgan ic rummaged piecemeal 
The whole, which, save 
And that loo had the mail mlaid 
They wonder’d how it fitted him exactly. 

Which ne'er has suited others so coropsciiy. 

LXXXV. 

'T was an immeasurable giant’s, who 
By the great Milo of Agrante fell 
Before the abbey many years *g^ ^ 

The story 00 the wall was figure weu • 

In the last moment of the abbey s . 

Who long bad waged a war ' 

Precisely as the war occurr'd they drew h'"*' 
A^th^ was Milo as he overthrew him- 


LXXX. 

■ This may involw a 

But you I know are sage, and ml. ana ^le 
And u/derstand my speech, with full 
For your just pious deeds may you be 

With lirf's “ ■ 

By whom you were directed to to waste . 
To his high mercy is our freed^ due. 

For which we render thanks » him and you. 


LXXXVI. 

Seeing tbisbisto^. Count OrlMdosmd 
lo hU heart. ' Oh God, who m the sky 
Kiww-st all things I >^®w.ww.Mi o to heH^, 
Who caused the giant m 
And certain letters, we^mf.Jb® he 
So that be could not keep bis visage diy, 
As I wiU tell in the ensuing sto^- , 

From evil keep you the high King of glory 
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CANTO THE FIPTH. 

L«d these (hdr evil fornine to fulfil I ' 


'The lend where 1 was bom sits by the sees.f 
Upon that shore 10 which the Po descends, 
With all his followers, in search of peace. 
I^ve, which the (entle heart soon apprehends. 
Seised him for the fair person which was ta*en 
Prom me, and me even yet the mode ofTends. 
l,ove. who to none beloved to love a^ain 
Remits, seised me with wish to please, so 
strong, 

Tlrat. as thou scest. yet, yet it doth remain. 
Love to one death conducira us along. 

But Caines waits for him our life who ended:* 
These were the acceetts utter'd by Iter tongue. •• 
Smee I first listen'd to these souls offended. 

1 bow'd my visugc. and so kept it tiU» 
'What think'st thou,' said the bard ; when 1 
unbended. 

And recommenced : * Alas I nnio such ill 
How many sweet thoughts, what strong 
ecstasies, 


* WnnttHA, «r C«t 4 to. 44 

Sv her r«lS«r ht OU truf « f L«M teM*. | ^ J W RMN. 
; tt*n hl44mnty Afr*M eUr»Mta«e M* WW«! 

r*vJ««dig Vf Mrtigd Vr •» M» t«. 

brnih«r raolo, otU* Ibg fcm Jioai j likd 
iM (lU).. H« IS* SHiW’k 

•#<«« u»*t. dPtC I h« r *•** bM h !.*« t* e«MS. •n««**tik, ^ III* 
• nr*K«d bu*U(»iJ> Tl'«tdih«r *( iS* HaS«M« 1*4* 111* 

rri«nn Md »l 

« HtvennA. 

S Til* ^ce «S««« ihc MuH «f frairkidcs Ma«t. 


And then I turn’d unto their side my eyes. 

And said, * Francesca, thy sad destinies 
Have made me sorrow till the tears nrise. 

Hut tell me, in the season of sweet sighs, 

By what and how thy love to passion rose. 

So as his dim desires to recognise?' 

Then she to me : * Hie greatest of all woes 
Is to remind us of our happy days 
In misery, and that thy teacher knows. 

But if >0 learn our jmsloci's first root preys 
Upon thy spirit with such sympathy, 

I will do even as he who weeps and says. 

We read one day for pastime, seated nlgn, 

Of Lanciloi, how love enchain’d him too. 

We were alone, quite unsuspiciously. 

But oft our eyes met. and our checks in hue 
All o'er discolour'd by that reading were ; 

But one point only wholly us o'erthrew ; 
Wlien we read the Iong*sigh*d»for smile of her. 
To be thus kiss'd by such devoted lover, 

He who from me can t>e divided ne'er 
Kiss'd my mouih. trembling in the act ell over : 
Accursed was the book and he who wrote ! 
That day no further leaf we did uncover.'^^ 
While thus one spirit told us of iheir lot, 

'I'he other wept, so that with pity's thralls 
I swoon'd, as if by death I had been smote, 
Aod fell down even as a dead body falls. 
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TJU tane 9/tMt Drama is amongst tht Hightr Algs—partt/ in iht CastU 0/ Manfred. 

and partly in the Mann/ains. 


ACT I. 

Scene I.— Manfred 5fw^. a Ga/Aie 

Callery.^Time. Midnight. 

Man. Th« lamp must be replenish’d, but 
ev^n then 

It will not bum $0 lonf as I must watch : 

My slumbers— if I slumber— are not sleep. 

But a continuance of enduring thoufht, 

Which then I can resist not : in my heart 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 
To look within ; and yet I live, and bear 
The aspect and the form of breathing men. 

■ But grief should be (be instructor of the wise •. 
(sorrow is knowledge : they who know the most 
wust mourn the deepest oer the fatal truth. 
She Tree of Knowledge is not that of Life. 
Thilosophy and science, and the spnngs 
Of wonder, and the wisdom of the worid, 

I have essay’d, and in my mind there is 
A power to make these sutqect to itself— 

But they avail not : 1 have done men good. 
And I have met with good yen among men— 
But this avaU'd not : 1 have bad my foes, 

And none have baffled, many fallen before me— 
But this avail’d not :— Good, or evil. li/e. 
Powen. passions, all I see in other bangs. 
Have been to me as rain unto the sands, 


Since that all-nameless hour. I have no drtsd. 
And feel the curse to have no natural fear. 

Nor fluttering throb, that beats with hopes or 
wishes. ^ .. 

Of lurking love of something on t^cartf*-^ 
Now to my task. — 

Mysterious A| 

Ye spirits of the unbounded Unlvr 
Whom I have sought in darkness 
Ye. who do cortptss earth about, and 
in subtler essende— ye. to whom the lops 
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts, 

And earth's and ocean's caves familiar things 
I call upon ye by the written charm . 

Which gives me power upon you— Rise I RP^ 





They come not yet.— Now by the voj« ci him 
Who is the first among you— by this sign, 
Which makes you tremble— by the clamt 
WlK) fe undying,— Rise I appear j,. 

If It be Spirits of earth and air, 

Ye shall not thus elude me : by a PowCT, 
De»er than all yet urged, a tyrant-speji, 

I Which had its Wrth-place in a star condemn o, 
iThe bunuog wreck of a demolish d worw. 

A wandering hell in the eternaj s p ac e 1 
By (he Strong curse which is upon my som* 
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The thought which U within me and around me 
I do compel ye to my will.— Appear I 
[A star is sttn at tht darJur tnd o/ttu gatUry. 
it is statianary : and a vciu is hsard singing. 

First Spirit. 

s Mortal ! to Ihy bidding bow’d. 

From my mansion in the cloud. 

Which (he breath of twilight builds. 

And (he summer’s sunset gilds 
Wi(h the arure and vcrmilion» 

Which is mix’d for my pavilion ; 

Though thy quest may be forbidden. 

On a slar*b«am I have ridden ; 

To chine adjuration bow’d. 

Mortal— be (hy wish avow’d 1 

Votes 0/ Me Second She it. 

^ Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains 
They crown’d him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds. 

With a diadem of snow. 

Around his waist are forests braced. 

The Avalanche in his hand ; 

But ere ii fall, that (hundering hat] 

Must pause for my command. 

The Glacier’s cold and restless mass 
Moves onward day by day ; 

Dut I am he who bids it pass. 

Or wiih Us iee delay. 

I am the spirit of the place. 

Could make the mountain bow 
And quiver to his cavern’ d base— 

Ana what with me wouldst TAout 

Voice ^ Mr T»! 1 B D Spi B it. 

In the blue depth of the waters, 

Whe^e the wave hath no strife. 

Where .be wind is a stranger, 
the sen- snake hath life. 

Wwefa Ihc Mermaid is decking 
green hair with shells : 

Like the storm on the surface 
Came the sound of thy spells: 

O’er my calm Hall of Coral 
'I’he deep echo roll’d— 

To the Spirit of Ocean 
Thy wbhes unfold I 

Fourth Spirit. 

Where the slumbering eanhmjake 
Lies pillow’d on Are, 

And the lakes of bitumen 
Rise boilingly higher ; 

Where the roots of the Andes 
Strike deep in (he eatih. 

As their summits to heaven 
Shoot soaringly forth ; 

1 have quilted my birthplace. 

Thy biddlog to bid^— 

I'lw spell hath subdued me, 

Tb/ will be my guide 1 


Fifth Spirit. ^ 

I am the Rider of the wind, * 

The Stirrer of the storm ; 

The hurricane I left behind 
Is yet with lightning warm ; 

To speed to thee o’er shore and sea 
I swept upon the blast ; 

The fleet I met sail’d well, and yet 
'Twill sink ere night be past. 

Sixth Spirit. 

My dwelling is ihe shadow of the nighi. 
Why doih thy magic torture me with light? 

Seventh Spirit. 

The star which rules thy destiny 't 
Was ruled, ere earth began, by me r 
I t w« a world as fresh and fair 
^ e er revolved round sun in air : 

Its course was free and regular, 

Space bosom’d noi a lovelier star. 

The hour arrived — and it became 
A wandering mass of shapeless flame, 

A pathless comet, and a curse. 

Tlie menace of the universe * 

Still rolling on wiih innate force. 

Without n sphere, wiihoui a course, 

A blight deformity on high, 

The monster of the upper sky ! 

And thou 1 beneaih its influence bom— 

1 hou worm I whom I obey and scorn- 
50^ by a power Iwhich is not thine. 

And tent thee but to make thee mine) 
por tnis br>ef moment to descend 
Wlwre t^ weak spirits round thee bend 
parley with a thing like thee— 

What wouWst thou, Child of Clay t with me? 
f . Sevm Spirits. “ / 

^^^scar^™" **'^^*' wountains. w liras, th/ 

Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay I 
their spirits are— [say ? 
>A hat wouldst thou with us, son of mortals— 

Man. ForgeCfuInttS— 

0(»ha,_of «.ho,n-Md why? 

0 >P ^Rrfgnty, Ihe power 

wui ?^'ii ^ ^ Portion, or a sign 

Which shall control ihe elemcnis. whereof 
we are ifae dominaton : each and all. 

I These shall be thine. 

, ObUvion. sclf^blivion— 
Can w not wring from out the hidden realms 
Ye offer so profusely what 1 ask ? * 

m?y"? 'dS.”” : 

Sgirst. We are immortal, and do not forrerS 
We are eternal : and to us the oa« «fget» 
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U, as the future, present. Art tbou answer'd ? 
Man, Ye mock irtC— but Ibc pow^r which 
brought ye here [will ! 

Hath made you mirte. Slaves, scoff not at my 
The mind, the spirit, the Promethean spark. 

The lightning of my being, is as bright, 
Pervading, and far-darting as your own, 

And shall not yield to yours, though coop d m 
clay 1 

Answer, or I will teach ye what I am. 

Spirit. We answer as we answer d ; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Man. Why say ye so? 

Spirit. If, as thou say‘st. thine essence be as 
ours, 

We have replied in teUing thee, the thiv 
Mortals call death hath nought to do with us. 

Man. I then have call'd ye fiom your realms 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me. [in vain ; 

Spirit. Say j 

What we possess we offer ; it U thioe : 

Bethink ere thou dismiss us, ask again— 
Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length 
of days — 

Man. Accursed I what have I to do with days f 
They are loo long already. Henco— begone I 
Spirit. Yet pause : bemg here, our wiU would 
do thee service : ‘ 

Bethink thee, b there (hen no other gin 
Which we can make not worthless b thine eyes 7 
Man. No. none: ycl stay— one moment, ere 
we part— 

I would behold ye face to face. ! hear 
Your voices, sweet and melancholy sounds. 

As music on the waters ; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large star ; 

But nothing more. Approach cne as ye are, 

Or one, or nil, in your accustom'd forms. 

Spirit. We have no forms beyond the elements 
Of which we are the mind and principle : 

But choose a form^in tliat we will appear. 

Man. I have no choice ; there is no form on 
Hideous or beautiful to me. Let him, (earth 
Who is most powerful of ye, lake such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting— Come I 
Seventh Sparit {appearing in the shape of a 
heauHfvl female figure). Behold ! 

Man. O Gw 1 itit be thus, and (huu 

Art not a madness and a mockery, 

I ycl might be most huppp. I will clasp thee, 

And we again will be f The figure vanuhas. 

My heart is crush d. 

* [Manfred fails sesueicss 

A voUe is heard in the tnmtatwn snkink 

fifllffSBS. 

When the moon is on the wave. 

And the glow.worm in the grass, 

And the meteor on the grave, 

And the wisp on the roenss ; 

When the faUen stars are shootiog. 

And the answer'd owls are booting, 

And the silent leaves are still 
In the shadow ei the hill 


Shall my soul be upon thine. 

With a power and with a sign. 

Though thy slumber may be deep, 

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep ; 

There arc shades which will not vanish. 
There are thoughts thou cansl not banish; 
By a power to thee unknown, 

Thou canst never be alone : 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou art gather’d in a cloud : 

And for ever shall thou dwell 
In the spirit of this spell. 

Though thou seest me not pass by, 

Thou shall feel me with thine eye 
As A thing that, though unseen. 

Must be near thee, and hath been ; 

And when in that secret dread 
■^ou hast turn’d around thy head, 

Thou shall marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 

And the power which ihoudosi feel 
Shall be what thou must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verse 
Hath baptised ihee with a curse : 

And A spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare ; 

In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice : 

And to thee shall Night deny 
AU the quiet of her sky ; 

And (he day shall have a sun, 

Which shall make thee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 
An essence which hath strength to kjU ; 
From thy own heart 1 then did wring 
The black blood in its blackest spnng : 
From thy own smile I snatch'd the snake. 
For there it coil’d as in a brake : 

From (hy own lip I drew the charm ^ 
Which gave all these their chiefesl harm . 
In proving every poison known, 

I found the strongest was thine own. 

By thy cold breast and serpent smile. 

By thy unfathom’d gulfs of guile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye. 

By thy shut soul's Iwpocrisy ; 

By the perfection of in ine art , , . 

Which pass'd for human thine own heart , 
By thy delight In others' pain, 

And 1^ thy brotherhood of Cain, 
t call upon thee, and compel 
Thyself to be thy proper Hell I 

And on thy head I pour the yial ^ 

Whkh doth devote thee to this tnai 
Nor to slumber, nor to die, 

Shan be in thy destiny ; 

Though thy death shall suU seem near 
To thy wish, butasafear; 

Lol the sp^ now works around ln«< 
jSvX (be dEldess chain hath bound thee , 


SCBNE n.] 


MANFRED. 


.U3 


O'tt thf he&rt and brain t<^ther 
Hath the word been pass’d— now wither I 

SCENE 11. 

T^e Mountain of fht Jungfrau.^ Time. Morn- 
ing. Manfred 4 tone upon the Ctifft. 

Man. The spirits \ have raised abandon me— 
The spells which 1 have studied baffle me— 

The remedy I reck'd c( tortured me . 

] lean no more on superhuman aid. 

It hath no power upon the past, and for 
The future, tiU the past be gulf'd in darkness. 

It is not of my search.— My mother Earth, 

And thou, fresh breaking Day. and you. ye 
Mountains. 

V^Tiy are ye beautiful? I cannot love ye. 

And thou, the bright eye of the universe. 

That openest over ah. and unto all 

Art a delight— thou shin'st not on my heart. 

And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
1 stand, and on me torrent’s brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
In dirtiness of distance ; when a leap, 

A stir, a motion, even a bre.Mh, would bring 
hty breast upon its rocky bosom's bed 
To rest for ever— wherefore do I pause ? 

I fed the Impulse— yet I do not plunge; 

I seethe peril— yet do not recede ; 

And mv brain reels— and yet my foot is firm : 
I’hcre IS a power upon me which withholds. 

And makes it my faialily to live ; 

If It be life to wear within myself 
This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soul’s sepulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my deeds unto myself— 

The last infirmity of evil. Ay. 

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister. 

[A n eagte patsei. 

Afiliose happy flight is highest into heaven. 

Well mey’st thou swoop so near me— I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets ; thou art gone 
Where the eye cannot follow thee : but thine 
Yet pieces downward, onward, or above. 

With a pervading vision.— Beautiful I 

How beautiful is all this visible world I 

How glorious in its action and itself I 

Bnt we, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we 

Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 

' 1*0 sink or soar, with our mix'd essence make 

A conflict of its elements, and breathe 

*rhe breath of rlcgradation and of pride. 

Corilending with low wants and lony will, 

Till our mortality predominates. 

And men ar^— what they name not to themselves, 
And trust not to each other. Hark 1 the note, 

[ The shepherd i pipe in the disianee is heard. 

I’he natural music of the mountain reed 

For here the patriarchal days are not 
A pastoral fawe — pipes in the liberal air, 

Mix’d with the sweet bells of the sauntering herd: 
My soul would drink those echoes.— Oh. that 1 
Toe viewless spirit of a lov^y sound, [were 
A living voice, a breaiLing barinony. 


A bodiless enjoyment— bon and dying 
With the blest tone which made me 1 

Enter from hetote a CKAMOts Huster, 
Ckasnois hunter. Even so. 

This way the chamois leapt : her nimblo feet 
Have bafflerl me ; my gains 10 -day uill scarce 
Repay my break-neck travail.— What is here? 
Who seems not of my trade, and yet haih reach'd 
A height which none even of our mountameera, 
Save our best hunters, may attain: hisgarb 
Is goodly, his mien m.inly, and his air 
Proud as a free-born peasant's, at this distance.- 
I will approach him ne.irer. 

Mon. {not perceiving the other) . To be thus— 
Grey-hair’d with anguish, likethese blasied pin». 
Wrecks of a single winter, barklcss. branchless, 
A blighted trunk upon a cursed root. 

Which but supplies a feeling of decay— 

And to be thus, eternally but thus. 

Having been otherwise ! Now furrow'd o’er 
With wrinkles, plough'd by moments, not by 
years 

And hour^— all tortured into ages— hours 
Which 1 outlive !— Ye toppling crags of Ice I 
Ye avalanches, whom a breath draws down 
In mountainous oerwhelming, come and crush 
I hear ye raomcnrly above, beneath, [me ! 
Cra^ with a fre^iuent conflict ; but ye pass. 

And only fall on things which still would live ; 
On the young flourishing forest, or the hut 
Ai^ hamlet of the harmless villager. [valley ; 

begin to rTse up from tfic 
III warn him to descend, or ha may chance 
To lose at once his way and life together. 

Mun. The mlati boll up around the jrlaciers i 
clouds 

Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphtiry, 
like foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell, 
WlKne every wave breaks on a living shore. 
Heap'd with the damn'd like pebbles.—] nm 
gkidy. 

C. Urn. I must approach him cautiously ; if 
A sudden step will startle him. and he [near, 
Seems tottering already. 

Mountains have fallen, 
Leaving a yap m the ciouds. and with the shock 
Rocking their Alpine brethren ; filling up 
The ripe green valleys with destruction’s splin- 
Damm 1 ng t be nvers w ith a sudden dash. [ i era ; 
N^hich crush d the waters Into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel.- Thus. 
Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg— 
Why stood I not beneath it ? 

„ ftnn. Friend 1 haw a care, 

YourneM step maybe fatal !— for the love 
Of Him who made you, stand not on that brink ! 
Man. {not hearing Aim). Such would have 
been for me a fitting tomb ; 

My bones had then been quiet in their depth ; 
They had not then been strewn upon the rocks 
For the wind' s pastime— as thus— t hus l ficy shall 

I iS? . [vens 1 

In tbbone plunge.— Farewell, ye openine hm- 
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Look not upon me thus reproach fuUy — 

You were not meant forme — Earth I bk» these 
atoms I 

[As Manured iri« act ta spring fr^m t)u 
cl iff, tkt Ch AMO IS H UNTER scitcs and rt> 
tains him Mjitk a sadden grasp. 

C. Hun. Hold, madman {—though aweasyof 
thy tite, 

Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood— 
Away with me I will not quit my hold. 

Man. I am most sick at heart— nay. grasp me 
not— 

1 am all feebleness— the mountains whirl. 

Spinning around me 1 grow blind What 

art thou ? 

C. Huh. ril answer that anon.— Away with 

fhe clouds grow thicker — —there— now lean 

on me fcling 

Place your foot here— here, take this staff, and 
A moment to that shrub — now give me your 
hand. 

And hold fast by my girdle— softly— well — 

The Chalet will be gain'd within an hour — 
Come on, we ll qui»ly find a surer footing, 

And something like a pathway, which the tor* 
rent (done— 

Hath wash'd since winter.— Come, 'tb bravely 
You should have been a hunter.— Follow me. 
[As they descend the racks with dijlcu/iy, 
the scene closes. 


ACT II. 

Scene \.^A Cottage amongst the Bernese Alps. 

Manfred and the Chamois Hunter. 

C. Hun. No, DO— yet pause— thou must not 
yet go forth : 

Thy mind and body are alike unfit 
To trust each other, for some hours at least ; 
When thou art belter, X will be thy guide— 

But whither? 

Man. It imports not : I do P.now 

My route full well, and need no futilter guid- 
ance. [high lineage— 

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait bespeak thee of 
One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags 
Look o’er the lower valleys— which of these 
May call thee lord ? I only know their porUU : 
My way of life leads me but rarely down 
To bask by the huge hearths of those old balls. 
Carousing with the vassals ; but the paths 
Which step from out our mountains to thdr 
doorSk 

I know from childhood— which of these is thine? 
Man. No matter. 

C. Hun. Well, sir, parden me the questicn. 
And be of better cbeer. Come, taste my wine ; 
’Tis of an ancient vintage ; many a ^y 
*T has thaw’d my veins among our glaciers, now 
Let U do thus for thine.— C^e. fkhly- 


Man. Away, away I there’s blood upon the 
brim J 

Will it (hen never-never sink in the earth ? 

C. Hun. What dost thou mean 7 thy senses 
wander from thee. (warm stream 

Man. 1 Say 'I is blood— my blood I (he pure 
Which ran in the veins of my fathers, and in 
ours 

When we were in our youth, and had one heart. 
And loved each other as we should not love, 
And this was shed : but still it rises up, 
CokHAring the clouds, that shut me out from 
heaven. 

Where thou art not— and I shall never be. 

C. Hum. Man of strange words, and some 
half*maddcning sin. , 

Which makes thee people vacancy, whale er 
Thy dread and sufferance be, tnere’s comfort 
yet — 

The aid of holy men, and heavenly palience- — 
Alan. Patience and patience I Hence— that 
word was made 

For brutes of burthen, not for birds of piey : 
Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine— 

I am not of thine order. 

C. Hun. Thanks to Heaven 1 

I would not be of thine for the free fame 
Of William Tell : but whatsoe’er thine ill. 

It must be borne, and these wild starts am ^ 
leas. 

Man. Do I not bear it?— Look on r^i 
C. Hun. This is convulsion, and no healtbtui 

lift. .b"*”' 

Men. ! (ell thee, man, I have lived many 
Many long years, but (hey are nothing now 
To those which 1 fnusi number : ages— ag«— 
Space and eternity— and consciousness, 

With the fierce thirtt of death— and still uti* 

slaked 1 . 

C. Hun. Why. on thy brow the seal of middle 
Hath scarce been set : I am thy elder far. 

Man. Think’ St thou existence doth depend on 
time? 

It doth ; but actions are our epochs : (’’‘I’*® 
Have made my d»ys and nights impenshabic, 
Endless, and all alike, as sands on the shore. 
Innumerable atoms ; and one desert. 

Barren and cold, on which the wild waves breaa. 
But Doihiog mts, save carcases and wrecks. 
Rocks, and the sall'Surf weeds of bitterness. 

C. Hun. Alas I he's mad— but yet I must not 
leave bim. I**? 

Man. I would I were— for then Ihe things i 
Would be but a distemper'd dream. . 

C. Hun. 

That thou dost see, or think thou look'st upM? 

Man. Myself, and thee — a peasant ol^ 
Tby bumble virtues, hospitable borne, lAips— 
And »ri( patient, peous, proud, and f«« J ^ . 
Tbyself'ipspect, giWied on innocent thougnts. 
Thy days of health, and nights of sleep ; thy 
toils. 

By danger dignified, yet guiltless ; h^es 
Of cheerful old age and a quiet grave* * 
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With cross and garUnd over Sts green lurf. 

And thy grandchildren's love for epitaph : 

This do I see^and then I look within — 

It matters not — my soul was scorch’d already ! 
C. Hun. And wouldst thou then exchange thy 
i ot for m ine ? (nor exchange 

Man. No. friend I I would not wrong thee, 
My lot with living 'jdng : I can bear^ 
However wretchedly, 'tis still to bear — 

In life what others could not brook to dream, 
But perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with this — 

This cautious feeling for another s pain, 

Canst thou be black with evil?— say not so. 

Can one of gentle thoughts have wreak'd re* 
Upon his enemies ? [venge 

Man. Oh 1 no, no. no f 

My injuries came dow n on those who loved me — 
On those whom I best loved i 1 never quell’d 
An enemy, save in my just defence— 

Gut my embrace w as fatal. 

C. Hun. Heaven give thee rest I 

And pealicnce restore thee to thyself; 

My prayers shall be for thee. 

Araa. I need them not, 

Hut can endure thv pity. I depart— 

'’I’is time— farewell i — Here's gold and thanks 
for thee : 

No words— it is thy due.— Follow me not— 

1 know my path— the mountain peril's past ; 
And once egain I charge thee, follow not \ 

[£xi/ Manfxbo. 

SCENE U. 

A iawr VatUy in iMt A//t.^A Catarad. 
EnUr MANXUKD. 

It Is not noon— the sunbow’s rays still arch * 
The torrent with the many hues of heaven. 

And roll (he sheeted silver’s waving column 
O'er the crag's headlong perpeodicular. 

And fling i IS lines of foaming light along. 

And to and fro. like the pale courser's tail, 

The Giant steed, to be bestroda by Death. 

As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes 
But mino now drink this sight of loveliness * 

I should be sole in this sweet solitude, 

And with the Spirit of the place divide 
The homage of these waters.— I will call her. 
[MANfHEp samt a/ tha waUr in fa Mr 
palm 0 / hit hand, and /inn it in/p tkt 
atr. mu/ftring tht adjuratian. Af/tr a 
fauu. tht WcTCIi OP TliF. Alps rhtt 
nta/hjhf arth p/ tht tunhpu; pf tht tornni. 
Beauuful Spirit I with thy hair of light 
And dwsling eyes of glory, in whose fon% 

The charms of earth s least mortal daughters 
To an unearthly siat ure, in ao essence f gro w 

Of purer elements : while the hues of youth— 
Careattoo'd like a sleepiag Infant’s cheek. 


Rock'd by the beating of her mother's heart. 

Or the rose tints, which summer's twilight leaves 
Upon the lofty glacier's virgin snow. 

The blush of earth, embracing with her heaven— 
Tinge thy celestial aspect, and make tame 
The beauties of the sun bow which bends o’er 
Beautiful Spirit ! in thy calm clear brow, [thee. 
Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul, 

Which of itself shows immortality. 

I read that thou w ilt pardon to a ^n 
Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit 
At times to commune with them— if that he 
Avail him of his spells— to call thee thus, 

And gaze on thee a moment. 

Wilek. Son of Earth 1 

I know ihee, and the powers which gave thee 
power : 

1 know thee for a man of many thoughts. 

And deeds of good and ill, extreme in both. 
Kntal and fated in thy sufferings. [me ? 

1 have expecied this— what wouldst thou with 
Man. TO look upon thy beauty— nothing fur* 
ther. 

The face of the earth hath m.idden'd me, and 1 
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pierce 
To the abMcs of those who govern her — 

Out they can nothing aid me. I have sought 
From them what they could not bestow, and 
[ search no funlicr. [now 

iVi/th. What could be the quest 

Which is not in the power of the most powerful. 
The rulers of the Invisible? 

Man. A boon ; 

But why should I repeat it? ’tuere In vain. 
WiUh. 1 know not that ; let thy lips uiter it. 
Man. Well, though it torture me, 'tIs but the 
same; [upwards 

My pang shall find a voice. From my youth 
My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men. 

Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes ; 
The thirst of their ambition was not mine. 

The aim of their existence was not mine ; 

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my iwwcrs. 
Made me a stranger ; though 1 wore the form, 

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh. 

Nor mklst the creatures of clay that girded me 
Was there but one who^— but of her anon. 

I ^d, with men, and with the thoughts of men. 

I held but slight communion ; but instead. 

My joy was in the Wilderness, to breathe 
The diflicult air of the iced mountain’s top, 
Where the birds dare not build. nor insect's 
wing 

Fill o’er (he h^b.ess granite : or to plunge 
Into the torrent, and to roll along 
On the swift whir) of the new breaking wave 
Of river*stream, or ocean. In their flow. 

In these my early strength exulted : or 
To follow through the night the moving moon, 
The Stan and their development ; or catch 
The dasxling lightnings till my eyes grew dim ; 
Or to look, list ning, on the s<suter’d leaves, 
While Autumn winds were at their evening song. 
These were my pastimes, and to be alone ; 
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For if fhc beings, of whom I was one, — 

Hating to be so— cross’d me in my path, 

I felt myself degraded back to (hem. 

And was all clay agkjn. And then I dived. 

In my lone wanderings, to (he caves of death, 
Searching its cause in its effect ; and drew 
From wither’d bones, and skulls, and heap'd-uo 
dust, 

Conclusions most forbidden. Then i pass'd 
The nights of years in sciences untaught. 

Save in the old lime ; and wiih time and toil. 
And terrible ordeal, and such penance 
As in itself hath power upon the air. 

And spirits that do compass air and earth. 
Space, and the peopled Infinite. I made 
Mine eyes familiar with Eternity. 

Such as. before me. did i he Mngi. and 
He who from out their founiatn dwelUngs raised 
Eros and A^teros^* at Gadara, 

As I do thee and with my knowledge grew 
The thirst of knowledge, and the po^erand joy 
Of this most bright mielligence, until — 

WiUA. Proceed. 

Man. Oh 1 I but thus prolong’d my words. 
Boasting these kite attributes, because 
As I approach the core of my heart s grief— 

But to my task, I have not named to thee 
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being 
With whom I wore the chain of human ties ; 

If I had such, they seem'd not such to me— 

Yet there was one— 

WiUh. Spore not thyself- proceed. 

^UH. She was like me in lineaments — her 
eyes, 

Her hair, her features, all, to the very tone 
Even of her voice, (hey said were like to mine ; 
But soften’d all, and temper’d into beauty : 

She had the same lone thoughts and w anderings. 
The quest of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To comprehend the universe : nor these 
Alone, but with them gentler powers than mine. 
Pity, and smiles, and tears— which 1 had not ; 
And tenderness— but that I had for her ; 
Humility— and that I never had. (own— 

Her faults were mine— her virtues were her 
I loved her. and destroy’d her 1 

WiUh. With thy hand ? 

Man. Not with my hand, but heart- which 
broke ber heart- 

It rased on mine and wither’d. I have shed 
Blood, but not hers— and yet ber blood was 
J saw— and could not stanch it. [shed— 

And for this— 

A being of the race thou dost despise. 

The order which thine own would rise above, 
MingUng with us and ours, thou dost 
The gifts of our gr»l koowledgc, and shnnk st 
To jecieant mortaliiy- Away I (back 

Man. Daughter of Air J 1 tell thee, since that 
hour- 
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But words are breath- look on me in my sleep. 
Or watch my watchings— Come and sit by me I 
Kly solitude is solitude no more. 

But peopled with the Furies.— 1 have gnash’d 
My teeth in darkness till returning mom. 

Then cursed myself till sunset I have pray'd 
For madness as a blessing — ’tis denied me. 

1 have affronted death - but in the war 
Of elements the waters shrunk from me, 

And fatal things pass'd harmless— the cold hand 
Of an alUpitiless demon held me back, 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. 
In phantasy, imagination, all 
The affluence of my soul— which one day was 
A Cretsus in creation— I plunged deep. 

But. like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back 
Into the gulf of my unfai hom’d thought. 

I plunged amidst mankind— Forgetfulness 
I sought in all. save Khere ’tis to be found, 

And that 1 have to leam—my sciences. 

My long pursued and superhuman art. 

Is mortal here— I dwell in my despair — 

And live— and live for ever. 

IVtuA. It may be 

That I can aid thee. 

A fan. To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them. 
Do so— in any shape— in any houi^ 

With any torture — so it be tne las(« 

That is nolin my province; hullf Ihou 
Wilt sw’ear obedience to my will, and do 
My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes. 
Man. I will not swear— Obey ! and whom? 
(he spirits 

Whose presence I commn^)d, and be the slave 
Of (hose who served me — Never I 

m/tA. Is this all? 

Hast thou no gentler answer? Vet bethink thee. 
And pause ere thou rejectest. 

Afan. I have said it. 

Wtuh. EnoughI— I may relirethen— say I 

Afan. 

[ 74/ WtTCH 

Afan. [a/Me.] We are the fools of time and 
terror : days 

Steal Oft us and steal from us ; yet we live. 
Loathing our life, and dreading still to die. 

In all the days of this detested yoke— 

1'hls vital weight upon (he Struggling heart , 
Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick witB 
Or joy that ends in agony or faintness— (pa^B, 
Id all the days of past and future, for 
I ft life (here is no present, we can number 
How few— how less than few— wherein the sout 
Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws baCK 
As from a stream in winter, though the chilJ 
Be but a moment’s. I have one resou^ 

Still in my science— I can call ibe dead, 

And ask (hem what it is we dread to be : 

The Sternest answer can but be the Grave, 

And that is nothing— if they answer not— 

The buried Prophet answer'd to the Hag 
Of Endor ; and (be Spartan monarch drew 
From the Bymotioc maid’s unsleeping spini 
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An answer and his destiny— he slew ■ 

That which he loved, unknowing what he slew. 
And died unpardon’d — though he call'd in aid 
The Phyrian Jove, and in Phygalia roused 
The Arcadian Evocators to compel 
The indignant shadow to depose her wrath, 

Or dx her term of vengeance— she replied 
In words of dubious import, but fulhlVd.* 

If I had never lived, that which I love 
Had still been living ; had 1 never loved. 

That which I love would still be beautiful — 
Happy and giving happiness. What is she? 
What is she now /—a suAferer for my sins— 

A thing I dare not think upon— or nothing, 
Within few hours I shall not call in vain— 

Yet in this hour 1 dread the thing I dare : 

Until this hour 1 never shrunk to gate 
On spirit, good or evil — now I tremble. 

And feel a strange cold thaw upon my heart. 

But I can act even what I most abhor. 

And champion human fears.— The night ap- 
proaches. [_ExU. 

SCENE III.— 7*A< SHtHmit iht 'Jmni/rou 

MauHlutH. 

Bnttr First Destiny. 

The moon is rising broad, and round, and 
bright : 

And here on snows, where never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly ircad. 

And leave no traces ; o'er the savage sea. 

1'he glassy ocean of the mountain ice. 

We »im its rugged breakers, which put on 
The aspect of a tumbling tempest's foam. 

Fresen in a moment— a dead whirlpool's image: 
And this most steep fantastic pinnacle. 

The fretwork of some earthquake— where the 
clouds 

Pause to repose themselves In passing by— 

Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils : 

Hera do I wait my sisters, on our way 
To (he Hall of Arimanes. for to-night 
Is our great festival— 'ds strange they come not. 

* 

The Captive Usurper, 

Hurl'd down from the throne, 

Ley burted in torpor. 

Forgotten and lone ; 

I broke through his slumbers, 

I shiver'd his chain, 

I leaipjed him with numbers 
Hes Tyrant again I 

Wi^ the blood of a million he'll answer my care. 
With a nation's dcstructiot^bis Aieht and 
despair. 
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Sfcond VoUe. v/ith^ut. 

The ship sail'd on, the ship sail'd fast. 

But I left not a sail, and 1 left not a mast . 
There is not a plank of the hull or the deck. 
And (here is not a wretch to lanienc o'er his 
wreck : 

Save one, whom I held, as he sxvam. by the hrtir, 
And he w’as a subject well tvorthy my care ; 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea — 

But I saved him to wreak furiher havoc for me 1 

First Destiny, annofring. 

The city lies sleeping ; 

The morn, to deplore it. 

May dawn on ii weeping : 

Siillenlv. slowly, 

*rbe black plugue Aew o'er it— 
ThousaixK Me lowly ; 

Tens of thoustnds shall perish— 

I'he living shall fly from 
The sick they should cherish ; 

B«it nothing can vanquish 
The touch that they die from. 

borrow and anguish. 

And evil and dre^, 

Envelope a naiion— 

The blest are the dead, 

Who see not the sight 
Of iheir own desolation 
This work of a night— 

riiis wreck of a realm --this deed of my doing— 
For ages I've done, and shall still be renewing I 

/4r S econd tfffd T hird Destiniu. 
Tk4 Tkr^. 

Our hands contain the hearts of men. 

Our footsteps are their graves ; 

\N'e only give lo take again 
I'he spirits of our slaves I 

Mrs/ D<s. Welcome I— Where's Nemesis? 
S«%'>u4 Da. At some great work 

But what I know not. for my hands were full. 
Third Da. Dchold. she cometh. 

NlvftlCSIS. 

Ray, where hasl thou been ? 
My sisters and thyself are slow to-night. 

AVm. 1 was detain'd repairing sh.itler'd 
thrones. 

Marrying fools, rc.storing dynasties. 

Avenging men upon their enemies. 

And making them repent (heir own revenge ; 
Goading (he wise to madness ; from the dull 
Shaping out oracles to rule the world 
Afresh, for they were waxing out of date. 

And mortals dared to ponder for themselves. 

To weigh kings In the balance, and lo speak 
Of freedom, (he forbiddeo fruit.— AwRy I 
We have outstay'd the hour— mount we otir 
chMidsl [Bsfifw/. 
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SCENE W.^Tke Hall of ArMnes^K%\- 
MAN6S on hii Throne, a Cloho of Firt^ sur- 
rounded by the Spirits. 

Hymn of Ike SPIRITS. 

Hail to our Master !— Prince of Earth and Air! 

Who walks (he clouds and waters— in hi$ hand 
The sceptre of the elements, which tear 
Themselves to chaos at his high command I 
He breatheth— and a tempest shakes the sea ; 

He speaketh— and the clouds reply in thunder: 
He gaicth — from hi$ glance the sunbeams Aee : 
He moveth — earthquakes rend the world 
asunder. 

Beneath his footsteps (he volcanoes rise ; 

His shadow is (he Pestilence ; his path 
The comets herald through the crackling skks ; 

And planets turn to ashes at his wrath. 

To him War offers daily sacrifice ; 

To him Death pays his Tribute : Life is his. 
Wilh nil Its Infinite of agonies — 

And his the spirit of whatever Is I 

Enter the D^TtNIES N EMESIS. 

First Des. Glory to Arimanes \ on the earth 
His power increnseth— both my sisters did 
His bidding, nor did 1 neglect my duty 1 
Second Des. Glory to Arimanes I we who bow 
The necks of men bow down before his ihrone I 
Third Dts. Glory (o Arimanes I we await hb 
nod i 

Nem. Sovereign of soverdfns, we are thine. 
And all that liveth. more or less, is ours, 

And n>c6t things wholly so ; still to increase 
Our power. Increasing thine, demands our care, 
And we are vigilant— Thy late commands 
Have been fulfill'd to the utmost. 

Manfred. 

A Spirit What b here? 

A mortal .—Thou most rash and fatal wretch, 
Bow down and worship I 
Second Spirit. I do know the man— 

A Magian of great power, and fearful skill I 
Third S/irit. Bow down and worship, slave ! 
—What, know'st thou not 
Thine and our Sovereign?— Tremble, and obey I 
AU the Spirits. Prostrate thyself, and thy 
condemned clay, 

Child of the Earth I or dread the worst. 

Man. J l«ww i* I 

And yet ye see 1 kneel not. 

Fourth Spirit. ’Twill be taught thee. 

A/nn. Tis taught already ;— many a night 
on the earth. 

On the bare ground, have I bow ddown my »ce. 
And strew' d my head with arhes ; I have known 
The fulness of humiliation, for 
I sunk before my vaiir despair, and knelt 
To my own desolation. 

Fiju spirit. Dost (hou dare 

Refuse to Arimanes on his throne 
What the whole earth accords, beholdinf not 
The terror of his glory ?— Crouch f I say. 


Man. Bid Asm bow down to that which is 
above him, 

The overruling Infinite — the Maker 

Who made him not for worahip— let him kneel, 

And we will kneel together. 

The Spirits. Crush the worm I 

Tear him in pieces I— 

First Des. Hence ! Avaunt I— he's mine, 
Prince of the Powers invisible I this maa 
Is of no common order, as hb port 
And presence here denote : his sufferings 
Have been of an immortal nature, like 
Our own ; his knowledge, and hb powers and 
will, 

As far as b compatible with clay. 

Which clogs (he ethereal essence, have been 
such 

As ctay hath seldom borne i hb aspirations 
Have been beyond the dwellers of the earth, 
Artd they have only taught him what we know- 
That knowledge b not happiness, and science I 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Which b anoinerkind of ignorance. 

This is not all— the passi^s, attributes 
Of earth and heaven, from which no power, nor 
being, 

Nor breath from the worn upwards b exempt. 
Have piercetl liis heart ; and in their consequence 
Made him a ihlng, wltkh 1, who pity not, 

Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine, 

AimI thine, It may be— be it so, or not, 

No other spirit in thb region hath 
A soul like his — or power upon his soul, 

Nem. What doth he here then ? 

First Pes. Let him answer that. 

AUn. Ye know what 1 have known ; and 
without power 

1 could not M amongst ye : but there are 
Powers deeper still beyond — 1 come In quv ( 

Of sudt, lo answer unto what I seek. 

Hem. What vrouldst thou ? 

Man. Thou canst not reply to mr. 

Call up the dead— my question is for them. 

Hem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avoucli 
The wishes of thb morial? 

Art. Yea. 

Nem. Whom wouldsl thou 

tf ochamel ? 

Man. One without a tomb— call up 
Asurte. 

Nehesjs. 

Shadow! or Spirit! 

Whatever (hou art. 

Whkh still doth inherit 
The whole or a part 
Of the form of thy birth, 

Of the mould of thy clay. 

Which return'd to the earth, 
Re-appear to the day I 
Bear what thou borest, 

The heart and the form. 

And the aspect thou worest 
Redeem from the wonA» * 
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Appear I — Appear !— Appear I 

Who MDt thee ftere requires thee here I 

[ Tkt PhanUm ^ASTARTB riusand stands 
in the midst. 

Man. Can this be death ? there's bloom upon 
her cheek : 

But now 1 see it is no living huei 

But a strange hectic^Uke the unnatural red 

Which autumn plants upon the perish'd leaf. 

^ It is the same I O God ! that 1 should dread 
^ To look upon the same — Astarte ! — No, 

I cannot speak to her — but bid her sp^ 

Forgfive me or condemn me. 

NEMCS15. 

By the power which hath broken 
The grave which enthrall'd thee. 
Speak to him who bath spoken, 

Or (hose who have call’d iImk. 

Man. She Is silent, 

And In (hat silence I am more than answer’d. 
AVm. My power extends no further, Prince 
of Air I 

It rests with thee alone«^command her voice. 
Art. Spirit— obey this sceptre I 
Ntm. Silent still I 

She is not of our order, but belongs 
To (he other powers. Mortal I thy quest is vain. 
And we are baffled also. 

Man. Hear me. hear me^ 

Astarte I my beloved I speak to me : 

1 have so much endured— so much endure— 
Look on me I (he grave hath not changed thee 
^ more 

Than I am changed for (hee. Thou lovedst me 
Too much, as I loved thee ; we were not made 
To torture thus each other, though it were 
The deadliest sin to love as we have loved. 

Say that thou loath'st me not— that I do bear 
This punishment for both— tha( ihou wilt he 
One of the blessed— and that I shall die ; 

For hitherto all hateful things conspire 
T'o bind me in existence— In a life 
Which makes me shrink from immortality— 

A future like the ^t. 1 cannot rest. 

I know not what 1 ask, nor what 1 seek : 

I feel but what thou act— and what I am ; 

And I would hear yet once before I perish 
The voice which was my music— Sp^ to me I 
For I have call’d on thee in the still night, 
Btartled the slumbering birds from the hush'd 
boughs, fcaves 

And woke the mountain wolves, and made the 
Acquainted with thy vainly echo’d name 
Which answer'd me— many things answer’d 
me— 

Spirits and men— but thou wert silent all. 

Yet speak to me 1 1 have ouiwatch’d the stars. 
And gated o er heaven In vaio in search of thee 
W Speak to me I 1 have wander’d o’er the earth 

never found thy likeness Sp^ to oel * 

Look 00 the fiends around— (hey feel for me • 

I fear (hem no(. and feel for thee alcete— 


Speak to me I though It be in wrath but sny— 
I reck not what — but let me bear thee once— 
This once-^nce more ! 

Phantam a/ Astarte. Manfred I 
Man. Say on, say on— 

I live but in the sound— it is thy voice ! 

Phan. Manfred! to-morrow ends thine earthly 
Fare well! (Ill/ 

Man. Yet one word more— am I forgiven ? 
Phan . Farewell I 

Man. Say, shall we meet again ? 

Phan. Farewell ? 

Man. One word for mercy ! Say thou lovest 
Phan. Manfred I [me. 

[T'Ac Spirit ^ASTAkTF. disappears. 
Nem. She’s gone, and will not be recall’d ; 
Her words will be fulfill’d. Reiurn to the e.irih. 
A Spirit. He is convulsed, — T his is to be a 
mortal. 

And seek (he things beyond morialhy, 

A nether Spirit. Yet, see. he inasiercth him- 
self, and Inakes 

His torture tribute^ to his will. 

Had he bken one of us, he would have made 
An awful spirit. 

AVer. Hast thou further question 

Of otir great sovereign, or his wotshippers } 
Afan. None. 

AV«. Then for a lime farewell. 

Man. We meei then I Where? On ihe 
earth ? 

Even as thou wilt : and for the grace accorded 
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well I 

[Brit Manfred, 
eUses.) 


ACT m. 

SCENB \.^A Hall in the Csrffr ^Mahpred. 

Manfred and Herman. 

Man. What is ihe hour? 

. II wants but one till sunset. 

And promises a lovely twilight. 

Man. 

Are all things so disposed of in ihe^ tower 
As I directed ? 

Ner. All, my lord, are ready: 

Here u> (he key and casket. 

It is well: 

Thou mny $( retire. [£xit Herman. 

Man. [aUne.j There is a calm upon me— 
Inexplicable sOllness I which till now 
^ not belong to what I knew of life. 

If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities (he moiflest. 

The merest word that ever fool’d (he ear 
From out the schoolman's Jargon, 1 should 
deem 

The golden secret, the sought ' Kalon* found 
And sealed in my soul. It will not last 
But it is well to have known it, though but once • 
11 hath eobrged my thoughts with a newsens^ 


Ait^ J within my tablets would note down 
1 hat there is such a feeling. Who is there I 

Jfe-tnUr H&ruak. 

//fr. My lord, (he Abbot of St Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

En/er Mr ABBOT OF St MauriCK. 

A Hot. Peace be with Count Manfred ! 

Man. Thanks, holy father I welcome to these 
wahs : 

'fhy presence honours them, and blesseth those 
Who dwell within them. 

AiHt. Would It were so, Couct I— 

but I would fain confer with thee alone. 

Man. Herman, retire.— What would my 
reverend guest ? 

AbHt. Thus, without prelude Age and 
seal, my office. 

And good intent must plead my privilege ; 

Our near, though not acquainted neighbour- 
hood. 

Kfay also be my herald. Rumours strange. 
And of unholy nature, are abroad. 

And busy with ihy name ; a noble name 
For centuries ; may he who bears it now 
Transmit it unimpair'd I 
Man. Proceed— 1 listen. 

AHot. Tis said thou boldest consersc with 
the things 

Which are forbidden to the search of man : 
Hiat with the dwellers of the dark abodes. 

The many evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 
Thou coinmunest. I know (hat with mankind. 
Thy fellows in creation, thou dost rarely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and (hat (hy soliiude 
Is as an anchorite's, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch 
these things? 

A Hot. My pious brethren— the scared pea- 
santry— 

Even thy own va&sals— who do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life’s in peri). 
Man. Take it. 

AHot. \ come to save, and not destroy— 
I would not pry into thy secret soul ; 

Dut If these things he sooth, there still is time 
For penitence and pity : reconcile thee 
With the true church, and through the church 
to Heaven. 

Man. i hear thee, ThU is my reply : What- 
I may have been, or am. doth rest between [e’er 
Heaven and myself— I shall nor choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I sinn'd 
Against your ordinances? Prove, and punish 1 
AHoi. My son I 1 do not speak ot punish* 
meot, 

But penitence and pardon with (hyself 
The choice of such remains— and for (he last, 
Oiir insiJiuiions and our strong belief [sin 
I Uve given me power to smooih die path from 
1 o hope and better tboughtt : (be fiiai 


I leave to Heaven—* Vengeance is mine alone I ‘ 
So aaith the Lord, and with all humbleness 
His servant echoes back the awful word. 

Man. Old mao I there is no power in holy 
I men, 

Nor charm in prayer — nor purifying form 
Of penitence — nor ouiwvd look— nor fast— 
Kor agony— nor, greater than all these, 

The innate tortures of that deep despair. 

Which is remorse without the fear of bell. 

But all in all sufficient to itself 

Would make a bell of heaven— can exorcise 

From out the unbounded spirit, the quick sense 

Of its own sins, wrongs. siiAeraDce, and revenge 

Upon itself : there is no future pang 

Can deal that justice on the seU-condemn’d 

He deals on hts own soul. 

AHot. AU this Is well ; 

For (his will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an auspicious hope, which shall look up 
witlf calm assurance to that blessed place. 
Which all who seek may win. whatever be 
Their earthly errors, so ihey be atoned : 

And ihe commencement of atonement is 
The sense of its necessity.— Say on— [taught : 
And all our Church can teach thee shall be 
And all we can absolve thee shall be pardon’d. 
Man. When Rome’s sixth emperor* was near 
his last. 

The victim of a selMnflicfed wound. 

To shun (he torments of a public death 
From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier. 
With show of loyal piiy, would have stanch’d 
The gushing throat with his officious robe ; 

The dying Roman thrust him back, and said'* 
Some empire siMI in his expiring glance— 

'll is too late— is this fiddiiy?’ 

AHot. And uhat of (his? 

A/on. I ansaer with the Roman— 

*l( H (00 later 

AHot. If never can be so. 

To recM>cile (hyMif with thy own soul, niope? 
AtkI thy own soul with Heaven. Hast thou no 
’Tis strange— even those who do despair above. 
Yet shape themselves sorue phantasy on earth, 
To which frail twig they cling, like drowning 
men. 

A/an. Ay— father I t have had those earthly 
And noble a^irations in my youth, [visions 
To make my own the mind M other men. 

The enlightener of naiions ; and to rise 
I knew not whither- it might be to fall ; 

But fall even as the mountaia-cataraci. 

Which having leapt from its ^ore dassling 

b^h(. 

Even in the foaming strength of its abyss, 

( Which casts up misty columns that become 
llouds rajoing from (he re^asceoded skies,) 
ties low. but migbiy still.— Bu( (his is past, 

My thoughts mistoc^ themselves. 

Aud wherefore so t 


My thoughts mistt 
. AHot. 
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Mah. I could not tame my natuiv down ; for 
he [and sue— 

Must serve who fain would sway ; aad soothe— 
And watch all time— and pry into all place— 
\nd be a living lie— who would become 
A tnigbiy thing amongst the mean, and such 
1 he ma^ are : 1 disdain'd to mingle with ; 
A herd, though to be leader — and of wolves. I 

The lion is alone, and so am 1 . [men ?j 

Ahhot. And vi'hy not live and act with other; 
^ Man. B e caus e my nature was averse from life; 
And yet not cruel ; for I would not rnalU. 

Rut nnd a desolation ;— like tite wind, 

*1 he red'hot breath of the most lone .*^Aioom, 
\S0)ich dwells but in the desert, and sweeps o’er 
I'he barren sands which U^r no shrubs to bbist, 
Aud revels o'er their wild and arid waves, 

And seeketh not, so that it is not sought, 

Rut being met is ik^ly ; such hath beta 
'I'he course of my existence ; bui there ^me 
I'hings in my path which are no more. 

A6h9i. Alas I 

I 'gin to fear that thou art poat all aid 
l*'rom me and from my calling ; yet young, 

I still would-^^ 

Mam. Look on me I there is aa order 

Of mortals on the estrth. who do become 
Old in their youth, and die ere middle age, 
Without the violence of warlike death : 

Some perishing of pleasure— sorne of study— 
Some worn with toll— some of mere weariness— 
Some of disease-'end some insanity— 

And some of wither'd or of broken beans ; 

Tor ihis last is a malady whkh slays 
More than are number'd in tlie lists of Pate, 
'raking all shapes, and bearing many names. 
Look upon me I for even of all ihiae things 
1 lave I partaken ; and of all tlivse things 
One were enough : then wondernot that I 
Am what I am, but (hat 1 ever was. 

Or having been, that 1 am sliU on earth. 

A66^t. Yet, hear me still—* 

Mam. Old mar ! 1 do respect 

Thine order, and revere thy years ; I deem 
Thv purpose pious, but It is io vain : 

Think me not churlish : 1 would spare thyself 
Par more than me. io shunning at this time 

All further colloquy— and s^— farewell. 

[ExH Manfbed. 
AMet. This should have beeo a noble crea- 
ture : he 

Hath all the energy which would have made 
A goodly frame of glorious elements. 

Had they been wisely mingled ; as it is, 

It is an awful chaos — light and darkn^s— 

And mind and dust — and passions and pure 
thoughts, 

Mix’d, and contending without end or order 

All dormant or destructive : be will peri^ 

And yet he mast not ; I wUl try ooce more 
^ For such are worth redemption ; and my duly 
Is to dare all things for a righteous end. ' 
I'll follow bins— but cautiously, though surely. 

[£sii Aabot. 


SCBNe II. — Anot/ur Chamber . 
MaNFR£D and H&RUAN. 

Her. My lord, you bade me wait on you at 
He sinks behind the mountain. [sunset : 

Man. Doth be so? 

I vdll look on him. 

[Manfred advance* to thtivimdaw^ the halt. 

Glorious Orb I the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, giant sons * 

Of the embrace of angels, with a sex 

More beautiful than they, which did drawdown 

Theemng spirits, w’ho can ne’er return.— 

Most glorious orb ( that wen a worship, ere 
The mystery of thy making was leveal’d I 
Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden’d, on their mouniaio-tops, (be 
hearts 

Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour'd 
Themselves in orisons I Thou matert^ God 1 
And representative of the Unknown— [star ! 
Who chose thee for his shadow I Thou chief 
Centre of many sun I which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and temperest the hues 
And hearu of all who walk w'ithin thy rays I 
Sire of the seasons I Monarch of the climes. 
And those who dwell in them I for n«r or far. 
Our inborn spirits have a tint of thee, 

Even as our outward aspects ;— thou doit rise. 
And shine, and set in glory. Pare thee well I 
1 ne'er shall see thee more. As my first glance 
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest kook : thou wiU not beam on ono 
To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
Of a more fatal iiatuie. He is gone : 

1 follow. [Ertt Manfsed, 

SCBHK III. The A/okHtaint^rke Caaiie of 
Manfred at tome dutanee.^A Terrace 
before a Totoer.^Time. 

Herman, Manuel, and other Dependants of 
Manfred. 

Her. Tis strange enough ; night after nkht. 
for years, 

He hath pursued long vigils In this tower, 
Without a witness- I have been within it— 

^ have we all been ofttlmes : but from it, 

Or its contents, it were impossible 
I o draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, there is 
One chamber where none enter : I would give 
The fee of what I have to come these three 
To pore upon its mysteries. Iye«ra, 

Mamnei. 'Twere dangerous ; 

Coo teat thyself with what thou know'st already. 
Her. Ay. Manuel J thou art elderly and wise, 
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•ut is not aU lost. 

Man. Thou kaow'st me not ; 

ty days are number'd, and my deeds (eeordedt 
tetircj or be dangerous-^Away ! 

Abhot. Thou dost not mean lo menace me? 
Man. Not 1 ; 

simply tell thee peril is at hand 
KnA would preserve thee. 

Abbfif. What dost mean ? 

Man . Look there ! 

A'hat dost thou see ? 

Abbot. Nothing. 

Man. Look there. I say, 

^nd steadfastly now tell me what thou seest. 
Abbot. That which should shake me — but I 
fear it not— 

I see a dusk and awful figure rise. 

Like an infernal god. from out the earth ; 

His face wrapt in a mantle, and his form 
Robed as witn angry clouds : he stands between 
Thvself and me— but I do fear him ckx. 

Man. Thou hast no cause— he shall not harm 
thee — but 

(Us sight may shock thine old limbs into palsy. 

I ia,y to thee— Retire I 
Abbot. Artd I reply— 

Never— till ( have battled with thts fiend 
What doth be here? 

Ma H . Why— ay — wha t doth he here ? — 

I did not send for nim,— he is unbidden. 

Abbot. Alas, lost mortal I what w ith guests 
like these 

Hast thou to do? I tremble for thy sake : 

Why doth he gate on thee, and thou on him ? 
Ah I he unveils his aspect ; on his brow 
'I'he ihunder*scar8 are graven ; from hb eye 
tllares forth the immoruUiy of hell— 

Avaunt 1— 

Man. Tronounce— what is thy mission? 
Stirit. Come ! 

Abbot. What art thou, unknown being? an^ 
swetl— speak! [lime. 

spirit. The genius of this mortal. — Come I *tis 
Man. \ am prepared for all things, but deny 
The power w h ich sum mons me. who sent tb^ 
here? 

Spirit. Thou'k know anon— Come I come ! 
Man. I have commanded 

1 tdngs of an essence greater far than thine. 
And striven with ihy masters. Get thee hence ! 
spirit. Mortal 1 thine hour is eome— Away 
I say. 

Man. I knew, and know my hour b come, but 
To render up my soul to such as thee : [not 

Away i I’ll die as I have lived- -alone. 

Spirit. Then I must summon up my brethren. 

^ ^Piritj rist up. 

Abbot. Avaunt, y^ evil ones I— Avaunt I I 
say 

Ye have no power where piety hath power, 

And I do charge ye in the name 

Oldman! 

We know ourselibs, our mission, and thine order 
Waste not thy holy words on Idle use, 


t were in vain : (his man b forfeiied. 

Once more I summon him — Away I away 1 
Man. \ do defy ye,— though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing from me, yet Ido defy ye ; 

Nor will I hence, while \ have earthly breath 
To breathe my svom upon ye — earthly strength 
To wrestle, though with spirits ; what ye take 
Shall be la'en limb by Umb. 

Sbirit. Reluctant mortal i 

Is (nis the Magian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make himself 
Almost our equal ?— Can It be that ihou 
Art thus in love with life? (he very life 
Which n«a<te thee wretched ? 

Man. Thou false fiend, thou liest I 

My life b in its last hour,— I know. 

Nor would redeem a moment of that hour; 

1 do not combat against death, but thee 
Ard thy surrounding angels : my ptst power 
Was purchased by no compact with thy crew, 
But ^ superior science — penance— daring — 
And length of watching— strength of mind- and 
skill 

In knowledge of our fathers- when the earth 
Saw men and spirits walking side by side. 

And gave ye no supremacy : I stand 
Upon my strength— 1 do defy— deny— 

Spurn back, and scorn ye t — 

S/irit. But thy many crimes 

Have made thee— 

Man. What are they to such as thee? 

Must crimes he punisli'd but by other crimes, 
And greater criminals?— Back to ihy hell I 
Thou hast no power upon me, that I feel ; 

TIiou never ^alt possess me, tket 1 know : 
What I have done Is done : I bear within 
A torture which couM nothing gain from thine : 
The rnind which is immortal makes Itself 
Requital for good or evil thoughts— 

Is its own origin of ill and end— 

Ami its own place and time— its innate sense, 
When stripp'd of this morlality, derives 
No colour from the flevting things without ; 

But is absorb’d In sufferance or in joy, 

Bom from the knowledge of its own desert. 
TAou didst not tempt me, and thou couldst not 
tempt me ; 

I have not been thy dupe, nor am thy prey— 
But was my own destroyer, and will m 
M y own hereafter.— Back, ye baffled fiends I 
The hand of death is on me— but not yours I 

i TM Dtmons atsttppear. 
e (hou an— thy lips are 

while— 

And thy breast licaves— and in thy gasping 
throat 

’fhe accents rattle— Give thy prayers to Hca* 
ven— 

Pray^klbeit Imi( In thought — but die not thus. 

A/an. 'Tb over— my dull eyes can fix thee not; 
But all thing; r.'vim around me, and the earth 
Heaves as it w^rc beneath me. Fare thee well— 
Give me thy hand. 

I Abbot. Cold— cold— even to tbe bi^t* . 
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But yet one prayer-^Alej! how fares it with (bee? 
Man. Old man I 'ti$ not $o difficult to die. 

[Manpked AT/im. 


Ahbot. He's gone — bis soul bath (a'en its 
earthless flight— 

Whither? I dread to think— but be is gone. 


MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICE: 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY. 


Ihf FIVE ACTS. 

t>HM luwkUut HOSACL 


PREFACE. 


The conspiracy of the Doge Marino FaUero is one of the most remarkable events in the annals 
of the most singular government, city, and people of modem history, It oecu^d In the yew 
iM. Everything about Venice Is. or was. extraordinary— her aspect Is like a dream, ana ne 
hlsioTv is liKe a romance, The story of this Do« is to be found m all her Chrtnicles, and 
larlicularly detailed in the * Lives of the Doges,' by Marin Sanuto, which is given in the Appenoi^ 
.t is simply and clearly related, and is pertiaps more dramatic in itself than any which can oe 
founded upon the sub|e<t, 




founded upon tne suo|C<t. 

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents and of courage. I find him commaiwc* 
In^chief of (he land forces at the siege of Zara, where he beat the king of Hungary i 

** . . . .... • . .V . ... A i .. , >1 


In-chlef Of (he land lorccs at tne siege oi cara, wnere ne om me nmg w Hungary and 
of eighty thousand men, killing eight thousand men. and keeping the besieged at the same i 
in check; an exploit to which I know none similar in history, exewt that of C«sw at 


' Muiie MMitiei III history, exc^t v> wi. I -• 
and of Prince’ Eugene at Belgrade. He was afterwards commander of the fleet in the sam 
war. He took Capo d'lstria. He was ambassador at Genoa and Rome.-^t ^t it 

received (he news of his eleeiion to the dukedom ; his absence being a proof ^be 

by no intrigue, since he was apprised of his predecessor's death and his J’IqM by 

same moment. But he appears to have been 0/ an ungovernable tem^ A si^* » ^ 
Sanuto. of his having, many yean before, when podesia and captain at .saddles 

of the bishop, who was somewhat tardy m bnnging (be Host. For this, honest he was 

him with a judgment,' as Thwackum did Square; but he does not tell us 
punished or rebuked by the Senate for this outrage at the time “fRoiae, 

Indeed, to have been afterwards at peace with the church, for we find him f »u" t. 

and invested with the fief of Val di Manno. in (be march of Treviso, and wth the ime oi 
by Lorenso Count-blshop of Ceneda. F^ these facts my »«*h<)n(ies are Sanuto, Veitor 

Andrea Navagero, and the account of the uege of Zara, tint publish^ by 1^ 

Abate Morelll, in bis •Monumenli Veneiiani di vjm Lettemtui^pnntcd Lauder. 

1 have looked over in the ©rigirul language. The modems, I^ru. Udiffusy; 

nearly agree with the ancient chroniclers, bismwdi aimbules the (Mt 

but I find this nowhere asserted by the DaiionaJ histonans. .V«ttor S«dl, md^. 

• Altri scrissero che . . . . dalla gelosa suspinon di tsso Doge siasi fatto 'aoris it 

con violensa,' &c. &c. : hut this appears to have been by no means the J^alire 

alluded iohy Sanuto. or by Navagero : and Sandi himself ad^. a rnz 

Venesiane memorie traspiri, che non i\ sola desideno di v«detta lo ^^^KSfndeftte ' 
anclie ^ttfn ^ Mi.^ Stejo 

motive appears to have 


e ambiaoD sua. per cui aneUva a fara pnna^ maepen^^^ ^ 

been exdted by the gross affront of the words who I 

on the du^ chair, and by the light and iMd^^c seni^M been directed 


on the ducal chair, and by the light and inadcq^c seni^ce of IheFwty on directed 

was one of their ‘tre CajM.* The attentions of S(«o lumsclf slightest 

t^aids one of her damieS^ and not the ‘ Dogaressa ' iXirber 

i^JSion appears, while ^he is praised for her beauty, and JS^J^toated by 

Ho I ^ it (onless the hint of Sandi be an assertion), that the Doge was acTa«« 
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iMiousy of huswife; bue rather by respect for her, and for bis own honour warranied hv hi« 
past services and present difniiy. ' * 

1 know not that ihe bUiorical (acts are alluded lo in English, unless by Dr Moore in bis View 
of Italy. His account is folse and flippant, full of stale jesis about oM men and vouhf wives 
and wondenng at so great an effect from so slight a cause. How so acute and severe an ©bser>eJ 
of manUmd as ihe author of ^luco could wonder at (his is inconceivable. He knew that a basin 
of water spiU on Mrs Masham's gown deprived the Duke of Marlborough of hU command and 
led to the mglorious peace of Uirecht-ihai Louis XIV. was plunged Into the most desolaiina 
wars, because his minister was ncliled at his finding fault with a window, and wished to rive 
him another occupation-Jhai Helen lost Troy-thal Lucrctia expelled the Tarquins from Rome 
^nd that Cava brought the Moots lo Spain— ihal an insulted hu»band led the Gauls lo Clusium 
and ihence to Rome-lhai a single verse of Frederick II. of Prussia on ihe Abb^ de Berais and 
a lest en Madame de Pompadour, led to the battle of Rosbach-ihat the elopemeni of Dear- 
bhorgil wuh Mac Mufchad conducted the English lo the skwety of Ireland— that .1 lirsonal 
pique between M ana Amomette and the Duke of Orleans precipitated the fixsi expuUion ^ ule 
Bourbon ^-and, not to multiply instances, that Coniniodus. Dominan, and Caligula fell viclims 
<ywtiny. but to prtvaie vengeance-awl that an order to make Cromivell dis- 
/MP wild have sailed to Ameticu destroyed boih King and 

Commonwealth. After th«e instances, on the least recollection, it is indeed extraordinary in 
Dr Moore to seem surprised that a man used to command, who had served and swayed in^ihe 
f**' shouldfiercely resent, in a fierce age. an unpunished affront, the grosswt 
l!lIl«?to^a?Mr h-i ' ^ ^ peasant. The age of faliero is little to the punSse. 

* Ta« nuA’k h U« UtAw «* 

/U4 U*4( w »idmfCt »n' 

Lnugicr^ wflections am more philosof^iical :-‘Tale fii il fine ignominioso di un’ uomo 

^ V*; “ dovevano tener lontano'dalk ^ioni w^^udricl dl 

grandi delilti. I suoi fa/ra/i per lungo tempo eserciuii ne* maggiori imp^hi la sS^Mchk 
^rimeniau ne governi e nellc ambasciate, gli avevano tcquisiaio la siitiuVla'fiduda 
dink cd avevano uniti i suffra^ per collocarlo alb testa della republka. Innalzaio id un ifrido 
Che tcrminava glonosamente U lua vjta. j| risenilmento di un‘ ngiuria leggie^ nshiuO nA 
cuem lal vcleno che basl6 a corrompere le amiche sue quaMiA.'e a comfurfo M 
scellcfalj ; sorio esempio. che prova vee tsurxi </j. ,, t 

place of torture, but there is no tncoiion made of any application for mercy ml hb mpI * anS Jhi 
very circumsiance of their ha^ng taken him to (l>e 4ck seems to argue an^ddnt b*?t his h?vmJ 

cumng of the penb which conducted them lo their violent dJfil >n- 

ImproBable. ^ he black veil which b pSnirf o«r?i ^ 

Doges, and the Glams' staircase where he wascrownerf Mwmo FMicro amongst the 

forcibly uiion my imagination ; as dki his fiery decapitated, struck 

search of Jus tomb more than once to the churdi San Giov^ni 1 9 in 

Inc before the monument of r.Lii. 21" « 5 « I was stand- 


.... ... .. .... — ... ....... «v«ucvijurcn .lan i.riovanni e S 

Ing before the monument of another famiiv • 
finer monuments than that.’ I told him that ^ 

particularly of the Doge Marinos- ‘ Oh ’ sSd'he” of.the kaJiero family, and 

Ihe QUUide, polnicd out a sarcophitfus in the wau'wiih coi^ucling me to 

had been in a convent adjoining KTwi « illegible msenption. He sai/ that it 

»DI .Icuaiion : lhai h« hid Mri dS. ro“b^iS « J'*"?'’ It”*- P™* 

remaining, but no positive vestige of tbedranStL?n • there were still some bones 

made mention in thVthird as< u ^fore i^huiS i. of which I have 

Other now obsolete warrior, although of a bier * ^lero, but of some 

prior to Marino ; Ordelafo in uSe a? ^ 

conquered .he Hone), and VI, a. P...e.o,’^'^4.^n^^-?oll!^ 
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was of the most illustrious in blood and wealth in (he dty of once the most wralthy “d 5“'^' *« 
mSt ancient families in Europe. The length I havejoue into on Ih.s subject w.» show ^e 
toteiest I have taken in it. Whether I have succeeded or not in the tragedy, I have at least 
transferred into our language an historical fact worthy of commemoration. -vauiined 

It is now four years that I have meditated this work ; and tofore I h^ sufficient y 
the records, 1 was rather disposed to have made it turn on a jealousy in Faliero. But, perceiving 
no foundation for this in historical truth, and aware that j^lousy is an ,'fbausted pas.on m ffie 
drama, I have given it a more historical form. was. bes.d« well advjsed by he Uie Matttew 
Lewis on that point, in talking with him of my inleniioii at VeniM in 1817- » "‘J,* ^0, 

h£ ‘recollect that you have to contend with established wrilcrs, to 
and an “illustJJi subject :^tick .0 the old liery Doge's ^hara^.e^w ch 

will hear vou out if DTOperly drawn : and make your plot as regular as you can. sir 
Dmmmon’d gave L^y^lhe same counsel. /How'f.r I have 'h^ i” 

whether they have availed me. is not for me to decide. I have had no view 
present state it U, perhaps, not a very exalted object of ambition ; besides. I 
behind the scene* to have thought it so at any tune. And I cannot conceive any rnan of irntW^ 
feeling putting himself at the mercies of an audience. The sneenng reader, ^ o, 

and tSe tart review, are scattered and distant caUmIties ; but of 

of an ignorant audience on a production which, be it good or b^, ha* ^ ieif^cotn- 
the writer, is a palpable and immediate gnevance, h^eighiened by a man s douW oHh ^ 
netency to judge, and his certainty of his own imprudence in electing them nis juag«. , 
Mpable of writing a play which could U deemed suge-worthy. o?e o^; the 

urCand failure great pain. It is for this reason that, even duiing ihe time of ^mg on ^ 
committee of one of the theatres. I ne>er made the mter^t and W^Uon The 

dramatic power somewhere, where Joanna BaiHie. and Milmac^ and Jol^n Wi son mis 
City 0/ tht Piagut and the Fait «/ Jtrutaitm are full of the I Hstfie fashion 

been Ken since ^Horace Walpole, except passage of Etliwald an<l De Montlcrt. ins M las 
lo underrate Horace Walpole- 5ra0y. becauK he w^ a nobleman ; and of the 

a gentleman ; but, to say nothing of the composition of Mother, a 

Castle a/ Otranto, he is the VUimut PomaHomm. xh.t author firsVrom»n« 

tragedy of the highc*i order, and not a puling love-play. He is the any hving 

and of the last tragedy in our language, and surely worthy of a higher place lhan y 

$p«Wng of the drama of hfarina Faliero. I forgW lo mention, f^j^ly^^whkh U^lhVrcprtaS^ 
thoughstin too remote, a nearer approach to unity ^ ^ rhe rtnspimcy as 

of the English theatrical compositions, permits, ha* induced rne to wpreKni i^ JaraiU, 
already formed, and the Doge acceding to it ; whereas, m fact, it ww 

and that of Israel Bertuccio. The other charwters (except tba historical, 

almost the time, which was wonderfully short for such a *‘fhe uniiy would 

except that all the coosuUations took place in i^palace- ^d .1 foMow^ ^ ^\,e con- 

have been better preKrved ; but I wished lo prodi^ the l^em Sf^^^e^ndividusls. 

spirators, instead of monotonously placing him always m dialogue with the so 
For the real facts, 1 refer to the Appendix. 
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Scene \.—An 


ACT I. 

Anfukam^ in tkt Dufdl 
Palace. 


Pietro ipt<iks, in entering, te Battista. 

Pie. Is not the messenger relum’d ? 
rial. Nol yet ; 

I have sent frequently, as you eomiiianded, 

But still the Signory is deep in counni. 

And long debate on Sieno’s accusation.* 

Pie. Too long— at least so thinks the Doge. 
Bat. Elow beors he 

These moments of suspense? 

Pie. With struggling patience 

placed at (he ducal table, cover d o'er 
With all (he apparel of the state : petitions. 
Despatches, judgmenis, acts, reprieves, reports. 
He sits as rapt in duty : but whene'er 
He hears the jarring of a distant door. 

Or aught that intimates a coming step. 

Or murmur of a voiee. his quick ^e wanders. 
And he will start up from his chair, then pause. 
And seat himself ajrain. and fia his gate 
Upon some edict : but 1 have obser^ 

For the last hour he has not turn'd a leaf. 

Dat. *Tis said he is much moved.— and doubt- 
less ’twas 

Foul scorn in Steno to offend so grossly. 

Pie. Ay. if a poor man : Sieno's a patrician. 
Young, gal Hard. gay. and haughty. 

Dat. Inan you think 

He will not be Judged hardly? 

Pie. *Twere enough 

He be judged justly ; but ’tis not for us 
To anticipate the sentence of the Forty. 

Bat. And here it comes.— What news, Vin 
censo? 

Enter Vxnexazo. 

Vin. Tis 

Decided ; but as yet his doom's unknown : 

\ saw the pre^dent in act to seal {ment 

The parchment which will bear the Forty's ]udg- 
Unto the Doge, and hasten to inform him. 

[,Extunf 

Sc CN E II.— The Duea I Ckamler. 
Marino Pai.ibiio. and Mj Nephew, 
Bertvccio Paliexo. 

Ber. P. It cannot be but they will do you 
Justice. 

Degt. Ay. such as the Avogadorif did. 

Who sent up my appeal unto the Forty 
To try him by liis pmrs. his own tribunal. 

Ber. P. Ills peers will scarce protect him 
such an act 

Would bring contempt on all authority. 

Degt. Know you not Venice? Know you not 
But we shall see anon. [the Forty? 


* Sm Afp«nd(x. Hot* A. 
f Ta* AvofoOon w*r* th* tS#** weAieian 
each* p«ft •rite Male 


Ber. F. [tfiifwriA/ViNCENZO, then entering\ 
How* now— What tidings ? 
Vin. I am charged to tell his highness that 
t>< court 

if as pass’d its resolution, and that, soon 
As tlM due forms of Judgment are gone through. 
The sentence will be sent up to the Doge ; 

the mean time the Forty doth salute 
The Prince of the Republic, and entreat 
His acceptation of (heir duty. 

£>ag<. Yes — 

They are wondrous dutiful, and ever humble. 
ISenience is pass’d, you s.ay? 

Vin. It is. your highness 

The president was sealing it. when I 
Was call’d in. that no moment might be lost 
’n forwarding the intimation due 
Not only to (he Chief of (he PepubUc. 

But (he complainant, both in one united. 

Ber. F. Are you aware, from aught you have 
Of their decision 7 [perceived, 

Vin. No. my lord : you know 

The secret custom of the courts hi Venice. 

Ber. F. True ; but there still is something 
given to guess [catch at ; 

Which a shrewd gleaner and quick eye would 
A whisper, or a murmur, or an air 
More or less solemn spread o er the tribunal. 
The Forty are but men— most worthy men. 

And wise, and just, and cautious— this 1 grant— 
And secret as the grave to which they doom 
The guilty : but with all this, in their aspects— 
At least in some, the juniors of (he number— 

A searching e^. an eye like yours. Vlncento. 
Would read tne sentence era it was pronounc^. 

Vin. My lord, I came away upon the moment, 
And had no leisure to take note of (hat [ing : 
Whkii pass’d among (he Judges, even in seem- 
My station near the accused loo, Michael Steno, 
Made me— [that. 

Dope [ahrnptry]. And how look'd he t deliver 
Vin. Calm, but not overcast, ho Stood resign’d 
To (he decree, whale* er it were :— but lo I 
I( comes, for the perusal of his highness. 

Enter the SECRETARY a/ the Party . 

See. The high tribunal of the Forty sends 
Health and respect to the Doge Faliero. 

Chief magistrate of Venice, and requests 
His highness to peruse and to approve 
The sentence pass’d on Michel bteno, bom 
Patrician, and arraign’d upon the charge 
Contain’d, together wiih its penalty. 

Within (he rescript which I now present. 

Da^. Retire, and wait without. Take thou 
this paper : 

{Exennt Secretary Vincenzo. 
I’be misty letters vanish from my eyes ; 

I cannol fix (hem. 

Ber. P. Patience, my dear uncle : 

Why do you tremble thus?— nay. doubt not. all 
Win be os could be wish'd. 

Dege. Say on. 

Ber. F. \readinr\ > Decreed 
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In council, without one dissenting voice, 

That Michel Steno. by hU own confession. 
Guilty on the last night of Carnival 
Of having graven on the ducal throne 
I'he following words—' 

Dog4. Wouldst thou repent them ? 

WouTdst thou repeal them— a Faliero, 
Harp on the deep dishonour of our house. 
Dishonour'd in its chief— that chief the prince 
Of Venice, first of cities? — To the sentence. 

Ber. F. Forgive me, my good lord : I will 
obww — 

I Roads.] 'That Michel Steno be detain'd a 

In close arrest.' [month 

Dofe. Proceed. 

Ber. F. My lord, 'tis finish'd. 

How say you ?— finish'd I Do I dream? 
— 'ils false — 

Give me the paper— tht uni 

rtadj]~~ * 'TIs decreed in council 

Thai Michel Steno—' Nephew, thine arm ! 

Bgr. F. Nay. 

Cheer up, be calm ; this transport is uncaJfd 
for— 

Lei me seek some assistance. 

Doj^. ^lop. ^r— stir not — 

Tis past. 

Ber. F. T cannot but agree with you 
The Kntenee U too slight for the oncnce— 

It is not honourable in the Forty 
To affi.t so slight a penalty as (hat 
Which was a foul affront to you. and even 
To them, as being your subjects ; but 'tis not 
Yet without remedy : you can appeal 
To them once more, or to the Avogadori. 

Who, seeing that true justice is withheld. 

Will now take up the cause they once declined. 
And do you right upon the bold deliiu^uent. 
Think you not thus, good uncle? why do you 
stand [me. 

So fix'd? You heed me not I pray you near 
Dogt {dashirt 0 down tht ducat boumet, and 
offg'taf totramPit uficu it, exclaims, 
eu hi is soHhkeid by his ncyhesa, }— 
Oh I that (he Saracen were in M Mark's 1 
Thus would I do him homage. 

Der. F. For the sake 

Of Heaven and all its saints, my lord — 

Dost. Away 

Oh, that the Genoese were in (he port I 
Oh, that the Huns whom I o'erthrew al Zara 
Were ranged around the palace 1 
Btr. F> Tis not well 

In Venice* Duke to say so. 

Doge. Venice* Duke 1 

Who now is Duke In Venice? let me see him, 
That be may do me right. 

Ber. P. If you forget 

Your office, and its dignity and duty. 
Remember that of man, and curb this passion, 
•rhe Duke of Venice — 

Dop \interrupling A/«]. 'There Is no such 

(Ding- 

It is » * ord— nay, worse— a worthless bv*word : 


'The most despised, wrong'd, outraged, helpless 
wretch. 

Who begs his oread, if 'tis refused by one. 

May wm it from another kinder heart : 

^i he. who is denied his right by those 
Whose place i( is to do no wrong. Is poorer 
Than the rejected beggar— he's a slave— 

And that am 1. and thou, and all our house. 
Even from this hour; (he meanest artisan 
Will point (he finger, and the haughty noble 
May $()U upon us where Is our redress? 

Ber. F. The law, my prince- 
Doge \iHterrupliag him]. You see what it has 
I ask'd no remedy Ihj( from (he law,— (done ; 
I sought no venge.ince but redress by law.> 
i call'd no judges lull those named by law,— 

.•\s sovereign, I apiwal'd imto my subjects, 

The very subjects who liad made me sovereign. 
And gave me thus a double right to be so. 

The rights of pl.ace and choice, of birth and 
service. 

Honours and years, these scars, these 
The travel, i«l. the jwrils, (he fatigues, [hairs, 
The blood and sweat of almost eignty years, 
VN'erc weigh'd i’ the balance 'gainst the foulest 
Slain, , 

The grossest insult, most contemoluous crime 
Of a rank, rash patrician— and found wanting i 
And this is (o be borne I 
Ber. F. I wy "©i •“ 

In case your fresh appeal should be rejected. 
We will find other means to make all even, , 
Doge. Appeal again I irl (hou my brothers 
son? 

A scion of (he house of Faliero? 

The nephew of a Doge ? and of (hat bl^ 
Which hath already given three dukes to ycmccr 
But ihou say' St well— we must be humble bo« * 
Ber. F. My princely uncle I you are too 
much mow;— . 

I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly 
Left without fitting punishment : but slUi 
This fury doth exceed the provocation. 

Or any provocation : if we are wrong d, 

We will ask justice ; if it be denied, 

We'll take it ; but may do all this in calmn^^ 
Deep Vengeance is the daughter ol oeep 
Silence. 

I have yet scarce a third part of your 
I love our house, I honour you, its Micr, 

The gu.irdian of my youth, and iis instiy^^ 
But (hough I understand your gnef, and coict 
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me 
To see your anger, like our Adrian 
O'ersweep all bounds, and foam Itself io^- 
Dap. 1 teU thee-«ttif I tell ihee-wbat thy 

WouM^lwve required no words to cornprtl^d ? 

Hast thou no feeling save the external $en« 

Of torture from the torch ? hast thou y 

No pride— no passion— no deep sense of hWJtf 

Ber. F. 'Tisrtrfirst time that honour has 
been doubled, . 

And were the last, from any other sceptic. 
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D^gt. You know the fuU offeace of (his bora 
villain. 

This creeping:, covtard. rank, acquitted feloo, 
Who threw his sting into a poisonous libel. 

And on the honour of— Oh God 1— my ^sife. 

The nearest, denxest part of all men’s honour. 
l.«ft a base slur to pass from mouth to mouth 
Of loose mechanics, with all coarse foul com- 
ments. 

And villa nous jests, and blasphemies obscene : 
While sneering nobles, in more polish’d guise, 
Whisper'd the tale, and smiled upon the lie 
Which made me look like them— a courteous 
wiitol. 

Patient— av. proud, it may be. of dis^^nour. 

Btr.F. still it Nv as a lie— you knew it false, 

And so did all men. 

Dogt. Nephew, the hi('h Roman 

Said, * Caesar’s wife must not e>'en be sus- 
pected,’ 

And put her from him. 

Dtr. F. Trufr— but in those days— 

D^ge. What is it that a Roman would not 
suffer. 

I'hat a Venetian prince must bear ? old Dandolo 
Kefused the diadem of all the Caesars, 

And wore the ducal cap 1 trample on, 

Because ’lis now degraded. 

B<r. F. Tis even so- 

D^t. It is — it Is 1 did not visit on 
1 he innocent creature thus most vllelv slander'd 
liccause she took an old man for her Joed. 

For that he had been long her father’s friend 
And patron of her house, as if there were 
No love in woman’s heart but lust of vonth 
And beardless faces 1 did not for (Kls 
Visit the villain’s infamy on her. 

But craved my country’s lusiice on his head. 
The justice due unto itie humblest being 
Who beth a wife whose faith b sweet to him. 
Who hath a home whose hearth b dear to him. 
Who hath a name whose honour’s all lo him, 
When these are tainted by the aecursing breath 
Of cidumny and scorn. 

Bir. F. And what redress 

Did you expect as hb At punishment 7 
D^t«. Death I Was I not the sovereign of the 
State- 

Insulted on his very throne, and made 
A mockery to the men who should obey me? 
Was I not injured as a husband ? scorn'd 
As man? reviled, degreed, as a prince? 

Was not offence Uke hb a complication 
Of insult and of treason?— and he Uvea I 
Had be. instead of on the Doge’s (htoiie. 
Stamp’d the same brand upon a peasant’s stool, 
lib blood had gUt the threshold, for the carle 
>{ad siabh’d him on the instant. 

Ser. F. ^ (lot doubt U 

He shall not live till sunset— leave lo me 
The means, and calm yourself. 

Dfigt. Hold, nephew : the 

Would have sufficed but yesterday ; at present 
1 have no further wrath against tnu man. 


Bfr. F, What mean you ? b not the offence 
redoubled 

By (hb most rank— I will not say— acquittal i 
For it is w orse, being full acknowledgment 
Of the offence, and leaving it un punish’d ? 

It is r4d9uhtt4, but not now by him 
The Forty hath decreed a month’s arrest— 

We must obey the Forty. 

Der. F. Obey them / 

\\'ho hav*e forgot (heir duly (o the sovereign ? 
D^gf- \\'hy yes :— boy, you perceive it then 
at last? 

Whether as fel)ow*citiscn who sues 
For justice, or as sos’ereign who commands it, 
They have defrauded me of both my rights 
For here the sovereign is a ciilzenl ; 

But. notwithstanding, harm not thou a hair 
Of Steno’s hend— be shall not wear It long. 

Btr~ F. Not ixv^ls«e hours longer, had yoti 
left (o me [me. 

'The mode and means : if you had calmly heanl 
I never meant this miscreant should escape. 

But wbh’dyou to repress such gusis of passion, 
That we more surely might devise together 
Hb taking off. 

09gt. No, nephew, he must live 

At least, just now— a life so vile as hb 
Were nothing at this hour : In th’ olden time 
Some sacrifices ask’d a single victim. 

Great ei^iations had a hecatomb. [fain 

B<r. F. Your wishes are my law : end yet 1 
Would prove to you how near unto my heart 
The honour of our house must ever be. 

D^gt. Fear not \ you shall have time and 
|Aace of proof : 

But be not thou too rash, as I have been. 

I am ashamed of my own anger now ; 

I pray you. pardon me. 

Btr. F. Why, that's my uncle I 

The leader and the statesman, and the chief 
Of commonwealths, and sovereign of himself 1 
I wonder’d to perceive you so forget 
All prudence In your fury at these years. 
Although the cause— 

0«g€. Ay. think upon the cause— 

Forget it not When you lie down to rest, 

Let it be black among your dreams : and when 
The mom returns, so let it stand between 
The sun and you. as an Ill-omen ’d cloud 
Upon a summer day of festival : 

So will it stand lo me;— but speak not, stir 
not,— 

Leave all to me— we shall have much to do, 
And you shall have a parL— But now retire, 

’Tb At i were alone. 

Btr. F. [lakinjf uf and plating the dutal 
hanntt an tkt (a$le.\ Ere I depart, 

Ipray you to resume what you have spurn’d, 
Till you can change it haply for a crown. 

And now I take my leave, (inploring you 
In all things to rely upon my duty 
I As doth become your near and faithful kinsman, 

' And not lees I<>>m 1 citiseo and subject. 

lExii Bkitucoio Falieko. 
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Dogt [s/)iuj]. Adieu, my worthy nephew.— 
Hollow bauble 1 

[ Taking up the ducal cap. 
Beset with all (he thorns that line a crown, 
Without investing the insulted brow 
With the all-sway iug majesty of kings ; 

Thou idle, gilded » and degraded toy. 

Let me resume thee as 1 would a vizor. 

yFuti it on. 

How my brain aches beneath thee ! and my 
temples 

Throb feverish under thy dishonest weight. 
Could I not turn thee to a diadem? 

Could 1 not shatter the Briarean sceptre 
Which in this hundred -handed senate rules. 
Making the people nothing, and the prince 
A pageant ? In my life 1 have achieved 
Tasks not less difficult— achieved for them, 
Who thus repay me!— Can 1 not requite them ? 
Oh for one year ! Oh ! but for even a day 
Of my full youth, while yet my body served 
My soul as serves (he generous steed bis lord. 

I would have dash'd amongst them, asking few 
In aid to overthrow these swoln patricians ; 

But now I must look round for other hands 
To serve this hoary head but it shall plan 
In such a sort as will not leave (he task 
Herculean, though os yet 'lis but a chaos 
Of darkly brooding thoughts t my facMy is 
In ber first work, more nearly to the light 
Holding (he sleeping images of things 
For the selection of me pausing judgment.*^ 
The troops are few in 

Enter ViHCeNZO. 

yin. There is one without 

Craves audience of your highness. 

^ I'm unwell— 

I can see no one, not even a paiKcian— 

Let him refer bis business to the council. 

Vin. My lord. 1 will deliver your reply \ 

It cannot much import — he’s a plebeian, 

The master of a galley. I believe. [ley ? 

Doge. How i did you say (he patron of a gal' 
That is— I mean— a servant of the State : 
Admit him, he may be on public service. 

VttrcEKZO. 

Doge [solus]. This patron may be sounded ; 
1 will try him. 

I know the people to be discontented : 

They have cause, since Sapienza’s adverse day. 
When Genoa conquer'd : they have further cause. 
5>ince they are nothing in the slate, and »o 
The city worse than nothing — mere machines. 
To serve the nobles’ most patrician pleasure. 
The troops have long arrears of pay. oft 
promised. 

And murmur deeply — any hope of change 
Will draw them forward ; they shall pay them- 
selves 

With plunder :— but the priests — I doubt the 
priesthood 

Will not be with us ; they have hated me 


Since that rash hour. when, madden'd with the 
drone.* 

I smote the tardy bishop at Treviso. 
Quickening his holy march ; yet, ne’ertheless. 
They may be won, at least their chief at Rome, 
By some well-tim^ concesuons ; but. above 
All things. I must be speedy : at my hour 
Of twilight, little light of life remains. 

Could 1 free Venice, and avenge my wrongs, 

I had lived loo long, and willingly would sleep 
Next moment with my sires ; and, wanting this, 
Better that sixty of my fourscore years 
Hadbeenalready where— how soon. I care not — 
The whole must be extinguish'd- better that 
They ne’er had been, than drag me on to be 
The thing these arch-oppressors fain would 
make me. 

me CMisider— of efficient troops 
There are three thousand posted at 

Enter Vincenzo aud Israel Bertuccio. 
Vin. May it please 

Your highness, the same patron whom I spake oi 
Is here to crave your patience. 

XV/<. Leave the chamber, 

VineJnto— [E^ii Vincenzo. 

Sir, you may advance— what would you t 
/. Bor. kedress. 

Dore. Of whom ? _ 

/. Ber. Of God and of the Doge. 

D^e. Alas I my friend, you seek it of the 
Of least respect and interest in Venice. 

You must aMress the council. 

y 'Twereinvtin, 

For he who Injured me fs one of them. 

Doge. There's blood upon thy face-bwt' 
came it there? ^ . . 

/. Ber. 'TIs mine, and not the fits! I ve sheet 

for Venice. 

But the first shed by a Venetian hand : 

A noble smote me. 

Dofe. Doth he live? 

/. Ber. Net ong- 

But for the hope 1 had and have, that you. 

My prince, yourself a soldier, will redr^ , 
Him, whom the laws of discioUne and Venice 
f^rmit not 10 protect himself ;-“if not^ 

I say no more. , . 

Doge. But something you would do— 

Is it not so? 

/. Ber. I am a man, my brd. 

A ^"'"'Hru caird so 5 

Nay, more, a noble one-at least, in Veoi* i 
But since he hath forgotten that I am 
And treats me like a brute, the brute may turn 
’TIs said the worm will . , 

Doge. Say— his name and lineage e 

/. Ber. Barbaro. . > 

Dosn. What was the cause ? or the pretw 
/.%r. I am the chief of Ibe 
At present id repairing certain gall^s 


• AeakMtaaltMl 


Sec suite Saul»^ 
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But roughly us«d by (he C«noese last year. 
This morning comes the noble Barbaro 
Full of reproof because our artisans 
Had \t(t some frivolous order of his house. 

To execute the stale's decree : I dared 
To justify the men— he raised hU hand 
Behold my blood t the first time it e'er flow'd 
Dishonourably. 

Dogt. Have you long lime served? 

/. Bfr. So long as to remem^ 2ara*s siege. 
And fight beneath (he chief who beat (he Huns 
there, 

Sometime my general, now the Doge Faliero. — 
Dffge. How ! are we comrades? the state's 
ducal robu 

Sit Tit\ ly on me. and you were appointed 
Chief of the arsenal ere 1 came from Rome : 

So that I recognised you not. Who pl.tced 
you? (command 

/. Btr. The late Doge ; keepli^ still my old 
As patron of a galley : my new ofnee 
Was given as the reward of certain scars 




Hide thought his bounty would conduci me 
To his successor as a helpless plain (iff ; 

At least. In such a cause. 

£>c/r. Are you much hurt ? 

/. Bfr. Irreparably in my selt*es(cem. 

D^i. Speak out : fear nothing: being stung 
at heart. (m.anr 

What would you do to be revenged on (hb 
/. Btr. Thai which I dare not name, and yet 
will do. 

Dn/c. Then wherefore came you here ? 

/. Btr. I come for justice. 

Because my general is Doge, and will not 
See his old soldier trampled on. Had any. 
Save Faliero. fill’d the ducal throne. 

This blood had been wash'd out in other blood, 
Dc^. You coiue to me for Justice— unto etc / 
The Doge of Venice, and 1 cannot give it ; 

I cannot even obtain It— ’(was denied 
To me most solemnly an hour ago 1 
/. Btr. How says your highness? 

Bteno is condemn'd 


Steno Is condemn'd 

To a month’s confinement. 

/. Ber. What I the same who dared 

To stain the ducal throne with those foul words. 
That have cried shame lo every ear In Venice ? 
D9g4. Ay. doubileas, they have echo'd o’er 
(he arsenal. 

Keeping due time with every hammer's clink 
As a goM jest to Jolly artisans 
Or making chorus to the creaking oar. 

In (he vile (une of every galley-slave, 

Who, as he sung the merry stave, exulted 
He was not a shamed dotard Like the Doge. 

/. Ber. I s' I posable? a month’s imprison- 
No more for Steno ? \j^x\ 

Dege. You have heard the <menca» 

And now you know bis punishment ; and (hen 
You ask redress of / Go to the Forty. 

Who pass’d (he sentence upon Michel Steno « 
litey'U do as much by Barbaxo. no doubC 


/. Ber. Ah! dared I speak my feelings! 
Dege. Give (hem breath. 

Mine have no further outrage to endure. 

I. Ber. Then in a word, it rests but on your 
To punish and avenge— I will not say (word 
.4// petty wrong, for what is a mere blow. 
However vile, lo such a thing as I am ?— 

But (he base in<iil( done your slate and person. 
Dege. You overrate my power, which is a 
pige.ifti. [robes 

This cap is not the monarch’s crown; these 
Might move compassion, like a beggar’s rags ; 
N'ay, more, a beggar’s are Ills own. and these 
But lent lo (he poor puppet, who must play 
Its piirt with all its empire in this ermine. 

/. Ber. Wouldsi thou l>e king ? 

Oege. Yes— of a h.appy peopl»». 

/. Ber. Would St thou be sovereign lord of 
Venice? 

Dege. Ay, 

If that the people shared (hat sovereignly, 

So that nor ihey nor I were further slaves 
To this oVrgfown arislocmiic Hydra. 

The poisonous heads of whose envenom'd body 
Have breathed a pestilence upon us nil. 

/ Her. Yet. thou wasl born, and still hast 
lived, patrician. 

Dege. In evil hour was I so born ; my birth 
Hath made me Doge to be Insulted : but 
I lived and toil'd a soldier and a servant 
Of Venice and her people, not the senate : 

Their good and my own honour were my 
guerdon. [conquer'd ; 

I have fought and bled ; commanded, ay. and 
Have made and marr’d peace oft In embassies. 
As It might chance to be our country's 'vantage ; 
Have traversed land and sea In constant duty. 
Through almost sixty years, and still for Venice, 
My fainera' and my birthplace, whose dear spire 
Rising at distance o'er the blue Lagoon, 
l( was reward enough for me to view 
Once more ; but not for any knot of men, 

Nor sect, nor faction, did 1 bleed or sweat I 
But would you know why \ have done all this? 
Ask of the bleeding pelican why she 
Hath ripp’d her bcocm ? i4ad the Mrd a voice, 
She'd (ell thee '(was for aU her little ones. 

/. Ber. And yet they made thee duke. 

Doge. They made me SO ; 

I sought it not. the flattering fetters met me 
Returning from my Roman embassy 
And never having hitherto refused 
Toil, charge, or duty for the state. I did not. 

At these lale years, decline what was the highest 
Of all In seeming, but of all most base 
In what we have to do and to endure : 

Bear witness for me thou, my injured subject, 
When I can ndiher right myself nor thee, 
y. Ber. You shall do both, if you possess the 
will ; 

And many thousands more not less oppress'd. 
Who wait but for a signal— will you give it ? 
Date. You speak in riddles. 

/. tier. Which shall SOOD be read 
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At peri) of my life, if you dUdain not 
To lend a patient ear. 

Doge. Say on. 

/. Ber. Not thou. 

Nor I alone, are injured and abused. 
Contemn'd and trampled on ; but Che whole 
people 

Groan with the strong conception of their 
wrongs : 

The foreign soldiers in the senate’s pay 
Are discontented for their long arrears \ 

The native mariners, and civic troops. 

Feel with their friends ; for who Is he amongst 
them [sisters. 

Whose brethren, parents, children, wives, or 
Have not partook oppression, or pollution. 
From the patricians? And ihe hopeless war 
Against the Genoese, which is still maintain’d 
With Ihe plebeian blood, and treasure wrung 
From their hard earnings, has inflamed them 
further : 

Even now— but. \ forget that speaking thus. 
Perhaps 1 pass the sentence of iny death 1 
Doge- And suffering what Chou hast done— 
Kar st thou death? 

Qe silent then, and live on, to be beaten 
Hy those for whom thou hast bled. 

/. Ber. No. I wilt speak 

At every hazard ; and if Venice’ E^ge 
Should turn delator, be (he shame on him. 

And sorrow too ; for he will lose far more 
Than I. 

Doge. From me fear nothing ; out w ith it \ 

A Ber. Know then, (hat there are met and 
sworn in secret 

A band of brethren, valiant hearts and (rue ; 
Men who have proved all fortunes, and have 
long 

Grieved over that of Venice, and have right 
I'o do so ; having 5er%’ed her in all climes. 

And having rescued her from foreign foes. 
Would do the same from those w *kin her walls. 
They are not numerous, nor yet .00 few 
For their great purpose ; (hey have arms, and 
means, [courage. 

And hearts, and hopes, and faith, and patient 
Doge. For what then do they pause? 

A Ber. An hour (o strike. 

Dogo\i!si4e\ Saint Mark’s shall strike that 
hour I • 

A Ber. I now have placed 

My life, my honour, all my earthly hopes 
Within thy power, but in the firm belief 
That injuries like ours, sprung from oi« cause. 
Will generate one s'engeance : should it be so. 
Be our chief now— our sovereign hereafter. 
Doge. How many are ye 7 
/. Ber. TD not answer that 

Till I am answer’d. 

Doge. How, sir ! do you menace ? 


* Tbc b«Usors«n l4«K0WR«eev«rniac bai br order of 
ihe Doee. one of (he preteete to riafinc Ous eUrn wee (• 
liavc been ee laneuiveeBcat of the oppe iince o* e O e n new 
^ct«f Ihe 


A Brr. No ; 1 affirm, I have betray’d my* 
But (here’s no torture in the mystic wells [self ; 
Which undermine your palace, nor in those 
Not less appalling cells, the ’ leaden roofs,' 

To force a single name from me of others. 

The Pozzi and the Piombi were in vain ; 

They might wring blood from me. but treachery 
never. , 

And I would pass the fearful ' Bridge of Sighs.* 
Joyous that mine must be the last that e’er 
Would echo o’er the Stygian w'ave which flows 
Between the murderers and the murder’d, 
washing 

The prison and (he palace walls : there are 
Those who would lis'C to think on’t, and avenge 
me. [com 2 here 

Doge. If such your power and purpose, why 
To sue for jusiicc, being in the course 
To do yourself due right ? 

A Ber. Because the man. 

Who claims protection from auilioriiy. 

Showing his confidence and his submission 
To that authority, can hardly be 
Suspected of combining (o desiroy it. 

Had 1 sate down loo humbly with this blow, 

A moody brow and mutter’d threats had made 
A mark'd man io ihe Forty’s inquisition ; [me 
But loud complaint, however angrily 
It shapes iu phrase, is little to be fear’d. 

And less distrusted, But , besides alt this, 

I had another reason. 

Dege. VVliat was that ? 

/. Ber. Some rumours (hat the Doge was 
greatly moved 

By tlw reference of the Avogadori 
Of Michel Steno’s sentence 10 the Forty 
Had reach’d me. 1 had served you, honour'd 
you, 

And felt that you were dangerously insulted. 
Being of an order of such spirits, as 
Require tenfold both good and evil : ’twas 
My wish to prove and urge you to redress. 

Now you know alt ; and that 1 speak (he (ruth. 
My peril be the proof. 

Dv/r. You have deeply ventured ; 

But all must do so who would greatly win : 

Thus far ru answer you— your secret’s safe. 

A Ber. And is this all? 

Doge. Unless with all intrusted. 

What would you have me answer 7 
/. Ber. I would have you 

Trust him who leaves his life in (rust with you. 
Doge. But 1 must know your plan, your 
names, and numbers; 

The last may (hen be doubled, and the former 
Matured and strengthen’d. 

A Ber. We're Boougb already * 

You are the sole ally we covet now. 

Doge. But bring me to (be koowlcdge of your 
chiefs. 

A Ber. ‘That shall be done upon your formal 
pledge 

To keep the faith that v e wfll pledge to you. 
Doge. When? where? 
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l.Ber. This night rUbriog to your apart* 
ra«nt 

Two of the principals : a greater number 
Were hazardous. 

Doge. Stay. 1 must think of this. — 

What if I were to trust myself amongst you. 
And leave (he palace? 

A Ber. You must come alone. 

With but my nephew. 

A B<r. Not were he your son. 

Doge Wretch ! darest thou name my son ? 
He died in arms 

At Sapienza for this faithless state. 

Oh ! that he were alive, and 1 in ashes I 
Or thit he were alive ere 1 be ashes ! 

I rhould not need the dubious aid of strangers. 
/. I/er. Not one of all those strangers whom 
thou doubiest. 

riut will regard thee with a hlial feeling. 

Su that thou keep’st a fathers faith with them. 
Doge. The <Ke is cast. Where is the place of 
meeting? (mask'd 

A Ber. At midnight I will be alone and 
Where'er your highness pleases to direct me, 
To wait your coming, and conduct you where 
You shall receive our homage, and pronounce 
Upon our project. 

Doge. At what hour arises 

The moon 7 (artd dusky. 

A Ber. Late, but the atmosphere is thick 
'Tls a sirocco. 

Doge, At the midnight hour, (ben, 

Near to the church where my sires ; the 
same, 

'Twin*named from the apostlesjohn and Paul ; 

A gondola,* with one oar only, will 

l.urk in the narrow channel which glides by. 

Ue there. 

A Ber. 1 will not fall. 

Dom. And now retire 

A Ber. In the full hope your highness will 
not falter 

In your great purpose. Prince. I rake my leave. 

ISKAKU BbRTUCCIO. 
Doge, [Wwi.] At midnight, by the church 
Saints John and l^aul, 

Where sleep my noble fathers, I repair— 

To what ? to hold a council in the dark 
With common ruffians leagued to ruin states I 
And will not my grc.it sires leap from the vault. 
Where lie two doges who preceded me. 

And pluek me down amortgst them ? Would 
they could I 

For t should rest in honour with the honour’d. 
Alas 1 1 must not think of them, but those 
Who have rnade me thus unworthy of a name 
Noble and brave as nught of consular 
On Roman marbles ; but I will redeem it 
Back to Us antique lustre in our annals, 

By sweet revenge on all that’s base in Venice. 

* AGooeoUUDoiUcaeenimlwt.b«c bumdvnvMi 
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And freedom to the rest, or leave it black 
To all the growing calumnies of times. 
WTilch never spare the fame of him who fails, 
But try the Csesar. or the Catiline. 

By the true touchstone of desert— success. 


ACT II. 

ScF.NB I. — Am Af'artment in the Ducal 
Puittfe. 

Ahg lOLi s* A {wife of the Doc £) and Maria nn a . 
A Mg. \V*hat was the Doge’s answer? 

Mar. That he was 

That moment summon’d to a conference ; 

But 'tis by this time ended. J perceived 
.Vot long ago the senators enili.irking ; 

And the last gondola may now' l>e seen 
Glkling into tlie throng of barks which stud 
The glittering waters. 

Ang. Would he were return’d I 

He has beert much disquieted of late . 

And time, which has not tamed his fiery spirit, 
Nor yet enfeebled even his mortal frame. 

Whietk seems to be more nourish'd by a soul 
So quick and restless that it would consume 
Less hfkrdy clay— 1 ime has but little power 
On his resent men I $ or his griefs. Unlike 
To other spirits of his order, who. 

In the first burst of passion, pour away 
Their wrath or sorrow, all things wear in him 
An aspect of eternity : his thoughts. 

His feelings, passions, good or evil, all 
Have nothing of old age ; and his bold hrow 
Bears but the scars of mind, the thoughts of 
years. 

Not their decrepitude : and he of late 
Has been more agitated than his wont. 

Would he were come ! for I alone have power 
Upon his troubled spirit. 

Mar. Jl is (nie, 

His highness has of late been greatly moved 
By the affront of Steno, and with cause : 

But the offender doubtless even now 
Is doom'd to expiate his msh insult w ith 
buch chastisement as will enforce respect 
1 o female virtue, and to noble blood; 

Ang. Twas a gross Insult ; but I heed it not 
For the rash scorner s falsehood in iUclf, 

SVJ. effect, the deadly deep impression - 
Which it has made upon Faliero's soul. 

The proud, the fiery, the austere— austere 
To all save me ; I tremble when I ihlnk 
To what it (nay conduct. 

Mar. Assuredly 

1 he Doge cannot suspect you ? 

. . Suspect met 

Why breno dared not : when he scraw l'd his lie, 
Groi^llmg by stealth in the moon's glimmering 

Hb ovm stiU conscience smote him for the act. 

upoti bu coward calumny. 
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Ktar. Twre fit 

I It should be punish'd grievously. 

A ng. He is so. 

Mar. What I is the sentence pass'd ? is he 
condemn'd ? 

Ang. I know not that, but be has been de> 
tected. [scorn? 

Mar. And deem you this enough for such foul 
Ang. I would not be a judge in my own cause. 
Nor do 1 know what sense of punishment 
May reach the soul of ribalds such as Steno : 

But if his insults sink no deeper in 
The minds of the inquisitors than they 
Have ruffled mine, he will, for all acquittance, 
Be left to his own shamelessness or shame. 

Mar. Some sacrifice is due to slander’d virtue. 
Ang. Why, what Is virtue if it needs a vieiim ? 
Or it it must depend upon men's words? 

The dying Roman said, ’ 't was but a name : ' 

It were indeed no more, if human breath 
Could make or mar it. 

Mar. Yet full many a dame, 

Stainless and faithful, would feel all tlie wrong 
Of such a slander ; and less rigid ladies. 

Such as abound In Venice, would be loud 
And all-inexorable in their cry 
For justice. 

Ang, This but proves It Is the name 
And not the quality they prise : the fint 
Have found it a hard task to hold their honour. 
If they require It to be blason'd forth : 

And i1)ose who have not kept it, seek its seeming 
As they would look out for an ornament 
Of whfch they feel (he want, but not because 
They think 't so : they live in othert’ thoughts. 
And would seem honest as they must seem fair. 
Mar. You have strange thoughts for a patri- 
cian dame. 

Ang. And yet they were my father’s ; with his 
The sole inheritance he left. [name, 

Mar. You want none ; 

Wife to a prince, the chief of the Republic. 
Ang. I should have sought none though a 
peasant's bride. 

But feel not less the love and ^titude 
Due to my father, who bestow’d my hand 
Upon his early, tried, and trusted friend, 

The Count Val dl Marino, now our Doge. 

Mar. And with that band did be bestow your 
heart? 

An/. He did so, or it had not been bestow d. 
Mar. Yet this strange disproportion in your 
years. 

And, let me add, disparity of tempers, 

Might make (he world doubt whether such an 
union 

Could make you wisely, permanently happy. 
Ang. The world will think with worldlings; 
but my heart 

Has still been in my duties, which are many. 
But never difficult. , . . 

Mar. And do you love him ? 

Ang. I love all noble qualities which merit 
Love, and I love my father, who fi»t uug hi ir t 


To single out what we should love in others. 
And to subdue all tendency to lend 
The best and purest feelings of our nature 
To baser passions. He b«tow*d my hand 
Upon Faliero : he had known him noble. 
Brave, generous ; rich in all the qualities 
Of soldier, ciiiren, and friend ; in all 
Such have I found him as my father said. 

His faults are those that dwell in the high 
bosoms 

Of men who have commanded : too much pride, 

And (he deep passions fiercely foster’d by 

The uses of patricians, and a life 

Spent in the storms of state and war; and also 

From the quick sense of honour, which becomes 

A duty to a terrain sign, a vice 

When oveistrain'd. and this 1 fear in him. 

And then he has been rash from his youth 
upwards. 

Yet temper’d by redeeming nobleness 
In such sort, that the wariest of republics 
Has lavish'd all its chief employs upon him, 
From his first fight to his last embassy. 

From which on his return the dukedom met him. 

A/ar. But previous to this marriage, had your 
Ne’er beat for any of the noble youth, [heart 
Such as in years had been more meet to match 
Beauty like youre ? or since have you ne’er seen 
One, who, if your fair hand were still to give, 
Might now pretend to Loredano’s daughter? 

Ang. I answer’d your first question when I 
I married. [said 

Mar. And the second ? 

Ang. Needs no answer. 

Mar. T pray you pardon, if 1 have offended. 
Ang. t feel no wrath, but some surprise: I 
knew not 

That wedded bosoms could permit themselves 
To ponder upon what they naui might choose, 
Or aught save their past choice. 

Mar. 'Tis their past choice 

That fiu too often makes them deem they would 
Now choose more wisely, could they cancel It. 
Ang. U mty bt sc. I knew not of such 
thoughts. 

A/ar. Here comes the Doge — shall I retire? 
Ang. It may 

Be belter you should quit me ; he seems wrapt 
In thought. — How pensively he takes his way I 

[EM/ MAKIAKHA. 

Entrr the DOGB and PjetxO. 

Dag/ [mf/jtng]. There is a certain Philip 
Calendaro 

Now in the Arsenal who holds command 
Of Mghty men, and has great influence 
Besides on all the spirits of bis comrades : 

This man, I hear, 1$ bold and popular, 

Sudden and daring, and yet secret ; it would 
Be well that be were won : I needs must hope 
That Israel ^rtuccio has secured him, 

But fain would be — - 

J>it. My lord, pray pardon me 

For breaking in upon your m^udon i 
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The Senator, Bertuccio your kinsmao, Alon^ the depth beneath, and ne'er feel dizzy. 

Charfed me to follow and inquire your pleasure Were Genoa's galleys riding in the port, 

To fix an hour when he may speak with you. Were civil fury raging in St Mark s, 

At sunset. — Suy a moment— let me You are not to be wrought on, but would fall, 
Say in the second hour of night. (see— As you have risen, with an unalter'd brow— 

[Exit Pl&TAO. Your feelings now are of a different kind : 


Anf. My lord I 

Do^g. My dearest child, forgive me— why delay 
So long approaching me ?— 1 saw you not. 

You were absorb'd in thought, and be 
who now 


Something has stung your pride, not patriotism, 
Da.fz. Pride! AngloUna? Alas! none Is left 
me 

A MX. Yes— the same sin that overthrew the 
And of all sins most easily besets (angeis, 


Has parie<l from you might have words of weight Mortals the nearest to the angelic nature : 

To b^r you from the senate. The vile are only vain ; the great are pro\id. 

£>o£t. From the senate ^ D^x<’ 1 pride of honour, of jvur 


Dogi. From the senate ^ 

Ang. I would not interrupt him in his duty 
And theirs. 

Dogt. The senate’s duty \ you mistake ; 
*1'U we who owe all service to the senate. 


honour. 

Deep at my heart— But let us change the theme. 
A Mg. Ah no !— As 1 hav’e ever shared your 


Am^. Ah no !— As 1 hav’e ever shared yo 
kindness 

Ang. I thought the Duke had held command In all things else, let me not be shut out 
in Venice. (be jocund. From your distress : were it of public import. 

Dagt. He shall — But let that pass. We w’ill You know 1 never sought, would never seek 
How fares it with you 7 have you been abroad? To win a word front you ; but feeling now 
The day is overcast, but the calm wave 


Favours the gondolier s light skimming oar ; 

Or have you held a levee of your fnends? 

Or has your music made you solitary? 

Say- is there aught that you would will within 
The little sway now left ine Duke? or aught 
Of fitting splendour, or of honest pleasure. 
Social or lonely, that would glad your heart. 
To compensate for many a dull hour, wasted 
On an old man oft movM with many cares ? 
Speak, and 'lisdone. 

Ang. You're ever bind to me 

I have nothing to desire, or io request, 

Except to see you oftenerand calmer. 

Dogt. Calmer? 


Your grief is private, it belongs to me 
To lighten or divide it. Since the day 
When foolish Sieno's ribaldry detected 
Unfix'd your quiet, you are greatly changed. 
And 1 would soothe you back to what you were. 
D9ge. To what 1 wasl'^have you heard Ste no's 
A Mg. No, (sentence? 

D^gt. A month’s arrest. 

Ang. Is it not enough ? 

Dngt. Enough I— yes, for a drunken galley 

slave, (master : 

Who. stung by stripes, may murmur at his 
But not for a delil>erate. false, cool villain, 

Who stains a lady’s and a prince’s honour 
Even oit the throne of Ills authority. [vlclioct 

Ang. There seems to me enough in the con* 


Ang. Ay, calmer, my good lord. — Ah, why Ang. There seems to me enough 
Do you still keep apart, and walk alone. Of a patrician guilty of a falsehood : 

And let such strong emotions stamp your brow. All other puni^ment were light unli 


As not betraying their full import, yet 
Disclose too much ? 


All other pumshmei 
Hb loss of honour. 
D^. 


t were light unto 

Such men have no honour ; 


D^gt. Disclose too much 1— of what 7 

What is there to disclose? 

Ang. A heart so ill 

At ease. 

'Tis nothing, child. — But in the stale 
You know what dai^ cares oppr^s all those 
Who govern this precarious commonw'calth ; 

Now suficring from the Genoese without, [m 
And malcontents within— 'tis this which ma^c 
More pen^ve and less tranquil than my wont. 

Ang. Yet this existed long before, and never 
Till in these late days did I see you thus. 

Forgive me : there Is something at your heart 
More than the mere discharge of public duti» 

Which long use and a talent like to yours 
Have render'd light, nay. a necessity. 

7 ® sUgaaiing. TU not And he who t^inis kills more than he who sheds 

In hostile states, nor penU. thus to shake you ; Is it the pain of blows, or shamt of blows, lit. 
You, who have stood all storms and never sunk, Thai nu^es such deadly to the sense of man ? 
And cUmb d up Io the pionacU of power Do not the Uws of mas say blood for honour ? 

And awer f^ted by the way. and stnnd And, less than bonoui, for a little gold ? 

Upon It, and can ImIi dvtm Say not tlie laws of nations blood for treosoo ? 


Disclose too much what 7 1 They have but their vile lives— and these are 

spared. (offence? 

Ang. You would not have him die for this 
D<fge> Not ew.— being still alive, I'd have 
him live 

Long as ki can: he has ceased to merit death ; 
'fhe guilty saved hath damn'd his hundred 
judges. 

And he is pure, for now his crime is theirs. 

Ang. Oh I had this false and Aippant libeller 
Shed his young blood for his absuid lampoon, 
Ne'er from that moment could this breast have 
known 

A joyous hour, or dreamless slumber more, 
Dagt. Does not the law of heaven say blood 
for blo^? 

And he who taints kills more than he who sheds 
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Wx Doihing to have fill'd those veins with poison 
For their once healthful current ? is it nothing 
Tohuvc stain'd your name and mi oe— the noblest 
names? 

Is't nothing to have brought into contempt 
A prince before his people? to have fail’d 
In the respect accorded by mankind 
To youth In woman, and old age in man? 

To virtue in your sex. and dignity [him. 

In OUTS?— But let them look to it who have saved 
A»f. Heaven bids us to foigiveour enemies. 
Doth Heaven forgive her own? Is 
Satan saved 
From wrath eternal ? 

Am/. Do not speak thus wildly — 

Heaven will alike forgive you ar»d your foes. 
Dog4. Amen ! May Hea\en forgive them \ 
Am/, Ami will you? 

Do/t. Yes, when they are in heaven f 
An/. And not till then? 

Do/e. What matters my forgivene»^? an ^ 
man’s. [ters then 

Worn out. scorn'd, spurn’d, abused ; what mat* 
My pardon more than my resentment, both 
Being weak and worthless? I have lived too 
long ; 

But let us change the argument.— My child I 
My injured wife, the child of Loredai^ 

The brave, tlie chivalrotis, how little deem’d 
Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend. 

That he was linking thee to shame !— Alas t 
Shame without sin. for thou art faultless. Hadst 
thou 

But had a different husband, a«y husband 
In Venice save the Doge, this blight, this brand, 
This blasphemy had ne^cr fallen upon thee. 

So young, so iMautiful. so good, so pure. 

To suffer this, and yet be unavenged I 
An/. I am too well avenged, for you still love 
me, 

And trust, and honour me : and all men know 
Thai you are just, and I am true ; wbat more 
Could 1 require, or you command? 

Do/e. Tts well, 

And may be better ; but whate’er betide, 

Be thou at least kind to my memory. 

Am/- Why speak you thus.* 

D^e. It is no mailer why ; 

But fwould still, whatever others think. 

Have your respect both now and in ray grave. 
An/. Why should you doubt it? has it ever 
fail'd? [you. 

Do/e. Come hither, child; I would a word with 
Your father was my frieod ; unequal fortune 
Made him my debtor for some courtesies 
Which bind the good more firmly; when, 
oppress’d 

With his last malady, he will’d our union. 

It was not to repay me, long repaid 
Before by his great loyalty in fneodship : 

His object was to place your orplm beauty 
Id honourable safety from the perils 
Which, Id this scor^n nest of vice, assail 
A lonely and undower’d nuud. I did not 


Think with bini. but would not oppose the 
Which soothed his death-bed. [thought 

An/. I have not forgotten 

The nobleness with which you bade me spWk 
If my young heart held any preference [offer 
Which would have made me happier ; nor your 
To make iny dowry equal to the rank 
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim 
My father’s Inst injunction gave you. 

Thus, 

1 Tw.ns not a foolish dotard's vile caprice, 

N'or the false edge of aged appetite. 

Which made me covetous of girlish beauty, 

And a young bride : for in my fieriest youth 
I sway'd such passions ; nor was this my age 
Infected with that leprosy of lust 
Which taints the hoariest years of vicious men, 
Making them ransack to the very last 
The dregs of pleasure for their vanish'd joys ; 

Or buy in selfish marriage some young victim, 
Toe helpless to refuse a state lhat’s honest. 

Too feeling not to know herself a wretch. 

Our wedlock was not of this sort ; you had 
Freedom from me to choose, and urged In 
Your father’s choice. (answer 

Am/. 1 did so : I would do so 

tn face of earth and heaven ; for I have never 
Repented for my sake ; sometimes for yours, 
in pondering o'er your late disquietudes. 

Do/e. I knew my heart would never treat you 
harshly ; 

I knew my days could not disturb you long ; 
And then the daughter of my earliest friend, 

His worthy daughter, free to choose again, 
Wealthier and wiser, In the ripest bloom 
Of womanhood, more skilful to select 
By passing these probationary years, 
loheriiing a prince’s name and riches, 
.Secured,^ the short penance of enduring 
An old man for some summers, against all 
That law’s chicane or envious kinsmen miglil 
Have urged against her right ; my best friend’s 
child, 

Would choose more fitly in respect of years, 

And not less truly In a luthful heart, [wishes, 
Am/. My lord, I look'd but to my father's 
Hallow’d by his last words, and to my heart 
For doing all Its duties, and replying 
With faith to him with whom 1 was affianced. 
Ambitious hopes ne’er cross’d my dreams ; and 
should 

The hour you sp^ of come, il will be seen so. 

Do/e. 1 do believe you ; and 1 know you Irue : 
For love, romantic love, which in my youth 
I knew to be illurioo, and ne’er saw 
Lasting, but often fatal, it had been 
No lure for rae, io my most passionate days, 

And could not !« so now, did such exist. 

But such respect, and mildly paid regard 
As a true feeling for your welfare, and 
A free compliance w ith all honest wishes ; 

A kimlDeas to your virtues, vraich fulness, 

Not shown, but shadowing o'er such little fail- 
As youth is apt in, to as not to check [luga 
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Rashly, but win you from them ere you knew 
You bad been woo« but thought the change your 
choice ; 

A pride not in your beauty, but your conduct— 
A trust in you a patriarchal love. 

And not a doting homage— friendship, faith,— 
Such estimation in your eyes as these 
Might claim, I hoped for. 

Ang. And have ever had. 

D^gf. \ think so. For the difTetence in our 
years 

You knew it, choosing me, and chose : 1 trusted 
Not to niy qualities, nor would have faith 
Kn such, nor outward ornaments of nature. 

Were 1 still in my five and twentieth spring ; 

I trusted to the blood of Loredano 
Pure in your veins ; I trusted to tlie soul 
God gave you— to the truths your father taught 
you— > 

To your belief in Heaven— to your mild virtues— 
To your own faith and honour, for my own. 
An^. You have done well.— I thank you for 
tlial liuil. 

Which [ have never for one moment ceased 
To honour you the more for. 

Where is honour, 

innate and precept*sirengihcn'd, ’tls the rock 
Of faith connubial : where it is not— where 
Ughi thoughts are lurking, or the vanities 
Of worldly pleasure rankle in the heart. 

Or sensuai throbs convulse it. well I know 
’Twere hopeless for humanity to dream 
Of honesty in such Infected blood. 

Although twere wed to him it covets most ; 

An Incarnation of the poet’s ged 
In all his marblc*chisclrd beauty, or 
ThedemiHlciiv, Alcides. in 
His majesty of superhuman manhood. 

Would not suffice to bind where virttM as not ’ 

It is consistency which forms and proves it i 
Vice cannot fix. and virtue cannot change. 

The once fall'n woman must for ever fsal ; 
rbr vice must have variety, while virtue 
Stands like the sun. and all which rolls around 
Drinks life, and light, and glory from her aspect 
AHf. And seeing, feeling thus this truth in 
others, fypy 

M pray you pardon me :) but whercfi.rc y>eld 
To the most fierce of fatal passions, and 
Disquiet your great thoughts with restless hate 
On such a thing as bteno? 

Dofff. You mistake me. 

It IS not Sleno who could move me thus ; 

Had it been so, he should but let that 

Af$f. Whnt is't you feel so deeply, then, c^n 
now? 

Da/ti. The violated majesty of Venice, 

At once insulted in her lord and laws. 

A/i^. Alas I why will you thus consider it? 

i have thought on' t till but let me 

lead you back 

To what I urged ; all these things being noted 
1 wedded you ; the world then did oie justice 
Upon the motive ; and my conduct proved 


They did me right, while yours was all to praise ' 
You had all freedom— all respect — all trust 
From me and mine ; and, bom of those who 
made [thrones 

Princes at home, and swept kings from their 
On foreign shores, in all things you appear’d 
Worthy to be our first of native dames, 

AHjf. To what docs this conduct 7 
A^r. To thus much— that 

A miscreant’s angry breath may blast it all— > 

A villain, w’hom (or his unbridled bearing. 

Even in the midst of our great festival, 

I caused to be conducted forth, and taught 
How to demean himself in ducal chambers ; 

A wretch like this may leave upon the wall 
The blighting venom of his sweltering he.^rt. 
And this shall spread itself in general puison ; 
And woman's innocence, man’s honour, pass 
Into a by' word : and the doubly feloa 
(Who first insulted virgin modesty 
By a gross siTront to your attendant damsels 
Amidu the noblest of our dames in public) 
Requite himself for his most Just expulsion 
By blackening pubUcly his sovereign's consort. 
And be absolved by his U|>riglit compc’crs. 

Ait^. But he has been condemn’d into ca^ 

[quitiaJ ; 

A>/«. I* or such as him a dungeon were ac- 
his brief term of mock'arrest w ill pass 
Within a palace. But I've done with him ; 

The rest must be with you. 

With me, my lord ? 
Yes, Angiollna, Do not marvel ; I 
Have let this prey upon me till I feel [you 
My life cannot be long ; and fain would have 
Regard (he injunctions you will find within 
Tins scroll [<fivt/t^ Aer a Fear not ; 

they are for your advantage : 

Read them hereafter at the fining hour. 

W a/. My lord, in life, end nfiet life, you shall 
Be honour’d still by me : but may your days 
Be many yet— and happier than the present 1 
'rhts passion will give way, and you will be 
berene. and what you should be— what you were. 
Dfigr. 1 will be what I should be, or be no- 
thing ; 

But never more— oh ! never, never more, 

0 er dw few days or hours which yet await 
I'he blighted old age of Faliero. sftall 
Sweet quiet shed her sunset I Never more 
Those summer shadows rising from the past 
Of a not ill'Spent nor inglorious life. 

Mellowing the last bouts as the night ap' 

proocMs, 

Sl^l soothe me to my moment of long rest. 

1 had but Utile more to ask. or hope, 

Save the regards due to the blood and sweat. 
And the soufs labour through which 1 had toil’d 
To make my couniiy honour’d. As her serv- 

Her servant, though her chief— 1 would^K^ 
Down to my fathers with a name serene 

been denied 

Would I had died at Zara I [me.— 
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A ng. There you saved 

The state ; then live to save her still. A day, 
Another day Hke that would be the best 
Reproof to them, and sole revenge for you. 

Dcgt. But one such day occurs within an age : 
My life is Uttle less than one. and *tis 
Enough for Fortune to have granted tuerr, 

That which scarce one more favour'd citizen 
May win in many states and years. But xvhy 
Thus speak 1 } Venice has forgot that day~ 
Then why should I remember it?— Farewell, 
Sweet Angiolina t 1 must to my cabinet : 
There's much for me to demand the hour hast- 
Ang. Remember what you were. [ens. 
Doge. It were in vain ! 

Joys recollection is no longer joy, 
while Snow's memory is a sorrow still. 

Ang. Ac least, whate er may urge, let me im- 
plore 

That you will take some Uttle pause of rest : 
Your sleep for many nights has been so turbid, 
That it had been relief to have awaked you, 
Had 1 not hoped (hat Nature would o'erpovver 
At length (he thoughts which shook your slum- 
bers thus. 

An hour of rest wiU give you to your toils 
With fitter thoughts and freshen’d strength. 

^ge. I cannot— 

1 must not. If I could ; for never was 
Such reason to be watchful : yet a few— 

Yet a few ^ys and dream-perturbed nights, 
And 1 shall slumber well— but where ?— no mat- 
Adieu. my Angiolina. [ter. 

Ang. Let me be 

An instant— yet an instant your companion I 
I cannot bear to leave you thus. 

Do^^e. Come then. 

My gentle child — forgive me ; thou wert made 
For better fortunes than to share in mine, 

.Sow darkUng in (heir close toward the deep 
vale [shadow. 

Where Death sits robed in his all-sweeping 
When I am gone — it may be sooner (ban 
Even these years warrant, for (here is (hat stir- 
Wilbin. above, around, that in this city [ring 
Will make the cemeteries populous 
As e'er they were by pestilence or «ar, — 

When 1 a/ft nothing, let that which I wrs 
Be still sometintes a name on tby sweet lips. 

A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing (member 
Which would not have thee mourn it, but re- 
C-ei us begone, my child— the lime is pressing. 

[SxeuMt. 

Scene ll.^A retired spot near the Anenal. 
Israel Bbrtuccio and Philip Calbndaro, 
Cat. How sped you, Israel, in your laie com- 
/. Ber. Why, well. ^ 

Cal. Is*! possible 1 will he be punish d ? 

/. Ber. ^ , Ves. 

Cal. With what ? a mulct or on arrest? 

I, Ber. Withdeath- 

Cul. Now you mve, ot must intend revenge. 


Such as 1 counsell'd you, with your own band. 
/. Ber. Yes, and for one sole draught of hate 
forego 

The great redress we meditate for Venice, 

And change a life of hope for one of exile : 
Leaving one scorpion crush'd, and thousands 
stinging. 

My friends, my family, my countrymen J 
No. Calendaro ; these same drops of blood. 
Shed shamefully, shall have the whole of his 
For their requital — but not only his ; 

We will not strike for private wrongs alone : 
Such are for selfish passions and rash men, 

> But are unworthy a tyrannicide. [boast. 

' Cat. You have more patience than I care to 
, Had I been present when you bore this insult. 

1 must have slain him, or expired myself 
In the vain eflbrt to repress my wrath. 

/. Ber. Thank Heaven you were not-^U had 
else been marr'd ; 

As 'lb, our cause looks prosperous still. 

Cal. You saw 

The Doge — what answer gave he ? 

/.Ber. That there was 

No punishment for such as Barbaro. 

Cal. 1 told you so before, and that 'twas idle 
To think of justice from such hands. 

/. Ber. At least, 

It lull'd suspicion, showing confidence. 

Had t been silent, not a sbirro but 
Had kept me in his eye, as meditating 
A silent, solitary, deep revenge. [Council ? 

Cal. But wherefore not address you to the 
The Doge is a mere puppet, who can scarce 
Obtain right for himself. Why s^icak to him? 

/. Ber. You shall know (hat hereafkte * 
Cal. Whyofllnow? 

/. Ber. Be patient but till midnight. Get 
your musters. 

And bid our friends prepare their comptaies : 

Set all in readiness to strike the blow. 

Periiaps in a few hours ; we have long waited 
For a fit time— that hour b on the dial. 

It maybe, of to-morrow's sun : delay 
Beyond may breed us double danger. See * 
That all be punctual at our place of meeting, 
And arm'd, excepting those of the Sixteen, 

Who will remaia among the troops to wait 
The signal. Plfc 

Cal. These brave words have breathed new 
Into my veins ; I'm sick of these protracted 
And hesitating councib : day on day 
Crawl'd on, astd added but anotber link 
To our long fetters, and some fresher wrong * 
Inflicted on our brethrefi or ourselves, 

Helping to swell oiir tyrants' bloated strength. 
Let us but deal with them, and 1 care not 
For (he result, which roust be death or freedom 1 
Fm weary (o (he heart of finding neither. 

/. Ber. We will be free in life or death 1 the 
grave . , 

Is cbainless. Have you all the Dusteis ready t 
And are the sixteen compaiues completed 
To mly ? 
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Cal. A^l save two. in which there are 
Twenty-five wanting to make up the number. 

/. Ber. No matter ; we can do without. 

Whose are they? (whwn 

Cat. Bertram's and old Soranso's, both of 
Appear less forward in the cause than we are. 

/, Ber. Your fiery nature makes you deem all 
those 

Who are not restless cold : but there exists 
Oft in concentrated spirits not less daring 
Than in more loud avengers. Do not doubt 
them. 

Cal. 1 do not doubt the elder : but in Ber* 
There Is a hesitating softness, fatal tram 

To enterprise like ours : I’ve seen that man 
Weep like an infant o'er the misery 
Of others, heedless of his own. though greater ; 
And in a recent <iuarrel \ beheld him 
I'urn ^ck at sight of blood, although a vilbin's. 
/. Ber. The truly brave are soft of heart and 
eve 

And leel for what their duty bids them do. 

I have kitown Bertram long ; there doth not 
A soul more full of honour. [breathe 

Cal. It may be so t 

I apprehend less treachery than weakness : 

Yet as he has no mistress, and no wife 
To w ork upon his milkiness of Sfurit. 

1 le may go through the ordeal ; U is well 
He is an orphan, friendless save in us: 

A woman or a child had made him less 
Than either in resolve, 

/. Ber Such ties are not 

I’or those who are call'd to the high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealths ; 
kYe reustibrget all feelings save the 
We must resign all passions save our purpose^ 
We must liehold no object save our country-^ 
And only look on death as beautiful, 

So that the sacrifice ascend to heaven. 

And drnvr down freedom on her evermore. 

Cal. But if we faJl^^ 
f- E**’’ They never fail who die 

In a great cause ; the block may soak their gore ; 
1 heir heads may sodden in the sun ; their binbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls— 

But still their spint walks abroad. Though years 
blapse, and others share as dark a doom. 

They but augment the deep and sweeping 
thoughts 

\Yhich overpower all others, and conduct 
The world at last to freedom : What were we, 
If Brutus had not lived ? He died in giving 
Kome liberty, but left a deathless lesson— 

A name which Isa virtue, and a soul 
Which multiplies itself throughout all time. 
When wicked men wnv mighty, and a state 
Turns servile : he and his high fhend were styled 
* The last of Romans T us be the first 
or true Venetians, sprung from J(oman sires 
Cat. Our fathers did not fiy from Attila 
Into these isles, where pabc« have sprung 
On baoks redeem'd from the rude ocean's^ooce 
To own a thousand despots in his place. 


Better bow down before the Hun. and call 
A Tartar \ofd, than those swoln silkworms 
rrvasters ! 

The first at least was man. aud used his sword 
As sceptre : these unmanly creeping things 
Command our swords, and rule us with a word 
.Ks with a spell. 

/. Ber. It shall be broken soon. 

You say chat all things are in readiness ; 

To-day I have not b^n the usual round, 

And w hy thou knowest ; but thy vigilance 
Will better have supplied my care : these ordeil 
In recent council lo redouble now 
Our efforts to repair the galleys, have 
Lent a fair colour to the intr<^uction 
Of many of our cause into the arsenal, 

As new anificers for their equipment. 

Or fresh recruits obtain'd in haste to man 
The hoped* for fleet . — Are all su pplied w i ih arms ? 
Cal. All who were deem'd trustworthy : there 
are some 

Whont it were w ell to keep in ignorance 
Till U be lime to strike, and then supply them ; 
When in tlie heat and hurry of the hour 
They have nu opportunity to pause. [them. 
Bui needs must on with those who will surround 
/. Ber. You have sakl well. Have you re- 
mark'd all such ? [chiefs 

Cal. 1 ve noted most ; and caused the other 
To use like caution in their companies. 

As far as 1 NMg seen, we are enough 
To make the enterprise secure, if ’lis 
Commenced to-morrow : but, till 'tis begun. 
Each hour is pregnant with a thousand perils. 

/. Ber. l,ct the Sixteen meet at the wonted 
Except Soranso, Nicoletto Dlondo, [hour. 

And Marco Giuda. who will keep their watch 
Within the arsenal, and hold all ready. 

Expect am of the signal wc will fix on. 

Cat. We will not fail. 

/. Eer. I.et all the rest be there ; 

1 have a stranger to present lo them. 

Cat. A stranger I doth he know the secret ? 

/, Ber. Yea. 

Cat. And have you dared to peril your friends 
lives 

On a rash confidence in one we know not? 

/. Ber. I have risk'd no man'r life except my 
own— 

Of that be certain : he is one who may 
Make our assurance doubly sure, according 
His aid : and if reluctant, he no less 
Is In our power : he comrs alone with me. 

And cannot 'scape us : but he will not swerve. 

Cat. i cannot judge of this until I know him: 
Is he one of our order ? 

I- Eer. Ay. in spirit. 

Although a child of greatness , he is one 
Who would become a throne, or overthrow on^ 
One who has done great deeds, and seen great 
changes ; 

No tyrant, though bred up to tyranny ; 

Valiant in war. and sngc in council : noble 
Id nature, although hnugluy ; quick, yet wary ; 
M 
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Yet for all this, so full of certain passions. 

That If onee stlrr d and baffled, as he has been 
Upon the tenderest points, there 1$ no Fury 
] n Grecian story like to that which wrin^ 

>[)s vitals with her burning hands, till he 
Grows capable of all things for revenge ; 

And add too. that his mind is liberal. 

He sees and feels the people are oppress'd. 

And shares their sufferings. Take him all in all, 
We have need of such, and such have need of us. 
Cal. And what pari would you have him uke 
/. Bit. It may be, that of chkf. [with us 7 
Cal. Wliat 1 and resign 

Your own command as leader7 
I. Btr. Even so. 

My object Is to make your cause end well. 

And not to push myself to power Experience. 
Some skill, and your own choice, had mark'd 
me out 

To act in trust as your commander, till [such 
Some worthier should appear: If I have found 
As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think 
That t would hesitate from selfishness, [you 
And, covetous of brief authority, 

Stake our deep interest on my single thoughts, 
^.ather than yield lo one above me ia 
All leading qualities 7 No, Calendaro. 

Know your friend belter: but you all ^l 
judge. — 

Away I and let us meet at the fix'd hour. 

Be viglUnt, and all will yet 
Cal. Worthy Berluccio, I haveltfsown you ever 
Trusty and brave, with head and heart to plan 
What t have still been prompt to execute. 

For cny own part, 1 secK no other chief ; 

Whai the rest will decide I know not, but 
1 am with YOtr, as I have ever been. 

In all our underiakings. Notv farewell. 

Until the hour of midnight sees us meet. 


ACT in. 

SCEKB J.SffXf, tki Spaa kitVHia tkx Canal 
and Ihi Chunk of San Giovanni t San Faah. 
An tijutslrian ^taluo h^ort ii.^A Gondola 
tits in the Canal al tome dhianee. 

Enter Ike DoGE atone, d/sguited. 

Dope [solus]. lam before the hour, the hour 
whose voice. 

Pealing into the arch of night, might sinke 
These peaces with ominous (ottering. 

And rock their marbles to the corner-stone. 
Waking the sleepers from some hideous dream 

Ofindistinct but awful augury , . 

Of tbat which will befall them. Yes. proi^ «ly 1 
Thou must be cleaosed of the black blood wbich 
makes thee 

A lasar-house of tyranny : the task 
Is forced upon me. I have sought tt not ; 

And therefore was I punish'd, seeing this 
Patridon ixsdienee spread on and on. 


Until at length It smote me in my slumbers. 
And 1 am tainted and must wash away 
The plague spots in the healing wave. Tall fane I 
When* sleep my fathers, whose dim statues 
sh\dow 

The fioor which doth divide us from the dead, 
Where all the pregnant hearts of our bold blood, 
Moulder'd Into a mite of ashes, hold 
1 n one shnj nk heap what once made m any heroes. 
When what is now a handful shook the earths 
Fane of the tutelar saints who guard our houM 1 
Vaultwhere two Doges rest— my si res! who died 
The one of toil, the other in the field. 

With a long race of other lineal chiefs 
And sages, whose great labours, wounds, and 
I have inherited,— let the graves gape, [state 

Till all thine aisles be peopled with the deM. 
And pour (hem from thy portals to gaze on me I 
I call them up, and them and thee to.witness 
What it bath been which put me to this task— 
Their pure high blood. their blason-roll of glories, 
Their mighty name dishonour’d all in me. 

Not h me. but by the ungrateful nobles 
We fought to make our equals, not our lords 
And chiefly thou. Qrdelafo the brave. 

Who peri^'d in the field, where I since con- 
Batillngat Zara, did the hecatombs [quer'd. 
Of thine and Venice' foes, there offer’d up 
By thy descendant, merit such acquittance? 
.Spirits I smile down upon me : for my cause 
Is youn, in all life now can be of youn— 

Your fame, your name, all mingled up in mine, 
And in the future fortunes of our race 1 
Let me but prosper, and 1 make this city 
Free and immortal, and our house's name 
Worthier of wha* you were, now and hereafter I 

Enter ISRAEL BERTUCCtO. 

/. Ber. Who goes there 7 

Dare. A friend to Venice. 

I. Btr. T'*’’®- 

Welcome, my lord,— you are before the time. 
Doge. I am ready to proceed to your assemoiy 
/. Ber. Have with you.— I am proud anu 
pleased to see 

Such confident alacrity. Your doubts 
Since our last meeting, then, are all dispell a t 
Doge. Not so— but I have set my biile left 
Of life upon this east : the die was thrown 
When I first Usien’d to your treason-— Stai I not i 
That is the word ; I cannot shape my tongue 
To syllable black deeds in'© smooth natn«. 
Though I be wrought on to com mil them, wnen 
I heard you tempt your sovereign, and forenore 
To have you draggd to prison, I became 
Your guiltiest accomplice : now you may, 

If it so please you, do as much by me* 

/. Ber. Strange words, my lord, and most 
unmerited ; 

I am no spy, and neither are we tiaitors. 

Dogt. Wt-Wil-r>o matier-you ha%e 
OATud (be right . . 

To talk of *J.-But to the point.-Jf this 
Attempt succeeds, and Venice, render a tree 
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And Aourishing. when we are m our graves, 
Conducts her generations to her lombsi 
And makes her children with their htUe hands 
Strew dowers o'er her deliverers* ashes, then 
The consequence will sanctify the deed, 

And we Shall be like the two Brut! in 
The annals of hereafter : but if not, 

I f we should fail, employing bloody means 
And secret plot, although to a good end, 

Still we are traitors, honest Israel ; — thou 
N o less than he who was thy sovereign 
Six hours ago. and now thy brother rebel. 

A B<r. *Tis not the moment to consider thus. 
£lse 1 could answer. — l.et us to the meeting. 

Or we may be observed in lingering here. 

D9^. We ore observed, and have b^n. 

/- utr. We observed ! 

Let me discover— and ihlssteel^— 

Dogt. Put up ; 

Here are no human witnesses : look there— 
What see you ? 

/. B<r. Only a tall warrior's statue 

Bestriding a proud steed, in the dim light 
Of the dull moon. 

Degt. That warrior was the sire 

or my sire's fathers, and that statue was 
Decreed to him by the twice rescu^ city 
Think you that he looks down on us or no? 

A Uer. My lord, these are mere phantasies* 
No eyes In marble. jihere aw 

But there are in UMth. 

I ri*U thee, man, there is a sjririt in [felt ; 

Such things that acts and sees, unseen, though 
And, if (here be a spell to stir the dead, 

'Tis in such deeds w we are now upon. 

Dcem*st thou the souls of such a race as mine 
Can rest, when he. their last descendant chief 
Stands plotting on the brink of their puce graves 
Wli!) Slung plebeians? 

U bad been as well 

To have ponder'd this before. — ere you em^ 
bark'd 

In our great enterprise Do you repent ? 

Dogt. No— but 1 fut, and shall do to the last. 
I cannot quench a glorious life at once. 

Nor dwindle to the thing 1 now must be. 

And lake men's lives by stealth, without some 
pause : 

Yet doubt me not : it is this very feeling. 

And knowing ^kat hns wrung me to be thus. 
Which is your best security. There's not 
A roused mechanic in your busy plot 
So wrong’d as 1, so fair n. so loudly call'd 
1*0 his redress : the very means I am foreed 
By these fell tyrants to adopt is such, 

That I abhor them doubly for the deeds 
Which I must do to pay them back for theirs. 

A Btr. Let us away— hark— the hour smites 

- Ox — OlV— 

It )s our knell, or that of Venice — Oo. f i^ i 

A Btr. Say rather, 'tis her freedom's iwng 
Of triumph-— I bis way — we are near the place. 

{Estuni. 


Scene U.— TAe Hmse whtre ikt Conspirators 
mset. 

Dagolino, Doro, Bertram, Fedele Tre- 
visano. Calendaro, Antonio oellb 
Benoe, Ac. Ac. 

Cat. \<nUrini\ Are all here ? 

Dag. All with you : except the throe 

On duly, and our leader Israel, 

Who Is expected momently. 

Cat. Where's Bertram? 

Btr. Here \ 

Cat. Have you not been able to complete 
The number wanting io your company ? 

Ber. I had mark’d out some : but I have not 
dared 

To trust them with the secret, till assured 
lliai they were worthy faith. 

Cat. There is no need 

Of trusting to their faith ; itfho, save ourselves 
And our more chosen comrades, is aware 
Fully of our intent ? they think themselves 
Engaged in secret to the Signoty,* 

To punish some more dissolute young nobles 
Who have defied the law in their excesses ; 

But once drawn up, and their new swords well 
fiesh’d. 

In the rank hearts of the more odious senators, 
Tliey will not hcsiiate to follow up 
’Hteir blow upon the others, when they see 
The exam pMC their chiefs, and 1 for one 
Will set themRch. that they for very shame 
And safely will not pause till all have perish’d. 
Btr. How say you ? ait I 
Cat. Whom wouldst thou spare ? 

, P**’’ f span f 

\ have no power to spare. I only question'd. 
Thinking that even amongst these wicked men 
There might be some, whose ago and qualities 
Might mark them out for pity. 

Yes, such pity 

As when the viper hath been cut to pieces, 

The separate fragments quivering in the sun. 

In the last energy of venomous life, 

I Deserve and have. Why, 1 should ‘hink ns soon 
jOf pitying some particular fang whi. h made 
One in the jaw of the swoln serpent, as 
Of saving one of these : they form but links 
Of one Jong cluiin ; one mass, one breath, one 
^y '‘ (gethcr; 

picy e.al, ami drink, and live, and breed to- 
Revcl, and lie, ^qwess, ami kill in concert,— 
bo let them die as one / 

Dag. Should one survive, 

He would be dangerous as (he whole ; It is not 
Their number, be it tens or thousands, but 
Tlie spirit of this aristocracy 
Which must be rooted out : and if (here were 
A single shoot of tlie old tree in life. 

*Twould fasten in the soil, and spring again 
To gloomy verdure and to bitter fnut. 

Bertram, we must be firm i 


• Aa ftet. S*e AppcaAlx. Net* A. 
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Cal. Looktoitw«U. 

Bertram ; I have an tyt upon tbee. 

Str. Who 

Distrusts me? 

Cal. Not I ; for if ! do so. 

Thr>u wouldst not now be there to talk of (rust : 
It IS ihy softness, not thy want of faith. 

Which makes thee to be doubted. 

Btr. You should know 

Who hear me. who and what 1 am ; a man 
Roused like yourselves to overthrow oppression : 
A kind man. I am apt to think, as some 
Of you have found me ; and if brave or no. 
You, Calendaro, can pronounce, who have seen 
me 

Put to (he proof : or. if you should have doubts, 
ni clear them on your person ! 

Cal. You are welcome. 

When once our enterprise is o’er, which must 
Be Interrupted by a private brawl. {not 

D4r. I am no brawler ; but can bear myself 
As far among the foe as any he 
Who hears rne : else why have I been selected 
To be of your chief comrades : but no less 
I own my natural weakness : t have not 
Yet learn’d CO think of Indiscnminate murder 
Without some sense of shuddering: and the 
aght 

Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps is 
To me a thing of triumph, nor the death [not 
Of men surpnsed a glory. Welir-loo well 
I know that we must do such things on (hose 
Whose acu have raised up such avengers ; but 
f r there were some of these who could be saved 
From out this sweeping fate, for our own sakes 
And for our honour, to take off some stain 
Of massacre, which else pollutes it wholly, 

I had been glad ; and see no cause in this 
For sneer, nor for suspicion I 

Calm thee, Bertram, 

For we suspect thee not, and take good hean. 

It is the cause, and not our will, which asks 
Such actions from our hands : we’ll wash away 
All stdns in Freedom’s fountain I 

Enftr Israel BertucCio, tU Doce. di*- 
guhtd. 

Welcome. Israel. 
Conjf. Most welcome. — Brave Beriuccio. 
thou art late— 

Who is this stranger? 

It is Ume to name mm. 
Our comrades are even now prepared to gr^t 
In brotherhood, as 1 have made it known [him 
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause. 
Approved by thee, and thus approved by all. 
Such is our trust in all thine actions. Now 
Let him unfold himself. , . , 

/ Ber. Stranger, step forth ! 

[ T/u E)OCB dis6a^rs kti^lf. 
Consp. To arms !— *we are betray’d— it is the 
Doge I 

Down with them both I our traitorous caplaim 
The tyrant he hath sold us to. 


Cal. [drawing Ais swordy Hold I hold! 
Wbo moves a step against them dies. Hold I 
bear 

Bertuccio— What ! are you appall’d to see 
A lone, unguarded, weaponless old man 
Amongst you?— Israel, speak ; what means this 
mystery ? [own bosoms, 

/. Ber. Let them advance and strike at their 
Ungrateful suicides ! for on our lives [hopes. 
E>epend their own, their fortunes, and their 
Vage. Strike!— If I dreaded death, a death 
mwe fearful 

’Than any your rash weapons can inflict, 

I should not now be here Oh, noble Courage I 
The eldest bom of Fear, which makes you brave, 
Against (his solitary hoary nead I 

the ^Id chiefs, who would reform a state 
And shake down senates, mad with wrath and 
dread 

At sight of one pairidan I— Butcher me I 
You gin, I care not.— Israel, are these men 
’The mighty hearts you spoke of? look upon 
them! [servedjy. 

Cal. Kdth I be hath shamed us, and de* 
Was this your trust in your true chief Beriuccio, 
To turn your swords against him and his guest r 
Sheath them, and hear him. 

/. Ber. 1 disdain to sp^- 

They might and must have known a heart like 
Incapable of treachery ; end the power [wine 
Thw gave me to adopt all fitting means 
To further their design was ne’er abused. 

Th^ might be certain tliat whoe’er was brougni 
By me into this council had been led 
To take his choice— as brother, or as victim. 
Dage. And which am I to be? your actions 

Some cause to doubt the freedom of 
y. Ber. My lord, we would have pensh d wm 

together, t v i.» 

Had these rash men proceeded ; but, behow. 
They are ashamed of that mad moments im- 
pulse, I 

And droop their heads ; believe me. they are 
As I described them. — Speak to them. ^ 

Cal. 

We are all listening in wonder, ^ ' 

/- ^r. iaidretsing the conspirahn.\ You are 

Nay. more, almost triumphant— listen ineOi 
And know my words for truth, . „ 

Dvt. You see me hw'' 

As orw of you hath sairl. an old, unarm o. 
Defenceless man ; and yesterday you saw me 
Presiding in the hall of ducal state. 

Apparent sovereign of our hundred isles. 

Robed in ofRctai purple, dealing out 
The edicts of a power which is not mine, ^ 

Nor yours, but of our masters— the patnci^ 
Why I was there you know, or think you 
Why I am here, be who hath been most 

He who among you hath been 
Outraged, and trodden on, until he doubt 
if be be worm or no, way answer for roe, 
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Asking of his own heart whM brought him here? 
You know my recent story, all men know it, 
And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgment to heap scorn on scorn 
But spare me the recital— it is hers, 

I! ere at my heart the outrage— but my words, 
Already spent in unavailing plaints. 

Would only show my feebleness the more, 

And I come here to strengthen even the strong 
And urge them on to deeds, and not lovrar 
With womans weapons; but I need not nrec 
yoU' [vk^ 

Our private wrongs have sprung from public 
In this— I cannot call it commonu ealih. 

Nor kingdom, which hath neither pnnee net 
people, 

But all (he sins oi* the old Spartan state 
Nyiihout Its virtues —temperance and valour. 

I'he I.orfis of Lacedtemon were true soldiei^ 
Bui ours are Sybarites, while we are Helots 
Of whom t am the lowest, most enslaved * 
Although dress'd out to head a pageant is 
The Greeks of yore made drunk (heir slaves to 
form 

A pastime for their children. You are met 
To overthrow this monster of a state. 

This mockery of a government, this spectre 
Which must be exorcised with Wood.-and then 

We will ranew the times of truth and Justice. 
Condensing in a fair fret commonwealth 
Not rash er^uality but equal riehts, 

I report ion' d like the columns to the temple 
Giving and laking strength reciprocal 

firm the whole with grace and 

So that no part could be removed without 
Infringement of the general symmeirv 
In operating this great change. I claim 
To be one of you— if you trust in me • 

If not, strike home,— my life U compromised 
And I would rather fall by freemen’ s^haD^T 
Than live another day to act the tyrant 
As delegate of tyrants : such I am not 
And never have bcen-read it in our annaU • 

I can appeal to my past government 
In many Unds and ciiks : they «m (ell you 
If I were an oppressor, or a man ' 

Fcehng and thinking of my fellow-mea. 

Haply had I been what the senate sought 
A thing of robes and tnnkets. diren'd out 
To sit in state as for a sovereign's picture • 

A popular scourge, a ready sentence-sirrwr 
A stickler for the Senate and • the Fort^ ' 

A Kcpilc of all mt^ures which had not 

f the Ten,* a counclhfawnet. 

® P“PP«h-they had ne’er 
^ What I 

Has reach'd me through rnypItyforthepeoDle • 

W « one day team : meanutne I do deroie^” 
Wliateer the usue, my last days of Ufa— 

Of Doge, but of a man who has been great 


Before be was degraded to a Doge, 

And still has individual means and mind 
^ake my fame fand I had fame)— my breath— 
fpie least of all. for its last hours are nigh) 
hiy heart— my hope— my soul— upon this cast ! 
S*ich as I am, I offer me to you 
Ai^lo your chiefs ; accept me or reject me, 

A Prince who fain would be a ciiisen 
Or nothing, and who has left his throne to be so 
Cai. Long live Fatiero !— Venice shall be free I 
Coin/. Long Uve Faliero 1 

, Comrades ! did I well ? 

Is not this rnan a host in such a cause ? 

Doft. This is no time for eulogies, nor place 
For exultation. Am I one of you ? [been 
C»/. Ay, and the first among us. as thou hast 
Uf Venice— be our general and chief. TZara 
< Ch«f!— general f— I was general at 

And chief m Rhodes and Cyprus, prince in 
I cannot stoop— that is, [ am not fit [Venice • 
Tol^d a band of— patriots ; when I lay 
Aside the dignities which 1 have borne 
•Tis not to pul on others, but to be 
Mate to my fellows— bui now to tlie point 
Israel has slated to me your whole plan— 

Tis bold, but fe.asible it I assist it 

Airf must be set in motion instantly, [friends ? 

I k, > 1 ^ 90. my 

I J«ve dlsp^ alt for a sudden blow j 
When shall u be then? 

5fr- At sunrise. 

c s. soon ? 

So bie— each houraccumu- 

^enl on pcnl, and the more so now Us\t% 
Si^l have mingled with you ;-know you not 

Of the patricians dubious of t he i r slaves ^ 

And now more dubious of the prince they have 
made one? ' 

S'lcidsnly. 

CW W ,h ‘ *’“"7*'* I’oad. wilffoOo*.. 
C«/, With all my soul and sword, I yield 
Our companies arc ready, sixty each, (a^t • 

Fal order ; 

Lach at ibeir diflereni place of rendesvous^ 

And vigilant, expectant of some blow • 
l.«t each repair for action to his post I 
AJ^now, my lord, the signal ? 

V'aB*' f" ''f®' »“•••*• 

^^k without special order of the Doge 

And (here? 

march be dircc.«,, "o'** 

entering a separate avenue, and still 
Up« the way let your cry be of war 

SS?” ^ p®” i pound the palace 

My twpb^ and the clients of our house. 

M»y and martial • while the bell tolls on 

Shout ye, ’St Mark I— the foe is on our watoi I' 


374 


MARINO FAIIERO, DOGE OF VENICE. 


[act in. 


Cal. 1 see it now— but on. my noble lord. 
Doge. All the paliici&ns flocking (o (he Coun- 
cil, 

(Which (hey dare not refuse, at the dread signal 
Pealing from out (heir patron saint's proud 
toweV), 

Will then be gather'd in unto (he harvest, 

And we will reap them with the sword for sickle. 
If some few should be tardy or absent them, 
'Twill ^ but to be taken faint and single. 

When (he in.'tjoriiy are put to rest. 

Cal. Would that (he nour were come \ we will 
not scotch, 

But kill. 

Ber. Once more, ur, with your pardon, I 
Would now repeat the question which I ask’d 
Before Bertuccio added to our cause 
This great ally who renders it more sure, 

And therefore safer, and as such admits 

Some dawn of mercy to a portion of 

Our victims— must all peiish in this slaughter? 

Cal. AU who encounter me and mine, be sure. 
'The mercy they have shown, I show. 

Comp. AU! all! 

Is this a time to talk of pity ? when 
Have (hey e’er shown, or felt, or feign’d it 7 
/. Ber. Bertram. 

This false compassion is a folly, and 
Injustice to thy comrades and thy cause I 
Dost thou not see, that if we single out 
Some for e^pe. they live but to avenge feeni 
The fallen? and how distinguish now the inno- 
Prom out the guilty 7 all their acts are 
A single emanation from one body. 

Together knit for our oppression I "ta 
Much that we let their children live ; I doubt 
If all of these even should be set apart : 

The hunter may reserve some single cub 
From out the ifger's litter, but whoe'er 
Would seek to save the spotted sire or dam. 
Unless to perish by their fangs? however. 

I will abide by Doge Faliero’s counsel : 

Let him decide if any should be saved. 

Doge. Ask me not— tempt me not with such 
Decide yourselves. (a question— 

/. Ber. You know (heir private virtues 

Far better than we can. to whom alone 
Their public vices, and most foul oppression. 
Have made them deadly ; if there be amongst 
them 

One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce. 
Doge. Doldno’s father was my friend, and 
Lando 

Fought by my side, and Marc Comaro shared 
My ^noese embassy ; I saved the life 
Of Veniero— shall I save it twice ? 

Would that 1 could save them, and Vetuce also i 
All these men. or their fathers, were my friends 
Till they became my subjects ; then fell from me 
As faithless Ittves drop from the o erblovro 
flower, 

AU left me a lone blighted thorny stalk. 

Wliicb, in its soUtude, can shdter noilUQf : 
bo, as th^ let me wither, let (hem perish J 


Cal. They cannot co-exist with Venice 
freedom 

Doge. Ye, though you know and feel our 
mutual mass 

Of n\any wrongs, even ye are ignorant 
What fatal poison to the springs of life, 

’Fo human tie, and all that’s good and dear. 
Lurks in the present institutes of Venice : 

All these men were my friends: 1 loved them. 
Requited honourably my regards ; [they 

Wc served and fought ; we smiled and wept in 
concert ; 

We revell’d or we sorrow'd side by side ; 

We made alliances of blood and marriage ; 

We grew in years and honours fairly,— till 
Their own desire, not my ambition, made 
'I hem choose me for their prince, and then fare* 
well I 

Farewell all social memory I all thoughts 
In common I and sweet bonds which link old 
friendships I 

When ilie survivors of long years and actions. 
Which DOW belong to history, soothe the days 
Which yet remain by treasuring each other, 

And never meet, but each beholds the miaur 
Of half a century on his brother’s brow, 

And sees a hundred beings, now in earth, 

Flit round them whispering of the days gone by, 
And seeming not all dead, as long as two 
Of (he brave, joyous, reckless, glorious band, 
Which once were one and many, still retain 
A breath to sigh for them, a longue to speak 
Of deeds that else were silent, save on marble^ 
Oime 1 Oime I— nnd must I do this deed ? 

I. Ber. My lord, you are much moved : it ^ 
not DOW 

'Fhat such things must be dwelt upon. 

Dofe. Your patience 

A moment — I recede not ; mark with me 
I’lie gloomy vices of this government- 
From the hour they made me Doge, thtDoi^ 
tiiev male me— 

Farewell the past 1 I died to all that had been, 
Or raihcr they to me : no friends, no kindness. 
No privacy of life— all were cut off: 

They came not near me, such approach g*’^ 
umbrage ; . , 

They couW not love me, such was not the law , 
They thwarted me, 'twas the state’s «ucy I 
They baffled me, ’twas a patrician’s duty ; 
l*hey wrong’d me, for such was to ngbt me 

They could not right roe, that would give 
suspicion ; 

So that 1 was a slave to my own subjects ; 

So that I was a foe to my own fnends ; 

Begirt with spies for guards— with robes tot 

power— 11 

With pomp for freedom, gaolers for a wuncu, 
Inquialors for friends— and hell for life 1 
1 1^ one only fount of quiet left. 

And lAal they poison'd I My pu« 

Were slaver'd on my hearth, and o er their shruie 
Sate grinning Ribaldry and sneering Scorn. 
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I. Bit. You have been deeply wroog'd, and 
now shall be 

Nobly avenged before another night. 

Dog€. 1 had borne all— it hurt me, bnt 1 bore 
'HU this last running over of (he cup 
Of biitemess— until this last loud insult. 

Not only unredress'd, but sanction'd: then. 

And thus, I cast all further feelings from me-^ 
lite feelings which they crush’d for me. long, 
long 

Before, even in their oath of false allegiance I 
Even in that very hour and vow. they abjured 
Their friend and made a sovereign, as boys make 
Playthings, to do their pleasure— and be broken! 
t from that hour have seen but senators 
In dark suspicious conflict with the Doge, 
Brooding with him in mutual hate and fear ; 
They dreading he should snatch the tyranny 
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyrants. 
'I'o me. then, these men have nfiprivaU life. 

Nor claim to ties they have cut on from others ; 
As senators for arbitrary acts 
Amenable. 1 look on them— as such 
Let them be dealt upon. 

Cal. And now to action \ 

Hence, brethren, to our posts, and may this be 
The last night of mere wt^s : Td fain doing I 
Saint Mark’s great bell at dawn shall And me 
wakeful I [and vigilant ; 

/. Btr. Disperse then to your posts : be Arm 
Think on the wrongs we bear, the rights we 
claim. 

This day and night shall be the last of peril 1 
Watch for the s^nal. and then march. 1 go 
I'o join my band : ki each be promiH to marshal 
His separate charge : the Dc«e will now return 
To the palace to prepare all lor the blow. 

We part to meet in freedom and in glorv I 
Cal. Doge, when 1 greet you neat, my homage 
to you 

Shall be (he head of Steno on this sword I 
Oogt. No : let him be reserved unto the last. 
Nor turn aside to strike at such a prey. 

Till nobler game is quarried : hb offence 
Was a mere ebullition of ihe vice. 

The generarcorruption, generated 
By the foul aristocracy : he could not- 
He dared not4n more honourabk days 
Have risk’d it. I have merged all private wrath 
Against him in the thought of our great purpose. 
A slave insults me— I require hb punishment 
From his proud master's hands ; if he refuse it, 
The offence grow s his. and let him answer It 
Cal, Yet. as the immediate cause of the alii* 
ance 

Which conseerates our undertaking more, 

1 owe him such deep gratitude, that fain 
I would rnay hire as he merits ; may 1 ? 

Datt. You would but lop (he hand, and I tbe 
bead : 

You would but smite tbe scholar, I the masier ; 
You would but punbh Steno, 1 tbe senate. 

1 cannot pause on indivMoal hate, 

in the absorbing, sweeping, whole revenge, 


Which, like the sheeted fire from heaven, must 
Without distinction, as it fell of yore. {blast 
Where he Dead hath quench’d two cities’ 
ashes. 

y. Btr. Away, then, to your posts f I but re- 
A moment to accompany the Doge (main 
To our late place of tryst, to see no spies 
Have been upon the scout, and thence 1 hasten 
To w here my allotted band is under arms. 

Or/. Farewell, then, — until daw n I 
/. Btr. Success go with you. 

Cans^. We w ill not fail — Away I My lord, 
farew ell \ 

{TAe CoHfpiratart tain ft fht E>OCE and 
Israel Bertuccjo. and relirt, htiwU 
tdfypHtUP C ALEK DA RO. 7 he Doc K 
and Israel Bertuccio rtma / a . 

/. Btr. We have them in (he loll— it cannot 
fail! 

Now thou rt indeed a sovereign, and wilt make 
A name immortal greater than the greatest : 
Free citizens have struck at kings ere now ; 
Cssars have fall’n. and even patrician hands 
Hav'e crush'd dictators, as the popular sieel 
Has reach'd patricians : but, until this hour, 
What prince has plotted for his people’s free* 
Or risk a a life lo hberate his subjects r iilom ? 
For ever, and for ever, they conspire 
Against the people, to abuse their hands 
To chains, but laid aside to carry weapons 
Against the fellow nations, so that yoke 
On yoke, and slavery and death may whet, 

Nat glal. il>c never*gorgcd Leviathan I 
Now, my lord, to our enierprise,— 'tis great. 

And greater the reward ; why siand you rapt ^ 
A moment back, and you were all impatience I 
Oagt. And b It then decided I must they die? 
i.Btr. Who? 

Dagt. My own friends by blood and courtesy. 
And many deeds and days— Ihe senators? 

/. Btr. You pass d (heir sentence, and l( Is a 
just one. 

Dogt. Ay. so it seems, and so It Is to you ; • 
You are a patriot, plebeian Gracchus— 

The rebels' oracle, the people’s tribune— 
i blame you not— you act in your vocation ; 
They smote you, and oppress’d you, and de* 
spised you ; 

So they have me: but you ne’er spake with 
them : [sail : 

You never broke (heir bread, nor shared their 
You never had their wine-cup at your Ups ; 

You grew not up with them, nor laugh’d, nor 
Nor held a ravel in their company ; [wept, 
Ne'er smiled to see (hem smile, nor claim'd 
(heir smile 

In social interchange for yours, nor trusted 
Nor wore them in your heart of hearts, as I have t 
These bails of mine are grey, and so axe theirs, 
Tbe elders of the Council : I remember 
When all our locks were like the ruven's wing, 
As we went forth to take our prey around 
Tbe ishs wrung from (be faly* Mahometan ; 
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And can I see t^.rm dabMed o’er wich blood ? 
Each stab (o them will seem my suicide. 

/. Btr. Doge 1 ! this vad]latk>n is un- 

worthy 

A child \ if you are not in second childhood. 
Call back your nerves (o your own purpose, nor 
Thus shame yourself and me. By heavens! I'd 
Forego even now, or fail in our intent, [rather 
Than see the man I venerate subside 
From high resolves into such shallow weakness I 
You have seen blood in battle, shed it, both 
Your own and that of others : can you shrink 
(ben 

From a few drops from veins of hoary varnfures. 
Who but give back what they have drain'd from 
millions? [on blow. 

Dfin. Bear with me 1 step by step, and blow 
I win divide with you ; think not I waver : 

Ah 1 no : it Is the etrtainty of all 
Which I must do doth make me tremble thus. 
But let these last and lingering thoughts have 
way, 

To which you only and the night are conscious. 
And both regardless: when the hour arrives, 
TU mine to sound the knell, and strike (he blow. 
Which shall unpeople many palaces. 

And hew the highest genealogic trees [fruit. 
Down to the earth, strew'd with (heir bleeding 
And crush their blossoms into barrenness ; 

Thii wilt i— must I — have I sworn to do. 

Nor aught can turn me from my destiny ; 

But still 1 quiver to behold what 1 
Must be. and think what I have been t Bear 
with me. [remorse, 

/. Btr. Re*man your breast ; 1 feel no such 
I understand it not ? why should vou change 
You acted, and you act. on your free will. 

Doge. Ay, there it is— feel not, nor do I. 
Else 1 should stab thee on (he spot, to save 
A thousand lives, and killing, do no murder ; 
You fitl not—y^H go to (his buicher-wwk 
As if these high-born men were steers for sham- 
bles I 

When all is over, you'll be free and merry, 

And calmly wash (how hands incarnadine ; 

But I, outgoing thee and all thy fellows 
In this surpassing massacre, shall be. 

Shall see and feel— oh God ! oh God I 'iis (rue. 
And thou dost well to answer that it was 
' My own free will and act.' and yet you err. 

For I wiU do this 1 Doubt not— fear no( ; ( 
Will be your most unmerciful accomplice I 
And yet E act no more on my free will. 

Nor my own feelingS'-both compel me back ; 
But there is A/// within me and around. 

And like the demon who believes and trembles. 

Must I abhor and do. Away; I away I 

Get thee unto thy fellows, I will hie . 

To gather the retainers of our house. [Venice, 
Doubt not. St Mxek's great bell shall wake all 
Except her slaogl.ierd senate i ere the sun 
Be bro^ upon Uie Adriatic (here 
Shall be a voice of weeping, which shall drown 
The roar of watera in tne cry of blood I 


1 am resolved— come on. 

/. Btr. With all my soul I 

Keep a firm rmn upon these bursts of passion ; 
Remember what these men have dealt to thee, 
And that this sacrifice will be succeeded 
By ages of prosperity and freedom 
To this unshackled city : a true tyrant 
Woold have depopulated empires, nor 
Have felt the strange compunction which hath 
w rung you 

To punish a few traitors to the people. 

Trust me. such were a pity more misplaced 
Than the late mercy of the state to Steno. 

D»ge. Man, thou hast struck upon the chord 
which jars 

All nature from my heart. Hence to our task t 

(Extaftf- 


ACT IV. 

SCEKt l.—Pa/aisc tf tkt Patricia ft LrONf. 
Lion I hying aside tht mask and tlaak 
which the Vcnelian NakUs wort in fukltc, 
attended hy a Domestic. 

Lioni. \ will to rest, right weary of this revel, 
The gayest we have held for many mcens. 

And yet, I know not why. i( cheer'd me not : 
There came a heaviness across my heart. 
Which, in the lightest movement of the danrt. 
Though eye to eye. and hand in hand united 
Even wi(h the lady of my love, oppress'd me. 
And through my spirit chill'd my blood, until 
A damp like death rose o'er my brow ; 1 
To laugh the thought away, but 'twould not be ; 
'Through all the music rin^ng In my ears 
A knell was sounding as distinct and clear, 
Though low and far. as e'er the Adrian wave 
Rose o'er the city's muimur in the night. 
Dashing against (he outward Lido's bulwark \ 
So that I left the festival before 
U reach'd its senith, and will woo my pillow 
For thoughts more tianquil, or forgetfuln^. 
Antonio, take my mask and cloak, and light 
The lamp within my chamber. . . 

Ant. y«, my lord: 

Command you no refreshment? . 

Litni. Noufhl,s»»«s'«f 

Which will not be commanded. Let me nope u* 


[Exit ANTONIO* 

igh my breast feels too anxious. I will try 
Wbet^ the air will calm my spirits : tis 


Tboui 


A goodly night ; the cloudy wind which blew 
From the Levant hath crept into cav^ 

And the broad moon has brighten d. vyij« 
siillneu I [Gm .ftn UII'U- 

And what a contrast with the scene I leK, 
Where the tall torches' glare, and silver lamps 
More pallid gleam along the 
Spr^ over the reluctant gloom which haunts 
These vast and dimly-latticed gnilenes 
A daaxiing mass of artifiaal light, I 

Which slww'd all things, but nothing as ih y 
There A^ essaying to recall the past, 
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AA«r lOng striviof for the hue$ of yooth 
At the Labour of the (mlet, and 

* glance at the too faithful mirror, 
TOnk d forth in aU the prtdc of ornament, 
Forgot and trusting to the falsehood 
Of the indnlgeni beams, which show, yet hide, 
Believ d itself forgotten, and was fool’d. 

There Youth, which needed not, nor thought of 
„ . theallh. 

Y^n adjuncts, lavish'd its true bloom, and 
And biid^ beauty, in the unwholesome press 
Of flush d and crowded wassailcrs, and w asted 
Its hours of rest in dreaming this was pleasure. 
And so shall waste them iiU the sunrise strums 
On sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, which should 
net 

Have worn this aspect yet for many a year. 

1 he music, and the bafiquet. and the wine,— 

1 he garlands, the rose odours, and the flowers, — 
1 he srarklmg eyes, and flashing ornaments.— 

1 he while arms and the raven hair— the braids 
And h^leis ; swanUke bosoms, and the neck- 
^ India in Itself, yet datrling not [lace 

^e eye like what it circled ; the thin robes 
Float lug like light clouds 'twixl our gase and 
heaven : 

pe many-iwlnkling feet so small and sylphlike. 

“cret symmetry 

V»» forms which terminate so well— 

T. r . delusion of the dliry scene, 
iln? V enchantments— art and nature, 

Th. .^ nay giddy eves, (hat drank 

The sight of ^auty as the parch'd pilgrim's 

A L*?* mirage, whteh^ers 

A lucid lake to his eluded thim 

\V^5d2 m waters- 

WorWs mirror d in the ocean, goodlier sight 
Then ^rches glared beck by a gaudy gl^ • 
the great element, which is to space 

sprwids lu blue depths. 
Kifk ^ breathings of the spring ; 

The high moon sails upon her beauteous w* 
^renely smoothing o'er the lofty walls ^ 
Ofthose tall piles and sea-girt ^laee^ 

i^e alien ranged along the broad ttnal 

mighty deed 
***"■ 

The ^ikllngs of some vigilant g^^n 
Of sleepl^ lovers to a wakeful mistress 

^ delicately White, ft trembles in 
P* jy? opttiog the fotWddeft Uliiee. 

To let in love ihro^ music, roakea h?bean 


Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight ; the dash 
Phosphoric of the oar. or rapid twinkle 
Of (he far lights of skimming gondolas. 

And the responsive voices of the choir 
Of boatmen answering back with verse for verse ; 
Some dusky shadow checkering the Rialto : 
Some glimrrkertng palace roof, or tapering spire. 
Are all ilte sights and sounds which nere pervade 
Tfie ocean-bom and earlh<ommanding chy— 
How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm I 
1 thank thee. Xight * for thou hast chased away 
il'hose horrid bodeinenis which, amidst the 
1 throng. 

I could rwt dissipate : and with the blessing 
Of ihy benign and quiet influence, 

Now will 1 to my couch, although to rest 

1$ almost wronging such a night ns this. 

[A An9<if*/g 1/ htard from withont. 
Hark ! wltat is that ? or who at such a moment ? 
Enttr An TOM to. 

Ant. My lord, a man without, on urgent 
Implores to be admitted. [business 

Liomi. Is he a stranger? 

Ant. His face is muffled in his cloak, but both 
His v^ and gestures seem familiar to me : 

( craved his name, but this he seem'd reluctant 
To trust, save to yourself ; most earnestly 
He sues to be permitted to approach you. 

Linni. Tis a strange hour, and a suspicious 
bearing 1 

And yet there is slight peril : his not in 
Their houses noble men are struck at ; still, 
AUhough I know not that I have a foe 
In Venice, 'twill be wise lo use some caution, 
Admit him and retire : but call up quickly 
Some of thy fellows, who may wait without,— 
Who can this man be ?— 

ANTOKro, and rtturnt yuitk BRftXRASI 
mnffted. 

E**’- My good lord Lioni. 

I have no time to lose, nor (hou.— dismiss 
This menial hence ; 1 would be private with you. 

Liani. It seems the voice of Bertram Go, 

Antonio. [Exit Antonio. 

Now, stranger, what would you at such an hour? 
Btr. \Discovtn/tjf hims«tf.\ A boon, my 
noble patron : you have granted 
Kt.my to your poor client, Bertram : add 
*1 his one. and make him happy. 

l.hni. Thou hast known me 

rrom bt^hood, ever ready to assist thee 
In all fair objecu of advancement, which 
Beseem one of thy station : I would promise 
Ere thy request was heard, but that the hour, 
Thy bearing, and this strange and hurried mode 
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit 
Hath some mysterious import— but say on— 
What has occurr'd, some rash and sudden 
broil?— 

A cup loo much, a scuffle, and a stab — 

Mere things of evenrday : so that thou hast not 
^It noble blood. 1 guarantee thy safety ; 

But (ben thou must withdraw, for angry friends 
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And relatives, in the first burst of ven^nce. 
Aie things in Venice deadlier than (he Uws. 

Btr. My lord, I (hank you, but 

Lioni- But what ? You have not 

Raised a rash hand against one of our order ? 

If so, withdraw and fly. and own it not ; 

I would not slay — but (hen t must not save thee ! 
He who has shed patrician blood — — 

Btr. I come 

To save patrician blood, and not to shed it 1 
And thereunto I must be speedy, for 
Each minute lost may lose a life ; since Tune 
Has changed his slow scythe for the (woedged 
And is about to take, instead of sand. [swo^. 
The dust from sepulchres (o hll his hour* 
Go not ihtu forth to-morrow I (glnss 

Lioni. Wlierefore not? 

What means this menace 7 
Btr. Do not seek its meaning. 

But do as I implore thee stir not forth, 
Whatever be stirring: though the roar of 
crouws— 

The cry of women and the shrieks of babes— 
The groans of men — the clash of arms — (he 
sound 

Of rolling drum, shriU trump, and hollow bell. 
Peal in one wide alarm I— Go not forth, 

Until the locvn's silent, nor o’en Iheu 
Till I return, 

Lioni. Again, what does this mean 7 
Btr. Again, 1 tell thee, ask not ; but by all 
Thou boldest dear on earth or heaven— 1^ all 
'The souls of thy great fathers, and thy hope 
To emulate them, end to leave behind 
D^endants worthy both of them and (hee» 
By all thou hast of bless'd. In hope or memory — 
By all thou hast to fear here or Kereafter— 

By all (he good deeds thou hast done to me. 
Good 1 would now repay with grenter good. 
Remain within— trust to thy household gods. 
And to my word for safety, if thou dost 
As I now counsel— but if not, thou an lost I 
Lioni. I am indeed already lost in wonder ; 
Surely thou ravest I what have / to dread? 

Who are my foes? or if there be such, v>ky 
Art thou leagued with them?— Me*/ w if so 
leagued. 

Why comesl thou to tell me at (his bmar. 

And not before 7 ' 

Btr. t cannot answer this. I 

Wilt thou go forth In spite of this true warning? 
Lioni. I was not bom to shrink from idle 
threats, ^ ^ 

The cause of which 1 know not : at the hour 
Of council, be it soon or late, 1 shall not 
Be found among the absent. 

Btr. Say not » 1 

Once more, art thou determined to go forth ? 
Li^i. 1 am. Nor is there aught which shall 
impede me I 

Btr. Then, Heaven have mercy on ibv soul 1 
^Farewell I [Go$ng. 

Lifini. Stay— there is more in this than my 
own safety 


Which makes me call thee back ; we must not 
Bertmm, 1 have known thee long, [part thus : 

Btr. From childhoM, signor. 

You have been my protector : in (he days 
Of reckless infancy, when rank forgets. 

Or, rather, is not yet taught to remember, 

Its cold prerogative, we play'd together : [oft ; 
Our sports, our smiles, our tears, were mingled 
My father was your father s client, I 
His son's scarce less than foster-brother ; years 
Saw us together— happy, heart-full hours 1 
Oh God ( (lie difference 'twixt those hours and 
(his I [them. 

Lioni. Bertram, 'tis thou who hast forgotten 
Btr. Nor now, nor ever ; whatsoe'er betide, 

I would have saved you : when to manhood's 
growth 

We sprung, and you, devoted to the state. 

As suits your station, the more humble Bertram 
Was left unto (he labours of the humble. 

Still thou forsook me not ; and if my fortunes 
Have not been towering, ’(was no fault of him 
Who ofttimes rescued and supported me 
When struggling with the (ides of circumstance 
Which bear away the weaker : noble blood 
Ne'er mantled in a nobler heart than thine 
Has proved to me, the poor plebeian Derimm. 
Would (hat thy fellow-senaton were like Ihre I 
Lioni. Why, what hast thou to say against 
Btr. Not I ling- [ihesenale? 

Lioni. I know (hat there are angry spirits 
And turbulent mutterers of stifled treason, 

I Who lurk in narrow places, and walk out 
Muffled to whisper curses to the night ; 
Disbanded soldiers, discontented ruffians, 

And desperate libertines who brawl in taverns : 
T4on herdest not with such : 'tis (rue, of late 
I have lost sight of thee, but thou wert wont 
To le^ a temperate life, and break thy bread 
With honest mates, and bear a cheerful aspect* 
Wha( hath come to thee? In (by hollow ^e 
And hueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions. 
Sorrow and shame and conscience seem at war 
To waste thee. „ . , 

Btr. Rather shame and sorrow light 

On the accursed tyranny which rides 
The very air In Venice, and makes men 
Madden as in the last hours of the plague 
Whkh sweeps (he soul deliriously (rom life I ^ 
Lion/. Some villains have bktu tampering 
with thee, Bertram : 

This b not thy old language, nor own (ho^htt I 
Sooie wretch has made thee drunk with di^ 
aflectioA ; 

But thou must not be lost so ; thou tveri good 
And Und, and art not fit for such base acts 
As vice and villainy would put thee to : 

Confess — confide in roe — thou know st ny 
nature— 

Wbat is it thou and thine are bound to, do. 
Which should prevent thy friend, the only sot 
Of him who was a friend unto thy father. 

So (hat our good-will is a herita^ 

We should tequeatb to our posterity 
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Such as ourselves received it. or augmented : 

I say, what is it thou must do. that I (house 
Should deem tbee dangerous, and keep the 
Uke a ack girl? 

Ber. Nay. question me no further : 

I must be gone.—— 

Lioni. And I be murder'd 1— say. 

Was k not thus thou saJdst, my gentle Bertram ? 
Bfr. Who talks of murder? what said 1 of 
murder ? — 

Tis false, 1 did not utter such a word. 

Lioni. Thou didst not ; but from out thy 
wolfish eye, (forth 

So changed from what 1 knew it. there glares 
1'he gladiator. If my life's thine object. 

Take It — I am unarm d — and then away \ 

I would not hold my breath on such a tenure 
As the capricious mercy of such things 
As thou and those who have set thee to thy task- 
work. 

Bfr. Sooner than spill thy blood, 1 peril mine ; 
Sooner than harm a hair of thine. I place 
In jeopardy a thousand heads, acid some 
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own. 

Lioni. Ay, is it even so? Excuse me. Ber- 
Itta not worthy to be singled out (tram ; 
From such exalted hecatombs — who are they 
That an in danger, and that mako the danger? 

Bfr. Venice, and all that she inherits, are 
Divided like a house against itself. 

And so will perish ere to-morrow’s twilight I 
Lioni. More materiel, and awful ones I Rut 
Or thou, or I. or both, it may be. are [now. 
Upon the verge of ruin ; sp«^ once out, 

And thou art safe and glorious : for 'tis more 
Glorious to Save than slay, and slay i' the dark 
loo— 

Pie, Bertram 1 that was not a craft for thee I 
How would it look to see upon a spear 
Ine head of him whose heart was open to thee 
Borne by thy hand before the shuddering people 
And such may be my doom : for here T swear, 
Whate'er the peril or the penalty 
Of thy denunciation, 1 go forth, 

Uoleaa thou dost detail the cause, and show 
The consequence of all which led thee here I 
Btr. Is there no way to save thee? minutes 
fiy. 

And thou art lost I — / my sole benefactor 
The only being who was constant to me 
khrough every change. Yet, make me not 
traitor I 

me save thee— but spare my honour 1 

Wheie 

Can lie the honour in a league of murder ? 

And who are traitors save unto the state ? 

Btr. A league is stiU a compact, and more 

binding 

In honest hearts when words must stand for 
And in my mind, there is no traitor like [law 
He whose domesfic treason plants the poniard 
Within the breast which trusted to his &ith. 
Lioni. And wAo will strike the steel to mine? 

Not 


could have wound my soul up to ail things 
Save this. T^ou must not diel and think how 
by life is. when I risk so many lives. [dear 
Nay. more, the life of lives, the liberty 
Of future generations, nof to be [more 

he assassin thou miscall ’s( me once, once 
do adjure thee, pass not o‘ur thy threshold I 
Lioni. It is in vain — this luoment I go forth. 
D<r. I’heii perish \'enice rather than my 
friend 1 

will disclose— ensnare — betray— destroy — 

Oh. what a villain I become for thee I 

Lioni. Say. raiher. thy friend’s saviour and 
the state’s I— 

Speak— pause not— all rewards, all piedccs for 
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as 
The stale accords her worthiest servants ; nay. 
Nobility itself I guarantee thee. 

So that thou art sincere and pcniieni. 

D<r. I ha>e thought again i it must not be— 
1 love thee— 

Thou know'si it — that 1 stand here is the proof. 
Not least, though last ; but having done my duty 
By thee. 1 now must do it by my country I 
Pare well !— we meet no more in life I — farewell I 
Lioni. What, ho !— Antonio- Pedro— to the 
See that none pass— arrest this man !— [door J 

RnUr AnTOKIO ond oiktr armed Domes tieit 
M/ho sfite Dkrtrasc. 

Lioni [fon/inufs.] Take care 

ie hath no harm bring me my sword and 
cloak, 

Atkl ninri the gondola with four oars— quick— 

(A’w// At; TON 10. 
We will unto Giovanni Grade nigo's. 

And send for Marc Comaro fear not. Ber* 
This needful violence is for thy safuiy, (tram : 
No less than for the general wenU 
Ber. Where wouldst thou 

Bear me a prisoner ? 

Lioni. Firstly to ' the Ten ; * 

Next to the Doge. 

Ber. To the Doge? 

Lioni. Assuredly : 

Is he noi chief of the state 
Ser. Perhaps at sunrise— 

Lioni. What mean you?— but we'll know 

anofi. 

Ber. Art sure ? 

Lioni. Sure as all gentle means can make; 
and if 

They fail, you know* the Ten' and their tribunal. 
And that St Mark's has dungeons, and the 
A reck. (dungeoru 

Ber. Apply it then before the dawn 
Now bastening into heaven.— One more such 
word 

Aod you shall perish piecemeal, by the death 
You to doom to me. 

Re-entfr Autokio. 

Ani. The berk Is tuidy, 

My lord, and all prepared. 
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Lioni. Lock to (he prisoner. 

Bertram, 1*11 reason with thee as we go 
To the Magnlhco'i, sage Gradenigo. [Bxtunt. 

Sc&NB II The Dueal Palace.^ The Dele's 
Apar/meni. 

The Doge and his Nephew, Bektuccio 
Fauebo. 

Da^. Are all the people of our house in 
muster? [signal. 

Btr. P. They are array'd, and e^er for the 
Within our palace precincts at San 
I come for your last orders. 

Dege. It had been 

As well had (here been time to have got together, 
From my own def, Val di Marino, more 
Of our retainers^but it is too late. 

ber- P. Mctlunks, my lord, 'tis better as it is : 
A sudden swelling of our retinue 
Had waked suspicion ; and. (hough fierce and 
The vassals of (hat district are (oo rude [trusty. 
And quick in quarrel to have long maintain'd 
The secret discipliiie we need for such 
A service, till our foes are dealt upon. 

De^e. True; but uhcn once the signal has 
been gi>‘en. 

These are the men for such an enterprise ; 
These city slaves have all their private Imas, 
Their prejudice against or Jar this noble, 

Which may induce them to o'erdo orsrare 
Where mercy may be madness ; tne fierce 
pensanis. 

Serfs of my county of Val di Marino. 

Would do the bidding of their lord without 
Distinguishing for love or hate his foes : 

Alike to them Marcello or Comaro, 

A Grndenigo ora Foscari ; 

They are not used to start at (hose vain names. 
Nor bow the knee before a civk senate ; 

A chief in armour is their Suzerain. 

And not a thing in robes. 

Ber. p. We are enough ; 

And for the dispositions of our clients 
Against the senate 1 will answer. 

Dege. Well. 

The die Is thrown ; but for a warlike service. 
Done in the field, commend me to my peasants: 
They made the sun shine through the host of 
Huns 

When sallow burghers stunk back to (heir tents. 
And cower'd .to hear their own victorious 
trumpet.' , 

If there be small resistance you will find 
These citizens all lions, like Iheir standard ; 

But if there's much to do, you'll wish, with me. 
A band of iron rustics at our backs. 

Ber. P. Thus thinking, I must marvel you 
To strike ihe Wow so suddenly. [^Ive, 

Such blows I 

M ust be struck suddenly ot never. When , 
1 had 0 ‘ennaster'd the weak false remorse 
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Whkh yearn'd about my heart, too fondly 
yielding 

A moment to the feeliogs of old days, 

I was most fain to strike : and firstly, that 
I might not yield again to such emotions ; 

And secondly, because of all these men, 

Save Israel and Philip Calendaro, 

I know not well the courage or the faith : 
To^ay might find 'mongst them a traitor to us. 
As yesterday a thousand to the senate ; 

But once in, with their hilts hot in their hands. 
They must«»a for their own sakes: one stroke 
struck. 

And the mere instinct of the first-born Cain. 
Which ever lurks somewhere in human hearts, 
Though circumstance may keep It in abeyance. 
Will u^e the rest on like to wolves ; the sigh: 
Of blood to crowds begets the thirst of more. 

As the first wine-cup Inds to the long revel ; 
And you will find a harder task to quell 
Than urge them when they have commenced, 
but till 

That moment, a mere voice, a straw, a shadow, 
Are cap.ible of turning them aside. — 

How goes the night? 

Ber. P~ Almost upon the dawn. 

Depe. Then it is time to strike upon the bell 
Are ihe men posted ? 

Ber. F. By this time they are : 

But ihey have orders not to strike, until 
They have command from you ihrough me In 
person. [rest 

Dpge. 'Tis well.— Will the morn never put to 
These stars which twinkle yet o'er all the 
heavens? 

t am SCI (led and bound up, and being so. 

Tht vary effort which k cosi me to 
Kesolve to cleanse this commonwealth with fire, 
Now leaves my mind more steady. 1 have wept 
And trembled at the thought of this drend duly : 
But now I have put down all idle passion. 

And look the growing tempest in the face, 

As doth the pilot of an admiral galley : [been 
Yet {wouldst (hou think it, kinsman?) It hath 
A grater siruggle to me, than when nations 
Beheld their mie mergi^ in the approaching 
Where I was leader of a phalanx, where [fight. 
Thousands w‘ere sure to perish— Yes, to spill 
The nuik polluted current from the veins 
Of a few bloated despots needed more 
To steel me to a purpose such as made 
Tlmoleon immortal, than to face 
The (oils and dangers of a life of war. 

Ber. P. It gladdens me to see your former 
wisdom 

Subdue (he furies which so wrung you ere 
You were decided. 

Doge. It was ever thus 

With me ; the hour of agitation came 
In (he first gUmmerings of a purpose, when 
Passion bad too much room lo sway ; but in 
The hour of action 1 have stood as calm 
As were the dead who lay arouod me : (his 
They knew who made me what I am, and misted 
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'1*0 tbe subdoiag power which I preserved 
Over my mood, wbea its Arst bum was spent. 
Tilt (hey were not aware (hat there are things 
Which make revenge a virtue by reflection, 

And not an impulse of mere anger : though 
The laws sleep, Justice wakes, uid injured souls 
Oft do a public right with private wrong. 

And justify their deeds unto themselves.— 
Methinks the day breaks — is it not so? took, 

Th i ne eyes are clear with youth the air puts on 

A morning freshness, and, at least to me. 

The sea looks greyer through the lattice. 

F. True, 

The mom is dappling in the sky. 

^ Asvay (hen ! 

See (hat they strike without delay, and with 
The flrst toll from St Mark's, march on the 

palace (you 

With all our house's strength ; here I will meet 
'I'he Sixteen and their companies will move 
In separate columns at (he self-same moment— 
IK sure you post yourself at the great gate : 

I would not trust * the Ten ' except to us— 

The rest, the rabble of patricians, may 
Glut the more careless swords of (hose leagued 
with us. 

Remember that the cry is still ’Saint Mark t 
1 he Genoese are come— ho ! to (he rescue ! 
Saint Mark and Liberty I ' — Now — now to 

(meet 

Ber. F. Farewell (hen, noble uncle I we will 
In medom and true sovereignty, or never I 
Ow. Come hither, my Beriucck^^ne em- 
brace— 

Speed, for the day grows broader— send me soon 
A »eM«nger to telT me how all goes 
>^en you rejoin our troops, and then sound— 
1 he storm-bell from St Mark's I (sound 

- , , C^TiV Bertuccio FALiaao. 

[w/wj. He is gone. 

And on each footstep moves a life. ‘Tls done. 
Now (he destroying angel hovers o'er 
Venice, and pauses ere he pours (he vial. 

Even as the eaglo overlooks his prey. 

And for a moment, poised In middle air, 
^usjKnds the motion of his mighty wines 
Then swoops with his unemng beak, 
day I 

That slowly walk'st (he waters I march— 

I would not smite i' the dark, but rather see 
that 00 stroke errs. And you, ye blue 
waves 1 ' * 

{•tlfvV®*” you dyed «Te now. and deeply (00. 
SkS Q«'‘®«»fv?aracen, and Hunnishgore. 
While that of Venice flow'd too, but vk«wious : 
Now thou must wear an un mix'd crimson j do 
SKroaric blood can reconcile us now 
unto (hat horrible Incarnadine 
But friend or foe will roll in civic slaughter. 
And have I Lived to fourscore years for this ? 

1, who was named Preserver of the City? 

the milUon's caps were flung 
Into (he air, and cries from tens of thousands 
Koseup, Impleriog Heaven to send »c blessings. 


Thou 

(on— 

march 


sea 


And fame, and length of days — to see this day ? 
But (his day. black within the calendar. 

Shall be succeeded by a bright millennium. 
Doge Dandolo survived to ninety summers 
To vanquish empires, and refuse their crown : 

I will resign a crovrn, and make the state 
Renew its freedom— but oh 1 by what means 
The noble end must justify them.- What 
Are a few drops of human blood ? 'tis false. 

The blood of tyrants is not human ; they. 

Like to incarnate Molochs, feed on ours. 

Until 'tis time to give (hem to the tombs 
Which they have made so populous. *— Oh 
world f 

Oh men ! what are ye, and our best designs. 
That we must work by crime to punish crime ? 
And slay as if Death had but (his one gate, 
When a few years would make the ssvord super- 
fluous/ 

And I. upon the verge of th' unknown realm, 
Yet send so many heral<is on before me?— 

I must not ponder this. \A pa me. 

Hark I was there not 
A murmur as of distant voices, and 
The (ramp of feel in martial unison ? 

What phantoms even of sound our wishes raise ? 
It cannot be— the signal hath not rung— 

Why pauses it ? My nephew's messenger 
Should be upon his way to me. and he 
Himself perltaps even now drasvs grating back 
Upon its ponderous hinge (he steep tower poriul, 
where swings the sullen huge oracular bell, 
Which never knells but for a princely death. 

Or for a state in peril, pealing forth 
Tremendous borlements r let it do its office, 

And be this pc.d its awfullest and last 
Sound till (W strong tower rock i — What I 
silent still? 

I would go forth, but (hat my post is here. 

To bo the centre of re-union to 
The oft discordant elements which form 
I.Kagues of this nature, and to keep compact 
The wavering or (he weak, in case of conflict ; 
For if they should do battle, 'twill be here. 
Within the palace, that the strife will thicken i 
'I'hen here must be my station, as becomes 
The master-mover,— Hark 1 he comes— lie 
comes, 

My nephew, brave Bertucclo's messenger.— 
What tidings ? Is he marching ? hatit he s|>cd ? 
They here 1— all's lost— yet will 1 make an effort. 

Enter a SiCNOA OP THE NtOHT, Vfith Guards, 
6*c. 6*c. 

Sijt' Doge, 1 arrest thee of high treason I 
^£e. Me I 

Thy prince, of (reason?— Who are they (hat 
dare 

Cloak (heir own (reason under such an order? 
S^. [skewing kis arder\. Behold my order 
from the assembled Ten. {bled ? 00 

And where are they, and why assem- 
Such council can be lawful, till the prince 
Preode there, and that duty's mine : on thine 
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I charge thee, give me way, or marsbal me 
To the council chamber. 

Duke i ft may not be : 
Nor ut they in (he wonted Hall of Council. 
But sitting in the convent of ^nt Saviour's. 
Do^f. You dare to disobey me. then ? 

1 serve 

The state, and needs must serve it faithfully ; 
My warrant is the will of those who rule ic 

And till (hat warrant has my signature 
It is niegal. and. as hw applied. [wHorth. 
Rebellious.— Hast thou weigh'd w‘e11 thy life’s 
That thus you dare assume a lawless function? 

Si^. “Tis not my office to reply, but act— 

I am placed here as guard upon thy person. 
And not as judge to hear or to decide. 

Da^e I must gain tinte. So that the 

storm belf sound. 

All may be well yet. — Kinsman, speed— speed 
^speed I— 

Our fate U trembling in the balance, and 
Woe to the vanquish’d I be they prince 
Or slaves and senate — [pe . 

[ TAi fTfat Ml of St Mark's tolls. 
Lo Ml sounds— it tolls I 
[A/otid]. Hark. Signor of the Night I and you, 
ye nirelings, 

Who wield your mercenary staves in fear. 

It Is your knell— Swell on, thou lusty peal t 
Now. knaves, what ransom for your lives ? 

Sif. Confusion ! 

Stand to your arms, and guard the door— all’s 
Unless that fearful tell be silenced soon. (iMt 
Ibe officer hath miss’d his path or purpose. 

Or met some unforeseen and hideous owta^. 
Anseimo. with thy company proceed 
Straight to the tower ; the rest remain with me. 

[Fail pa*"^ 9/ Ouanl. 

Does. Wretch I if thou wouldsi have thy vile 
life, implore it : 

It is not now a lease of si^^ seconds. 

Ay. send thy miserabie ruffians forth : 

I’hey never shall return. 

Sig. So let U be I 

They die then in their duty, as will I. [game 
Dogs. Fool I the high eagle flies at nobler 
Than thou and thy base myrmidons,— live on. 
So thou provok’st not peril by resistance, 

And learn (if souls so much obscured can bear 
To gaze uf^n the sunbeams) to be free. 

Sig. And learn thou to be captive. — It hath 
ceased, [7>a kill seasss to lolt. 

The traitorous signal, which was to have set 
The bloodhouod mob on their patrician prey- 
The knell hath rung, but it is not the senate’s ! 
Doge \after a pause]. All’s silent, aod all’s 
fosti 

Sig, Now, Doge, denounce me 

As rebel slave of a revolted council 1 
Have 1 not done my duty ? 

Dogt. Peace, thou thing I 

Thou hast done a worthy deed, and earn’d the 

S rice [thee, 

}od, and they wbo use tbee will reward 


But thou wert sent to watch, aod not to prate, 
As thou saldst even now— then do thine office, 
But let it be in silence, as behoves thee. 

Since, though thy prisoner. I am thy prince. 

Sig. I did not mean to fail in the respect 
Due to your rank : in (his I shall obey you. 
Doge (aside). There now is nothing left me 
save to die : 

And yei how near success ! I would have fallen. 
And proudly, in the hour of triumph, but 
To miss it thus !— 


Euler other SiCNORS OF THE NiOHT, with 
BertucCIO Faliero prisoner, 
ind Sig. We took liim in the act 

Of issuing from the tower, where, at his order, 
As delegated from ilie Doge, the signal 
Had thus begun to sound. 

ist Sig. Are all the passea 

Which lead up to the palace well secured ? 

^d Sit. They are— besides, it matteis not : 
the chiefs 

Are all in chains, and some even now on trial— 
Their followers are dispersed, and many taken. 
Der. F. Uncle I 

Doge. It is in vain to war with Fortune ; 
The f lonr hath departed from our house. 

Ber. F. Who would have deem'd It ?— Ah 1 
one moment sooner 1 [face of : 

Doge. That moment would have changed the 
This gives us to eternity — We’ll meet it 
As men whose triumph is not in success. 

But who can make their own minds all in all, 
Equal to every fortune. Droop not. ’tis 
But a brief passage— [ would go alone. 

Yet if (hey send us. as 'tie like, together. 

Let us go worthy ^ our sires and selves. 

Ber. F. I shall not shame you, uncle. 
lit Sig. Lords, our orders 

Are to keep guard on both in separate chaiubets, 
Uniil (he council caU ye to your trial. f'lp 
Doge. Oiir trial I will they keep (heir mockeiy 
Even to the last ? but let (hem deal upon us. 

As we had dealt on them, but wiih less pomp. 
'Tis but a game of mutual homicides, 

Who have east lots for (he first death, and they 
Have won with false dice.— Who hath been oui 
Judas? 

Ill Sig. I am not warranted to answer that. 
Ber. F. I'll answer for thee- ‘ils a certain 
Bertram. 

Even now deposing to the secret giunla. 

Doge. Bertram, (he tergama^ i With what 
vile tools 

We opente to slay or save I This creature. 
Black with a double treason, now will earn 
Rewards and honours, and be stamp’d in story 
With (he geese in the Capirol. which gabbled 
Till Rome awoke, and had an annual triumph. 
While Manlius, who hurl’d down the Gauls. 
From the Tarpeian. [was cast 

ist Sig. Be aspired to irenson, 

And sought to mle the state. 

Doge. lie saved (be stale. 
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And sotiglu but to reform what he revived — 
But this is idle* — Come. sirs, do your work. 

15/ Si^. Noble Bertucdo. we must now re- 
in lo an mner chamber. (move you 

Dtr. F. Farewell, uncle I 

Tf we shuU meet again in life I know not. 

But they perhaps will let our ashes mingle. 
Do^t. Yes, and our spirits, whieh shall yet go 
forth, [fail’d in ! 

And do what our frail clay, thus clogg’d, hath 
They cannot quench (he memory of those 
Who would have hurl’d them from (heir nilty 
thrones. (tan(. 

And such examples will find heirs, though dis* 


ACT V. 

Scene X.^Tht Hall of the Council 0 / Ten, 
autmhUd with tht additional Sena tort. \oho. 
on the Trinli of Ike ComN^atort for the 
Treason of MARINO Falip.RO. eompoted 
what was catted the Ginnta. ~ Guards, 
inters, b*c. 6'^.~lSRAKL Dertuccio and 

FitJUR Calendaho as Prisoners. Bbr- 

TRAU, LlONi. and Witnesses. 6*/. 

The Chief of the Ten. Benintenob. 

Ben, I’here now rests, after such conviction 
Their manifold and m.*inifes( offences. [of 
But to pronounce on these obdurate men 
*l'he sentertee of the law grievous task 
To those who hear, and those who speak. Alas I 
That It should fall to me I and that my days 
Of office should be stigmatised through all 
The years of coming time, as bearing record 
To this most foul and coiiipllcaieri treason 
Against a Just and free state, known to all 
The earth as being the Christian bulwark gainst 
I'he Samcen and the schismatic Greek. 

The savage Hun. and not less b^tnrous Frank ; 
A city which has open’d India’s wealth 
To Europe ; the last Koman refuge from 
O'er whelming Attila ; the ocean’s queen ; 

Proud Genoa's prouder rival I *l’is 10 sap 
The throne of such a city, these lost men 
Have rlsk d and forfeited (heir worthless lives— 
So let them die (he death. 

We are prepaied ; 
Your racks have done that for us. Let us die. 
Ben. If ye have (hat to say which aouM 
obtain 

Abatement of your punishment, the Clurita 
Will hear you ; if you have aught to confess. 
Now is your time: perhaps it may avail ye. 

/. Ber. We sund to hear, and not to speak. 

Your crimes 

Are fullv proved by your accomplice 
And all which clrcumstaoee can add to aid 
them ; [pletc 

Yet we would hear from your own lips com* 
Avowal of your treason 1 on (be verge 
Of that dread gulf which none repass, the truth 
Alone can pront you on earth or heaven— 


Say, then, what was your motive? 

/. Ber. Justice! 

Ben. Whni 

Your object ? 

/. Ber. Freedom I 

Den. You are brief, sir. 

/. Ber. So my Ufe grows : I 
,Vas bred a soldier, not a senator. 

Ben. Perhaps you think by this blunt brevity 
To brave your judges to postpone (he sentence? 
/. Ber. Do you be brief as 1 am, and believe 
shall prefer that mercy to your p;trdon. [me. 
Ben. Is this your sole reply to the tribun^ ? 

/. Ber. Go. ask your r.icks what they have 
wrung from us. [blood left. 

Or place us there again ; we have still some 
And some slight sense of pain in these wrench'd 
limbs : 

But (his ye dare not do : for if sve die ther<>^ 
.And you have left us lit tie life to spend 
Upon yourengieves, gorged with pangs already- 
Ye lose the public spectacle, wiin v, hich 
You would app.al your slaves to further slavery I 
Groans arc not words, nor agony assent. 

Nor affirmation truih. If nature's sense 
Should overcome the soul into a lie. 

For a sliort respite— must u e bear or die 7 
Ben. Say. wno were your accomplices? 

/• Ber. The Senate ! 

Ben. VS'hat do you mean? 

/. Ber. Ask of the suffering people, 

Whom your patrician crimes have driven tocrime, 
Ben . You know the Doge ? 

/• Ee^> I served with him at Zara 

In the field, when yon were pleading here your 
To present office : wc exposetl our lives, [way 
While you hut hazarded the lives of others. 

Mike by accusation or defence : 

An<l for the rest, all Venice knows her Doge, 
Through his great actions, and the Senate's In* 
suits, 

Ben. You have held conference with him } 

/• Ber. [ am weary— 

Even wearier of your questions than your tor* 
I pray you pass to judgment, [turcs : 

Ben. It is coming. 

And you. loo. Pliilip Calcndaro. what 
Have you to say why you should not he doom’d ? 

Cat. I never was a man of many words, 

And now have few left worth the utterance. 

Ben. A further application of yon engine 
Xlay change your tone, 

Cat. hf ost true. It will do so ; 

A former application did so ; but 
It will not change my words, or. If It did — 

Ben. Whatih^? 

Cal. Will my avowal on yon rack 

Stand good inlaw? 

Ben. Assuredly. 

Cal. Whoe'er 

The culprit be whom I accuse of treason ? 

Ben. Without doubt, he will brought up to 
trial. 

Cal. And on this testimony would he perish? 
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Ben. So your coQfessbn be deuil’d a&d tuU. 
He will stand here in peril of hU life. [dent ! 

Cal. Then look well to thy proud self, Presi* 
For by the eternity which yawns before me, 

[ swear that thou, and only thou, sliali be 
The traitor 1 denounce upon that rack, 

]f 1 be stretch’d (here for the second time. 

One of the Giunta. Lord President, 'twere best 
proceed to judgment ; 

There is no more to be drawn from these men. 

Ben. Unhappy men I prepare for instant death. 
The nature of your crime^our law— and peril 
The state now stands in, leave not an hour’s re> 
spite— 

Guards I lead them forth, and upon the balcony 
Of the red columns, where, on festal Thursday, 
The Doge stands to behold the chase of bulb. 

I At them bejustided : and lea^‘e exposed 
Their wavering relics, in the place « judgment. 
To the full view of the assembled people ! — 
And Heaven have mercy on their souls I 

The Giunta. Amen 1 

/. Rer. Signors, farewell 1 we shall not all 
Meet in one place. (again 

Den. And lest they should essay 

To stir up the distracted multitude— 

Guards 1 let (heir mouths be gsgg'd even in the 
Of execution. Lead them hence l [act* 

Cal. Wh.it \ must we 

Not even say farewell to some fond friend. 

Nor leave a last word with our confessor? 

Ben. A priest is waiting In the aniechamber ; 
Rut, for your friends, such Interviews w'ould be 
PAinful to them, and useless all to you. [least 
CaL I knew that we wAre gagg’d in life; at 
All Ihose who had not heart to risk their lives 
Upon their open thoughts ; but still 1 deem’d 
That in the last few moments, the same idle 
Freedom of speech accorded to the dying. 
Would not now be denied to us : but since*^ 
/. Ber. Even let them have (heir way, brave 
Cslendaro I 

What matter a few syllabi is? let's die 
W 1 thou t the slightest show of favour from them ; 
bo shall our blood more readily arise 
To Heaven against them, and more testify 
To theix atrocities, than could a volume 
Spoken or written of our dying words 1 
i hey tremble at our voices— nay, they dread 
Our vety silence — let them live in fear I— 
lAave them unto their thoughts, and let us now 
Address our own above 1— Lead on; we are 
leady— 

CaL Israel, hadst thou but hearken'd unto me 
It had not now bees thus ; and yon pale villain, 

Ibe coward Bertram, would 

y. Ber. Peace. Calendaro I 

What brooks It now to ponder upon this? 

Bert. Alas 1 1 fain you died in peace with me: 

I did not seek this task ; 'twas forced upon me: 
Say, you forgive me, though 1 never can 
Retrieve my own forgivenes s — frown ooitbus I 

HifiCortea] (act. See Suato, Appesaix. KMe A. 


/. Ber. I die and pardon thee J 
Ceet. \tfUtingat kim\. I die and scorn thee I 
{Exeunt ISRAEL BERTUCCrOawif PhiLIF 
CaLEKDARO, Guards. &»e. 

Ben. Now that these criminabhave been dis* 
posed of. 

'Ti$ time that we proceed to pass oiir sentence 
Upon the greatest traitor upon record 
In any annals, the Faliero 1 
The proofs and process are complete ; the timu 
And crime require a quick procedure : shall 
He now be call’d in to receive the award ? 

The Giunta. Ay, ay. 

Ben. Avogadori, order that the Doge 

Be brought before the council. 

One o/ the Giunta. And the rest, 

When shall they be brought up ? 

Ben. When all the chiefs 

Have been dbposed of. Some have fled to 
Chioua : 

But (here are thousands In pursuit of them, 

And such precaution ta'en on tern hrma, 

As well as in the islands, that we hope 
None will escape to utter in strange lands 
His libellous tue of treasons ’gainst the senate. 

Enter the DOCB as Prisoner, with Guards, 

Ben. Doge^for such still you are, and by the 
law 

hlust be consider’d, till the hour shall come 
When you must doff (he ducal bonnet from 
That head, which could not wear a crown more 
noble 

Than empires can confer. In quiet honour, 

But It must plot to overihrow your peers. 

Who made you what you are, and quench In 
A cii/s glory— vre have laid already [blood 
Before you In your chamber at full length, 

By (he Avogadori, all (hr proofs (ample 
Which have appear’d against you ; and more 
Ne'er rear’d their sanguinary shadows to 
Confront a traitor. What have you to say 
la your defence? 

itoge. What shall I say to ye. 

Since my defence must be your condemnation? 
You are at once offenders and accusers. 

Judges and executioners i— Proceed 
upon your po«‘er. 

Ben. Your chief accomplices 

Having confess’d, there is no hope for you. 

D^e. And who be (hey ? 

Ben. In number many ; but 

The first now stands before you and the coun, 
Bertram of Bergamo.- would you question him ? 
Daae {losing at him eonteMptuosssly]. No. 
Ben. And two otheR, Israel Bertuccio, 
And Philip Calendaro, have admitted 
Their fellowship in treason with the Doge ( 
i^e. And where are th^ ? 

Ben. Gone to their place, and now 

Answering to Heaven for what (bey did on earth. 

Doge. Ah ( the plebdaa Brutus, as he gone? 
And the quick Cassius for (he arsenal? — 
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How did tbey meet their doom? 

Btn. Think of your own : 

It is Approaching. You decline to plead, then? 

Dogt. I cannot plead to my inferion. nor 
Can recognize your legal power to try me. 

Show me the law 1 

Btn. On great emergencies 

The law must be remodelVd or amended : 

Our fathers had not fix'd the punishreeni 
Of such a crimei as on the old Roman tables 
The sentence against parricide was left 
la pure forgetfulness : they could not render 
That penal, which had neither name nor thought 
In their great bosoms ; who would have foreseen 
That nature could be filed to such a crime 
As sons ’gairut sires and princes 'gainst their 
realms ? 

Your sin hath made us make a law which will 
Become a precedent 'gainst such haught traitors, 
As would with treason mount 10 tyranny : 

Not even contented with a sceptre, till 
They can convert it to a two^ged sword t 
Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye? 
What’s nobler than the sienory of Venice ? 
Degt. The signory of Venice I You betray’d 
me— 

Vou—ytu, who sit there, traitors as ye are 1 
From my equality with you in birth, 

And my superiority in action, 

You drew me from my honourable tculs 
In distant lands— on nood— in field— in cities— 
Vtu singled me out like a victim to (altar 
Stand crown'd, but bound and helpless, at the 
Where you alone could minister. I knew not,- 
1 sought not.— wish'd not,— dream’d not the 
election, 

Which reach'd me first at Rome, and I obey'd * 

But found on my arrival, that, besides 

The jealous vigilance which always led you 

To mock and mar your sovereigns h^st intents. 

You had, even in the interregnum of 

My journey to the capiial. curtait'd 

And mutilated the few privileges 

Yet left the duke : all this I bote, and would 

Have borne, until my very hearth was stain'd 

By the pollution of your ribaldry. 

And he, the ribald, whom 1 see amongst you^ 
Fit Judge io such tribunal 
Btn. Unttrrugting Aim]. Michel Steoo 
IS here ia virtue of his office, as 
One of the Forty ; • the Ten ' having craved 
A Gmnta of patriciaos from the senate 
To aid our Judgment in a trial arduous 
And novel as the present : he was set 
Free from the penalty pronounced upon him 
Because the Doge, who should protect the law 
Seeking to abrogate all law. cas eUim 
No punisbraefit of others by the sututo 
Which be Inmsclf denies sind violates 1 [iAere 

«rv iin him 

Where he now aits, to glut him with my death 
In the mockery of castigation. ftke 

Which your foul, outward. juggUngshowofius- 
Decreed as sentenca I Base ae was his crime. 


Twas purity cr>mp.ired with your protection. 
Btn. And cin it he, th.it the great Doge of 
Venice, 

With three parts of a century of years 
And honours on his head, could thus allow 
His fury, like an angry boy's, to master 
All feeling, wisdom, faith, and fear, on such 
A provocation as a young man's petulance ? 
Dogt. A ^ark creates the flame- *tis the last 
dr^ 

WTiich makes the cup run o’er, and mine was full 
Already : you oppress'd the prince nnd people ; 

I would have fre<^ both, and have fail'd in both: 
The price of such success would have been glory, 
Vengeance, and victory . and such a name 
As would have made Venetian history 
Rival 10 that of Greece and Syr.icuse 
When they were freed, .md flourish'd .ages nficr. 
Arid mine to Gelon and to Tlirasybulus 
Failing. I know the penalty of failure 
Is present infamy and death— the future 
Will judge, when Venice is no more, or free ; 
Till then, the truth is in abeyance. Pause not ; 
I would have shown no mercy, and 1 seek none ; 
My life was Slaked upon a mighty hazard. 

And being lost, take what I would have taken t 
I would have Stood alone amidst your tombs ! 
Now you may flock round mine and trample on 

it. 

As you have done upon my heart while living. 

Btn. You do confess then, and admit the 
Of our tribunal? {justice 

D.gt. J confess to have fail'd ; 

Fortune is female : from my youth her favours 
Were not withheld, the fault w.os mine to hope 
Her former smiles again at this late hour. 

Btn. You do not then in aught arraign our 
equity? [questions. 

£>tgt. Noble Venetians I stir me not with 
I am resign’d to th 2 worst : but in me still 
Have something of rhe blood of brighter days. 
And am not over^pativnl. Pray you. spare me 
Further interrogation, which boots nothing. 
Except to turn a trial to debate; 

I shall but answer that which will offend you, 
And please your enemies— a host already ; 

*Tis (rue. these sullen w alls should yield no echo: 
But walls have ears- nay. more, they have 
tongues ; and if [them, 

There were no other way for truth to oorleap 
You who condemn me. you who fear and slay 
me, 

Yet couKJ not bear in silence to your graves 
What you would hear from me of good or evil ; 
The secret were too mighty for your souls : 

Then let it sleep io mine, unless you court 
A danger which would double that you escape. 
Such my defence would be, had I full scope 
To make it famous, for true uvr^ are iAingt 
And dring men's are things which long oulUve. 
And oftentimes avenge them ; bury mine. 

If ye would fain survive me : take this counsel. 
And though too oft ye made me live in wrath 
Let me die calmly ; you may grant me this 
•S 
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I d«ny nothing.— defend nothing.— nothing 
I ask of you. but silence for myself, 

And sentence from the court I 
Btn. This full admission 

Spares us the liarsh necessity of ordering 
I'he torture to elicit the whole truth. 

Doge. The torture! you have put me there 
already, 

Daily since I was Doge ; but if you will 
Add the corporeal rack, you may : these limbs 
Will yield with age to crushing iron ; but 
There’s that within my heart shall strain your 
engines. 

Enter an Officer. 

Officer. Noble Venetians ? Duchess Fallero 
Requests admission to (he Oiunra's presence. 
Ben. Say, conscript fathers,* shall she be 
admit ted I [of imporun%v 

One of the Giunta. She may have revelation^ 
Unto the state, to justify compliance 
With her request. 

Ben. Is this (he general wMI 7 

All. It is. 

Doge. Oh, admirable laws of Venice I 
Which would admit the wife, in the full hope 
That she might testify against the husband. 
What glory to the chaste Venetian dames I 
But such blasphemers ’gainst all honour, as 
Sit here, do well to act in their voc.ition. 

Now. villain Steno I if this woin.in fail, 
ril pardon thee thy lie, nnd thy escape. 

And my own violent death, and thy vile Ufe. 

Tkt Dt/CHESS enters. 

Btn. t Ady I this just tribunal has resolved. 
Though the request be strange, to grant i(, and 
Whatever be its purport, to accord 
A pnilent hearing with the due respect 
Which fits your ancestry, your rank, and virtues; 
But you turn pale— ho I there, look to the lady! 
PUice a chair instantly. 

Ang. A moment s faintness— 

Tis past : I pray you pardon me.— 1 sit not 
In presence of my prince and of tny husband. 
While he is on his fee(. 

Ben. Your pleasure, lady 7 

Ang. Strange rumours, but most (rue, if all 
1 hear 

And see be sooth, have reach'd me. and I come 
To kno>v the worst, even at (he vrorst ; forgive 
The abruptness of my entrance and my bearing. 

Is it 1 cannot spw—i cannot shape 

The question— but you answer it ere ^*oken. 
With eyes averted, and with gloomy brows— 

Oh God I this is the silence of the grave 1 
Ben. [a/ler a pause]. Spare us, and spare 
thyseu (be repetition 
Of our most awful, but inexorable 
Duty to Heaven and man I 


• The VeneiUn tenate took the »ae UUe ihe R»fU« et 
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Ang. Yet speak : I cannot— 

I cannot— no — even now believe these things. 
IsArcoodemoed? 

Ben. Alasl 

Ang. And was he guilty 7 

Ben. Lady I the natural distraction oi 
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes (he 
question 

Merit forgiveness : else a doubt like this 
Against a just and paramount tribunal 
Were deep oAence. But question even the Doge, 
And if he can deny the proofs, believe him 
Guiltless as thy ov- n bosom. 

Ang. fs it so? 

My lord — my sovereign- my poor fathers 
friend— 

The mighty in the field, the sage in council, 
Unsay the words of this man I— Thou art silent I 
Ben. He hath already own’d tohUown guilt, 
Not. as tlwu see’st. doth he deny it now. 

Ang. Ay. but he must not die I Spare lus 
lew yean, [days. 

Which grief and shame will soon cut down to 
One day of baffled crime must not efface 
Near sixteen lustres crowded with brave acts. 

Ben. His doom must be fulfill’d without re- 
Of lime or penalty— tis a decree, (mission 
Ang. He hath been guilty, but there may be 
Ben. Not in this case with justice, [mercy. 
Ang. Alasl Signor, 

lie who is only Just is cruel ; who 
Upon the earth would iiveu’ereall judged justly? 
Ben. His punishment is safety to the stale. 
Ang. He was a subject, and hath served (he 
stale ; 

He was your general, and hath served the statu : 
He is yoW sovereign, and hath ruled the state. 
One of the CouneiL He is a traitor, and 
betray’d the state. [no state 

Ang. And, but for him, there now 7m been 
To sas'e or to destroy ; and you, who sit 
There to pronounce the death ed your deliverer, 
Had now been groaning at a Moslem oar. 

Or digging in the Huonlsh mines in fetters I 
On* ef the Council. No, lady, there are others 
who would die 

Rather than breathe in slavery. 

Ang. If there are SO 

Within these walls, thmt art not of (be number : 
The truly brave are generous to the fallen 
Is there do hope? 

Ben. Lady, it cannot be. 

Ang. {turning to the uogt.\ Tbendie.FaHerDl 
since it must be so ; 

But with (he ^rit of my father’s frieod. 

Tbou hast been guilty of a great offence, 

Half cancdl’d by the harshness of these meo. 

I would have sued to them,— have prayd to 
them,— 

Have begg'd as famish d meocUcants for bread,— 
Have wept as they will cry unto their God 
For mercy, and be answer'd as ihey answer, - 
Had it bean fitting for tby name or imnet 
And if the cruelly in their cold eyes 
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Had not announced the heartless wrath within. 
Then, as a prince, address thee to (hy doom. 
Doge. I have lived too long not to know how 
die I 

Thy suing to these men were but the bleating 
Of the lamb to the butcher, or the cry 
Of seamen to the surge : I would not take 
A life eternal, granted at the hands 
Of wretches, from whose monstrous vjllanies 
1 sought to free the groaning nations I 
Silickel Steno. Ooge. 

A word with thee, and with this noble lady. 
Whom 1 have grievously offended. Would 
Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my pari. 
Could cancel the inexorable past ! 

But since that cannot be. as Christians let us 
Say farewell, and in peace ; with full contrition 
\ crave, not pardon, but compas»ion from you, 
And give, however weak, my prayers for both. 
Aug. Sage Bcnintende, now chief judge of 
Venice, 

I speak to (l)ce in answer to yon signor. 

Inform the nb.ald Steno. that his words 
Ne’er weight) in mind with I^redano's daughter. 
Further than to create a moment’s pity 
For such as he is : would that others had 
Despised him as I pity I I prefer 
My honour to a thousand lives, could such 
Be multiplied in mine, but wouM not have 
A single life of others lost for that 
Which nothing human can impugn— the sense 
Of virtue, looking not fo what is call’d 
A good name for reward, but to itself. 

To me the scorner’s words were as the wind 
Unto the rock : but as there are^alasl 
Spirits more sensitive, on which such things 
Light as the whirlwind on the waters : souls 
To whom dishonour’s shadow Isa substance 
More terrible than death, here and hereafter ; 
Men wliose vice is tv start at vke’s scoffing. 

And who. though proof against all blandish* 
ments 

Of pleasure, and all pangs of pain, are feeble 
When the proud name on which they pinnacled 
Their hopes is breathed on. Jealous as the eagle 
Of her high aiery ; let what we now ^ 

Behold, and feel, and suffer, be a lesson 
I’p wretches how they tamper to their spleen 
Wiih beings of a higher order. Insects 
Have made the lion mad ere now ; a sliaft 
I' the heel o'enhrew the bravest of the brave : 

A wife’s dishonour was the bane ^ Troy ; 

A wife’s dishonour unking d Rome for cv^ * 

An injured husband brought the Cauls to Clu* 

Slum. 

Anil thence to Rome, which peruh’d fora time * 
An obscene mture cost Caligula * 

His life, while Earth yet bore his cruelties ; 

A virgin’s wrong made l^pain a Moorish pro* 
vmce ; 

And Steno’s lie, couch’d in two worthless Unes. 
Hath decimated Venice, put in peril 
A senate which hath stood eight hundred years, 
Disuow n'd a prince, cut u(T bis crow nless bead. 


And forged new fetters for a groaning people I 
Let the poor wretch, like to the courtesan 
Who fired Persepolis, be proud of this, 

If it so please him — tw ere a pride fit for him J 
But let him not insult the last hours of 
Him, who, whate’er he now- is, was a hero, 

By the intrusion of his very prayers ; 

Nothing of good c.in come from such a source, 
Nor would we aught with him, nor now, not 
ev'er ; 

We leave him to himself, that lowest depth 
Of human baseness. Pardon is for men, 

And rK>( for reptiles— we have none for Steno, I 
And no resentment : things like him must sling, 
And higher beings suffer ; 'tis the cliarier 
Of life. *1 he m.in w ho dies by the adder’s fang 
have the cr.awlcr crush'd, but feels no anger: 
’Twas the worm's nature ; and some men are 
worms 

In soul, more than the living things of tombs. 
Doge. \to Signori complete that which 

you deem your duly. 

Before we can proceed upon that duly, 
We would lequest the princess to withdraw ; 
Twill mos*e her too much to be witness to k. 

Aug. I know U will, and yet 1 must endure it, 
For Its a part of mine— I will not quit. 

Except by force, my husband’s Mclv,— Proceed I 
Nay. fear not cither shriek, or sigh, or tenr ; 
Though niy heart burst it shall be silent.— Si>eak I 
1 have that within which shall o’ermnster all. 

/fra. Marino Kaliero. Doge of Venice. 

Count of Val di Marino. Senator, 

And some lime General of the Fleet and Army, 
Noble Venetian, many times and ©ft 
Intrusted by the Stale with high employmeots, 
Lven to the highest, listen to the sentence. 
Convict by many witnesses and proofs, 

And by thine own confession, of the guilt 
Of treachery and treason, yet unheard of 
Until this trial — the decree is death. 

Thy goods are confiscate unto the stale. 

Thy name Is raxed from out her records, save 

Upon a public day of thanksgiving 

For this our most miraculous deliverance, 

\N hen thou art noted in our calendars 
Wiihwihquaket, pestilence, and foreign foes, 
And the great enemy of man, as subject fins 
01 grateful masses for Heaven s grace in snalch- 
Our li«s and country from thy wickedness. 

thou shouJdst be 
w It h thy illust nous predecessors , is I pai n led, 
ro be kfi racani, with a death-black veil 
Hung oscr these dim w ords engraved beneaih— . 
•Ill IS pbee is of Marino Faljero, 

Decapitated for his crimes.’ 

' Hb crimes' — 

Bui let It be so it wiU be in vain, 
pe «il which blackens o’er this blighted naiue. 
A^ bides, or seems to bide, these UoeameDts, 
j^aU^raw more gasers than the thousand por- 

^ich glitter round it in th^ pjcture8'"S^ 
voitr delegated slaves— the people’s lyronits I 
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' DecapiutM for his crimes I Wk^t crimes ? 
Were i( noi better to record the facts, 

So that the contemplator might approve. 

Or at the least learn %oh<n<e the crimes arose? 
When (he beholder knotvs a E^e conspired. 
Let him be told the cause — it is your history. 
Den. Time must reply to that ; our sons >sill 
judge 

Their fathers’ judgment, which I now pronounce. 
As Doge, clad in the ducal robes and cap. 

'I'hou shall be led hence to the Giants’ Staircase. 
Where thou and all our princes are inmied : 
And there, the ducal crown being first resumed 
Upon the spot where it was first assumed, 

Thy he«id shall be struck off ; and Heaven have 
Upon thy soul I (mercy 

Is this the Giunia’s senieitce ? 

Ben. It is. 

Doge. I can endure it.— And the lime ? 
Ben. Must be immediate.— Make thy peace 
with God : 

Within an hour thou must be in His presence. 

Do^. i am already \ and my blood will rise 
To Heaven before the souls of those who shed 
Are all my lands confiscated ? 

Ben. They are; 

And goods, and jewels, and all kinds of treasure. 
Except two thousand ducats— these dispo» of. 
Doge, lliat's harsh.— t would have fain re* 
served the lands 

Near to Treviso, which 1 hold by inmtnvent 
From l..’)ure(ice the Count'bishop of Ceneda. 
in fief perpetual to myself and heirs. 

To portion them (leaving my city spoil. 

My palace and my treasures, to your forfeit) 
between my consort and my kinsmen. 

Ben. These 

Lie under the state’s ban ; their chief, thy 
nephew 

In peril of his own life : but the council 
Postpones his trial for the preset. If 
Thou wiIVst a state unto ihy widow’d princess. 
Fear not, for we will do her justice. 

Ang. Signors, 

I share not in your spoil I From henceforth, 
1 am devoted unto God alone. [know 

And lake my refuge in the cl^ter. 

Doge. Come I 

The hour may be a hard one, but *twiil end. 
Have I aught else to undergo save deaih ? 

Ben. You have nought to do, except confess 
and die. 

The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare. 

And both await without.— But, above all. 

Tliink not to speak unto (he people : they 
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates. 
But these are closed : the Ten, the Atogadon, 
The Giunta. and the chief men of (be Forty. 
Alone will be beholders of (by doom. 

And (hey ore ready to attend the Doge* 

Doge* The Doge J , . 

Ben. Yes, Doge, thou hast lived aad (hou 
shalt die 

A sovereign . tlB the ooment wUdi precedes 


The separation of that bead and trunk, 

That ducal crown and head shall be united. 
Thou hast forgot thy dignity in deigning 
To plot with petty traitors ; not so we, 

Who in the very punishment acknowledge 
The prince. Thy vile accomplices have died 
The dogs death, and (he wolfs ; but thou shalt 
As falls the lion by the hunten, gin [fall 
By those who feel a proud compassion for thee, 
And mount even (he inevitable death 
Provoked by thy w ild wrath and regal fierceness. 
Now wc remit thee to thy preparation ; 

Let it be brief, and we ourselves will be 
Thy guides unto the place wlierc first we were 
Unil^ (o iltce as thy subjects, and 
Thy senate ; and must now be parted from thee 
As such for ever, on the self-same spot.— 
Guanl» \ lorm the Doge’s escort to nis chamber. 

{Exeunt. 

SceN£ \\.— The Doges Agcrtmenl. 

The DOGB 44 Prisoner, and the DucKBSS 
attending him. 

Doge. Now, that the priest is gone, ’(wc« 
useless all 

To linger out the miserable minutes ; [the^r 
But one pang more, the pang of parting from 
And \ will leave the few last grains of sand. 
Which yci remain of the accorded hour, 

Still falling— I have done with Time. 

Ant. Alas I 

And 1 have been (he cause, (he unconscious 
cause ! 

And for (his funeral mirriage, this black union, 
Which (hou. compliant with my father's wish. 
Didst promise at his death, thou hast seald 
thine own. 

Doge. Not so; there was that in my spirit ever 
WhicK shaped out for itself some great ceversej 
The marvel is, it came not until now— 

And yet it was foretold me. 

Ang. How foretold you? 

D*^. Long years ago— so long, they are a 
doubt 

In memory, and yet (hey live In annals : 

When 1 was in my youth, and served the senate 
And signory as p^esta and captain 
Of (he (own of Trevbo. on a day 
Of festival, the sluggish bishop who 
Convey’d the Host aroused my rash young anger 
By strange deby, and arrogant reply 
To my reproof : I raised my hand and smote 
Until he reel’d beneath hts holy burthen ; 

And as be rose fr«n earth again, he raised 
His tremulous bands in pious wrath towards 
Heaven. (from bun. 

Thence pointing to the Host, which bad fallen 
He turn’d to me and said, *The hour will wme 
When He thou bast o’ertbiown shall overthrow 
thee: 

The glory shall depart from out thy house, 

'The wisdom shall be shaken from thy soul, 

And in Ibr best maturity of miod 
A madness of the heart shall seise upon theft 
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Passion shall tear th«€ when all passions cease 
In other men, or mellow into viitues ; 

And majesty, which decks all other beads, 

Shall crown to leave thee headless ; honours 
shall 

nut prove to thee the heralds of destruction. 
And hoary hairs of shame, and both of death. 
But not such death as his an aged man.* 

Thus saying, he pass’d on. — That hour is come. 
A fig. And with (his warning couldst thou not 
have striven 

To avert the fatal moment, and atone. 

By penitence, for that which thou hadst done? 
ZV/r. { ow n the words went to my hean. so 
much 

That I remember’d them amid the mase 
Of life, as if they form’d a spectral voice, 

Which shook me In a supernatural dream ; 

And I repented : but 'twas not for me 
To pull in resolution : what must be [more. 
I could not change, and would not fear. Nay. 
Thou canst not have forgot, what all remember. 
That on my day of landing here as Doge. 

On my return from Rome, a mist of such 
Unwonted density went on before 
The Bu centaur, like the columnar cloud 
Which usher’d Israel out of t^gypt. till 
The pilot was misled, and disembark’d us 
Between the plUan of Saint Mark’s, where *tis 
The custom of the state to put to death 
fis criminals, instead of touching at 
The Riva della Paglia. as the wont Is.^ 

Bo that all Vcrvlce shudder’d at the omen. 

Ang. Ah t Utile boou It now to recollect 
Such things. 

Dege> And yet I find a comfort in 
The thought, that these things are the work of 
Fate : 

For 1 would rather yield to gods than men, 

Or cling 10 any creed of destiny. 

Rather than deem these mortals, most of whom 
I know to be as worthless as the dust. 

And weak as worthless, more than instruments 
Of an o’erruling power : they in themselves 
Were all incapable— they could not be 
Victors of him who ofi had conquer’d for I hem. 

Ang. Employ the minutes left in aspirations 
Of a more healing nature. an<l in peace 
Even with these wretches take thy flight to 
Heaven. 

Dogt. I am at peace : the peace of certainty 
That a sure hour will come, when their sons’ 
sons. 

And this proud city, and these asure waters. 
And all which makes them eminent and bright. 
Shall be a desolation and a curse. 

A hissing and a scoJf unto the nations. 

A Carth^e. and a Tyre, an Ocean Babel \ 

Ang. Spnuk not thus now : the surge of pas- 
sion still 

Sweeps o’er thee to the last ; thou doet deceive 
I'hyself. and canst not Injure them— be calmer. 

Dogt. I stand within eternity, and see 
Iplo eternity, and 1 behold — 


Ay. palpably as 1 see thy sweet face 

For the last time— the days which I denounce 

Unto all time against these wave-girt waits, 

And they who are indwellers. 

Guard \eaming forward}. Doge of Venice. 
The Ten are in attendance on your highness. 

Doge. Then farewell, Angiollna \ — one em- 
brace— 

Forgive the old man wno naih been to thee 
A fond but foul husband — love my memory— 

I would not ask so much for me still living. 

But thou canst judge of me more kindly now, 
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest. 

Besides, of all the fruit of these long years, 
Glory, and wealth, and power, and fame, and 
name. 

Which generally leave some flowers to bloom 
Even o’er the grave. I have nothing left, not even 
A little love, or friendship, or esteem. 

No. not enough to extract an epiiuph 
Prom ostentatious kinsmen : in one hour 
1 have uprooted all my former life, 

And outlived everyihing, except thy heart, 

The pure, the good, the gentle, which will oB 
With unimpair’d but not a clamorous grief. 

Biill keep— Thou tum’si so pale I— Al.ns I she 
faints, [your aid ^ 

She has no breath, no pulse I— Guards ! lend 
I cannot leave her thus, and yet ’tis letter. 

Since every lifeless momeni spares a p.xng. 
When slie shakes olT this temporary death. 

I shall be with the Eternal, — Call ncr women— 
One look I— bow cold her hand I — as cold as 
mine 

Shall be ere she recovers.— Gently lend her, 

And lake my last thanks— I am ready now. 

[The AUemdantt ANCJOLtNA enter, and 
iur round their A/isfrest. who has ft in ted. 
—Exeunt the DoOE, Guards, b*e. 

SCBNfi HI. — Court 0 / the Dueal Pul, tee ■ 

the outer gates are shut against the peogU. 
— The T>OGfi enters in his duenl robes, in 
procession with the Couneil 0 / Tea and 
other PatrUians, attended by the Guards, 
tilt they arrive at the top 0 / the * Ohiats' 
Statrease’ {where the Doges look the oaths) ; 
the Exeeutsoner is stationed there with his 
eword.—On arriving, a Chief 0 / the Ten 
takes off the dueal eop from the DOCB’S 
head. 

Doge. So now the Doge Is nothing, and at 
1 am again Marino Faliero: (jast 

Tis well to be so. though but for a momeni. 
Here was I crown’d, and here, bear witness. 
Heaven 1 

With how much more contentment 1 re»gn 
That shining mockery, the ducal touble. 

Than I received the fatal ornament. 

One 0 / the Ten. Thou iremblesl. Faliero! 

Ooge. ’Tis with age, then.* 


the •«ty*l fiiflll. St*|,e ^ t. 

Fr«o«hMft wfcA MMlv hte iW rci«o«c)t pn lu» wey w 
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B<n. Falierol hast thou aught furiher to 
commend, 

Compatible with justice, to (he senate? 

Dog<. I would commend my nephew to their 
mercy, 

hfy consort to their justice ; for meihinks 
My dcaili, and such a death, might settle all 
Between the state and me. 

They shall be cared for ; 
Even notwithstanding thine unheard-of crime. 

Dq"/. Ciihc.ird of I ay. there's not a history 
But shows a thousand crown'd conspiraiors 
A gain it the people ; but to set them free, 

One sovereign only died, and one is dying. 

Ben. And who uere they who fell in such a 
cause? 

Dogt. The King of Sparta and the Doge of 
Agis and Faliero 1 Venice— 

B<n. Hast thou more 

To utter or (o do ? 

Dogt. May! speak? 

Ben. Thou may 'si ; 

But recollect the people are without. 

Beyond the compass of the human voice. 

D^gt. \ speak to Time and to Eternity, 

Of which I grow a portion, not to man. 
re elements I in which to be resolved 
I hasten, let my voice be as a spirit [banner. 
Upon you I Ye blue waves I which bore my 
Ye winds ( which flutter’d o'er as if you loved it. 
And fill'd my swelling sails as (hey vrere wafted 
To many a triumph 1 Thou, my native earth. 
Which I have bled for I and ihou. foreign earth. 
Which drank this willing blood from many a 
wouiul I 

Ye stones, in which my gore will not sink, but 
Reek up to heaven I Ye skws. which will re- 
ceive it I (I'hou ! 

Thou sun \ which shinest on these things, and 
Who kindlestand who quenchest suns !— Attestl 
I am not innocent— but are these guiltless ? 
Iperish, but not unavenged : far ages 
Float up from (he abyss of time lobe. 

And show these eyes, before they close, the doom 
Of (his proud city, and I leave my curse 
On her and hers for ever !— Yes. the hours 
Are silently engendering of the day. 

When she, who built 'gainst Attila a bulwark, 
Shall yield, and bloodl^Iy and basely yield. 
Unto a bastard Attila, without 
Shedding so much blc^ in her last defence, 

As these old veins, oft drain'd in shielding her, 
Shall pour in sacrifice.— She shall be bought 
And sold, and be an appanage (o those 
Who shall despise her I— She shall stoop to be 
A province for an empire, petty (own 
In Lieu of capital, witn slaves for senates. 


B^gars ftv nobles, panders for a people \ * 
Then when the Hebrew's in thy palaces, 

The Hun in thy high places, and the Greek 
Walks o'er thy mart, and smiles on it for his ! t 
When thy patricians beg their bitter bread 
In najto%v streets, and in their shameful need 
hlake their nc^ility a plea for pity I 
Then, wl>en the few who still retain a wreck 
Of their great fathers* heritage shall fawn 
Round a barbarian Vice of Kings* Vice-gerent. 
E^en in ihe palace where (hey sway'd as 
sovereigns, (sovereign, 

I'ven in the palace where they slew their 
Proud of some name they have disgraced, or 
sprung 

From an adultress boastful of her guilt 
With some large gondolier or foreign soldier. 
Shall bear about tlicir bastardy in triumph 
To the i)>ird spurious generation when 
Thy sons are in (he lowest scale of being, 

Slaves turn'd o'er to the vanquish'd by the 
victors. 

Despised by cowards for greater cowardice. 

And scorn'd even by the vicious for such vices 
As in the monstrous grasp of their conception 
Defy all codes to image or to name them ; 
Then, when of Cyprus, now thy subject kingdom. 
All thine inheritance shall be her shame 
Entail'd on thy less virtuous daughters, grown 
A wider proverb for worse prostitution 
Wlien all the ills of conquer'd states shall cling 
(liee, 

Vice without splendour, sin wiihout relief 
Even from (he gloss of love to smooth it o'er. 
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Mleceaoee«l$(athehahdaafihoiemaDdCrr«te and 
»c Haas tea the 



SCENE IV.] 


MARMO FAUERO, DOGE OF VEmCE. 
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Rut in its stead, coarse lusts of habitude,* 
Prurient yet passionless, cold studied lewd ness, 
Depraving nature’s frailty to an art : — 

When these and more are heavy on thee, when 
Smiles without mirth, and p^iimes without 
pleasure. 

Youth without honour, age without respect, 
M^^.^nness and w'eakness, and a sense of woe 
'Gainst which thou wilt not strive, and dar’st not 
murmur, t 

Have made thee last and worst of peopled 
Then In the last gasp of thine agonv, [deserts, 
Amidst thy many murders, think of mint! 

Thou den of drunkards with the blood of 
princes i t 

Gehenna of the waters ! thou sea Sodom I 
Thus I devote thee to the infernal gods I 
Thee and thy serpent seed I 

[f/tre th4 DobE turns and addrtssts ike 
Executioner. 

Slave, do thjne office ! 

Strike as 1 struck the foe 1 Strike as 1 would 
Have struck those tyrants I Strike deep as my 
Strike— an<l but once 1 (curse ! 

( The DOCE throws kinuei/ ufen his knees, and 
as Ike Executioner raises nis rword the seene 
e loses. 

SCENE Vd.—The Piazza and Piateiia 0 / St 
Mark's.^The fcofte in crowds fathered 


• Sa« AriMivtii, NMe C. 
t Cf th« Lrt«ph«ev t«ett •«aurk«bl«, l««k to la# M< 

m»e« Dv AIaimmI. 1*0 hoiMlMe aimI w«cm> pvan 
Aro;**’Th*r« l« ot>« urs aJacmW* ^opiiocv <o<KerMm 
¥«■!« • ) ‘ * ir thou doa not choof e." U Mr» to tliAt pfood r«* 
"iSr hUrtr. oWAh U ilrtAdr oo tM wtoy, will o«t 

r«<ll«n ACAtriv^ AO«« th«iitli«thouAAod(k jr«OA* llwtiAAty 

bAck (h« opocSt oT VoooiWo OaiSap to im ooAblwSpw to 
tko ffo«trna>«oi unde* whkN th« Soortolwd. wc AMU 

And tHoi tb« tlAi« of iho election «rih« Ar>t t>e« b dw : Anb 
if wo edd nnt costury to A ihovMOd, tkot iv oMoon bwadroU 
wo ohoU And tho mom of th« predkiloo to Ve li(e«AUy 
s : ’ Thr Ubenx oill not tiu iill (mt * k«<oUe<t ilut Vewce 

. tn« Sfth poor of the French 


koeoUect ilut Vewce 

ooAMd to Vo froo lu tK« yeor 
eof ytllc ; And *UI ir«r<«lr« ihoi il»ere n«*«r «a« predte 

lion woeo irointcd, or woio eioctlr followed bv the «i«ni 
row will, chore foro. note oAvety re«ArknW« tke tnree UiK>of 
Alowonnk Addmood lo Venice; wfekk. however, no Ooe bot 
pointed oot 

‘*$e non cAnrl pesoler, «n cceol eolo 
Non conietA ooiwa 1 KDlkiiwiO oom 
'T uA liberU, cb« *n focaeodo o onto.* 

htAnv peophecka luee pooAOd for »o«h, and wonir me* bA«c 
been eAVod prepbeu, Un mock lob’— CiMCViNa Htu. LO. 
Ot e fMfW.t ia. p. 

i Of ibo dm shr ivo Abdieatod, dve w«r< * — »T^Ta 

h their ereo putoM. dee wove wAAioood. »nd nMdepooed : 
AO thoi Aiieteen ootof dfrp kuiboUtfoeb bpvMencA. beoi^ 
two wbo fell <A bonle^Mo oeewned kop petHowe to the rein 
of UoitaopAlleto. *^-t ^-rt *n»iillAtt ftrlcceu^ 
An^OA Dondeto, dkd of veubnn: Morfoo FoUcro hlmiilf 
p«rbb«d AA relAtvA Afnoti(et Tib meectoR. r~ifiit. iftef 
oeelQC bb oon fep<*iedn («Rwed And boobhed. -^nitrnAcl 
And okA of beeAbind A blood vcmel. oo WoHow tbe Wa 9 
Solmt Hork’o toll foe tbe ekctlon of bo o«««eaov. Heeoolol 
WAS toipAoebtd for Uio loa of CasdlA; but thb was prrnoai 
to Tils dtebedom, duske wMcb bo ceeiq we red tbe bloroo. nod 
WM gykd tbe Foloponaqiia Falloso aUskt mty np, 

• Tbon 4«B of dnbhAfde wkb (bo blaod of FrtnccA r 


round the fra ted fates of the Ducal Palace, 
which are^ut. 

First Citizen. I have gain'd the gale, and can 
discern (be Ten, 

Robed in their gowns of state, ranged round the 
£>oge. 

Second Cit. 1 cannot reach thee with mine 
utmost elTori. 

How b It? let us hear at least, since sight 
Is thus prohibited unto the people. 

Except the occupiers of (hose bars, 

Fsrst Cit. One has aj>pro.ich’d (hr. Doge, and 
now they strip 
Tlie ducal bonnet from his headland now 
He raises his keen eyes to llfavcn ; 1 see 
Them glitter, and his liiis move— Hush I hush 
— no, 

Twasbut a murmur — Curse upon the distance I 
His words are inarticubie, but the voice 
Swells up like mutter’d thunder ; would we 
But gatlier a sole sentence I [could 

Second Cit. Mush 1 we perhaps may catch 
(lie sound, 

First Cit. Tis vain, 

I cannot hear him.— How his hoary hair 
St teams on (he wind like foam upon the wave 1 
Now— now— he kneels— and now they form a 
circle 

Round him. and all Is hidden— but I see 
The lifted sword in air Ah ! hark I it falls I 

[ The fcofle murmur. 
Third Cit. Then (hey have murder’d him 
who would have freed us. 

Fourth Cit. He was a kind man to (he com> 
monsever, [(als barr'd. 

Fifth Cit. Wisely they did (o keep their por- 
Would we bad known the work they were 
preparing 

Ere «e were summorid here— we would have 
Weapons, and forced them I [brought 

Are you sure ht^s dead ? 


Sixth Cit. 

First Cit. I saw 
have wc here ' 


the sword fall— I .o I what 


Enter on the Baleony^ the Pataee which fronts 
Si Mark's Place fl Chief OF THE TEN.* with 
a hloody sword. He waves it thrice before the 
Feofit, and exclaims, 

'Justice bath dealt upon the mighty Traitor I 

( The fates are a/^ned ; the fofulaee rush in 
towardi the * Qiants' Staircase,' where the 
execution has taken place. The foremost of 
them exclaims to those behind, 

' The gory bead rolls down the Giants’ Steps I ’ 

\The curtain falls. 


Va Cap* Ost Died ire tbe verdo el bAPAte'i Cbtesiele. 


SARDANAPALUS: 

A TRAGEDY. 

1S21. 


TO 

THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE 

A STRANCtR PKESUMES TO OFFER THE HOMAGE OF A 
LITERARY VASSAL TO HiS LiBOE LORD, THE FIRST OF EXISTING WRITERS, 
WHO HAS CREATF.D THE LITER ATURB OP KIS OWN COUNTRY, 

AND ILLUSTRATED THAT OF EUROPB. 

THE UNWORTHY PRODUCTION 

WHICH THE AUTHOR VENTURES TO INSCRIBE TO KIM IS ENTITLED. 

SARDANAPALUS. 


PREFACE. 

In publishing Ihe fo 11 o^ving Tragedies • I have only lo repeat. that (hev w ere nol corn£08edw|l^ 
ihe m eat reaoie view to Ihe siagg. On the attempt made by the managers In a former mMancei 
t^puSlic opinion has been already expressed. With regard to my own private feelinp, as H 
seems that they are to stand for nothing. I shall say nothing. t. u ...a 

For the historical foundation of the fMlowing com pout ions the reader Is referred to the Not«. 

The Author has In one Instance attempted to preserve, and In the other to.approach, the 
' unities : ‘ conceiving that with any very distant departure from them, there may be poetry, out 
can be no dmmn, He Is aware of the unp^wLirity of this notion in present English liicrature • 
but it Is not a system of Ills own, being merely an opinion, which, not very long ago, was me 
law of liicraiiHC throughout the world, and is still so in the more civilieedwrU of it. But jraw 
ehanxi tout «ia. and are reaping the advanieges of the change. The writer Is far irom 
conceiving that anything he can adduce by personal precept or example can at all appiwcn hh 
regular, or even Irregular, predecessors : he is merely giving a reason why he preferr^ the mw 
regular formation of a structure, however Ceeblc, to an entire abandonment of all rules wnauw- 
ever. Where he has failed, the failure is in the architect,— and not in tlie art. 


DRAMATIS PERSON..^. 


MEN. 

SARDANAPALUS. Kingof N'iHetMknnd Aujrie, 

ftc. 

A R PACES, tht Me<l< w>a atpiredU (ht 
Bf.LESES. 4 ChaMean 4Hd S^Hhsnptr. 
SaLEMENES, tht Kitt/s Br9tktr’iH*Ltm. 

Alt AO A, an Assyrian OJfrtra/tkt Palaet. 
Pania. Zames. Sfero. Balea. 


WOStEN. 

Zarina, ikt QutsH. . .. 

MyRRHA, an Ionian fmaU Slavs, and ins 
Favour its ^SARDANAPALUS. 

tVomsu tomposwg Ms Narem SaRD^AFA* 

LUS, Guards. AUsndauU, CkatdsanPntsis, 
Msdss, &c. 


Scene . — A Hall in t/U Faya I Palast of Ninrvsh. 


In this tragedy it has been my intention lo follow the account of Diodonts ^ulus; 

It, however, S^Tuch dramatic legula^y as I be y w ld, and tyin^o 

therefore suppose the rebellion to explode nnd succeed in one day by a sudden conspiracy, 

r lead of the long war of the history. 


• SafOana tatui a»d TSu 7W ftsmn. 
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ACT I. 

SCBKE I. — A Hall in tlu Palate. 
Salements \joluj]. He hath wrong’d his 

E icn, but still he is her lord ; 

(h wrong’d my sister, still he h my 
brother ; {sovereign, 

He ihath wrong'd his people, still he is their 
And 1 must be his friend as well as subject : 

He must not perish thus. 1 will not see 
The blood of Nimrod and Seiniramis 
Sink in the earth, and thirteen hundred years 
Of empire ending like a shepherd's tale : 

He must be rous^. In his effeminate heart 
There is a careless courage which corruption 
Has not all quench'd, and latent energies. 
Repress'd by circumsiance, but not destroy'd— 
Steep’d, but not drown'd, in deep voluptuous^ 
If bom a peasant, he had been a man (ness. 
To have reach’d an empire : to an emj^re bom, 
He will bequeath none ; nothing but a name, 
Which his sons will not priie in heritage : — 

Yet, not all lost, even yet he may redeem 
His sloth and shame, by only being that 
Which he should be. as easily as the thing 
He should not be and is. were it less ton 
To sway his nations than consume his life I 
To head an army than to rule a harem ? 

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul. 
And saps his goodly strength, In toils which 
yield not 

Health like the chase, nor glory like the war— 
He must be roused. Alas I there is no sound 
[Sound o/ to/i mnsi/ heard from tvx/Afw. 
To rouse him short of thunder. Hark I the 
lute. 

The lyre, the timbrel : the lascivious tinklings 
Of lulling instruments, the softening voices 
Of women, and of beings less than wnmen. 
Must chime in to the echo of his revel. 

While the great king of all we know of ^nh, 
Lolls crown’d with roses, and his diadem 
Lies negligently by to be caught up 
By the nrst manly hand which dares to snatch it. 
I.,o, where they come I alrca<ly I perceive 
The reeking odours of the perfumed Irwins. 

And see the bright gems of the glittering girls. 
At once his chorus and his council, fl;^ 

Along the gallery, and amidst the damsels 
As femininely garb’d, and scarce less female, 

*1 he grandson ofSemiramis, the man-queen. 

He comes I Shall 1 await him ^ yes. and front 
him. 

And tell him what all good men tell each other 
Speaking of him and his. They come, the 
slaves 

I .ed by the monarch subject lo his slaves. 
SCBNE ir. 

Enter Sarvanapalus, effeminately draud. his 
Head crowned with Fltmera, and hit Rohe 
negligently fftrti/in/e, attended ky a Train of 
Ivomen and goung Slav^. 


Sor. Let the pavilion over the Euphrates 

[Speakiny to some of hit attendants. 
Be garlanded, and lit, and furnish'd forth 
For an especial banquet ; at the hour 
Of midnight we will sup there : see nought 
W'anting, 

And bid the galley be prepared. Tliere is 
A cooling breesc which crisps the broad clear 
river ; 

We will embark anon. Pair nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Sardanapaluv, 

We'll meet again in that the sweetest hour. 
When w'e shall gather like the stars above us. 
Anri you will form a heaven as bright as theirs ; 
Till (hen. let each be mistress of her time, 

And thou, my own Ionian* Myrrha, choose 
Wilt (hou along with them or me ? 

Afyr. My lord— 

Sar. My lord, isy life 1 why an$^Yerest thou 
so coldly ? 
ft Is (he curse of kings to be so answ er'd. 

Rule thy own hours, thou rulest mine— say 
wouidst (hou 
Accompany our guests, or charm away 
Tliemomcnis from me? 

Myr. The king's choice Is mine, 

Sar. I pray thee say not so : my chiefesi Joy 
U 10 contribute (o thine every wish. 

I do not dare to breathe my own desire. 

I.«s( it should clash with ihine: for ihouart still 
Too prompt to sacrifice thy thoughts for others 
Myr. 1 would remain : I have no happiness 
Save in beholding thine ; yet— 

Yet I wirai YBT 

Thy own sweet wrill shall be the only barrier 
Which cw rises betwixt thee and me, 

Aiyr. I think the present is (be wonted hour 
Of council ; it were beiier I retire. 

Sat. {eomes forward and says\ The lonlar 
sbvo says well ; let her retire. 

Sfr. Who answers? How now, brother? 

^ The qneen's brother 

And your most faithful vassal, royal lord. 

Sor. [addreuing his train]. As I have said, 
let ah dispose their hours 
Till midnight, when again we pray your pre* 
r-y. r . ^[7‘he court retiring. 

[To Myrrha, who is goiug). Myrrha 1 I thought 
thou W'ouldst remain. 
hfyr. Great king. 

Thou dkist not say so. 

^•tr. But fhott lookedst it : 

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes, 

Which said thou wouidst not leave me. 

Myr. Sire ! your brother 

Sal. HU consorts brother, minion of Ionia? 
How darest thou name me and not blush ? 

Not blush 1 


V <«"»preh«wl*®. 

Ihc Ath*]»r>* tnd th« Ike«»lxn», who. 
acfW wkh M whoM U w«j «aer«ir«l< confined, w^uld 

»c»flr (kc wheSe of the Gfe«k nil ion: and Ainono Iho 
K wu nhnjt Ihc K«"naJ n.ift*e for ih« 

HirFoao'sOrcBrr.ToL i p. i«w 
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Thou hast no more eyes itian heart to make her 
crimson 

Like lo the dying day on Caucasus, 

Where sunset lints the snow with rosy shadovrs. 
And then reproach her with 

bUndness, [Myrrha? 

Which will not see It. Whatl in tears, my 
Sal. Let them Row on i she weeps for more 
than one. 

And is herseif the cause of bitterer tean. 

Sar. Cursed be he who caused those (ears to 
flow i [already. 

Sal. Curse not thyself — millions do that 
Sar. Thou dost forget thee : make me not 
\ am a njonarch. [remember 

Sal. Would thou couldst ! 

liyr. My so'wign. 

I pray, and thou, too, prictcc, permit my absence. 

Sar. Since it must be so. and this churl has 
Thy gentle spirit, go : but recollect (check d 
That we must forthwith meet ; I had rather lose 
An empire than thy presence. [Bait M vaKHA. 

Sal. It may be 

Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever I 

Sar. Brother, 

I can at least command myself, who listen 
To language such as (his : yet urge me not 
Beyond my etsy nature. 

Sal. Tis beyond 

That easy, far too easy, Idle nature. 

W'hich 1 would urge thee. O that 1 could 
Though 'lu cre against myself. (rouse tlice ! 

Sar. By the god Baal ! 

The man would make me tyrant. 

Sal. So thou an. 

Think St thou there Is no tyranny but that 
Of blood and chains? The despotism of rice.— 
The weakness and (be wickedness of luxury.— 
The negligence— (he apathy- (he evils 
Of sensual sloth— produce ten thousand lyranls, 
Whose delegated cruelty surpasses 
The worst acts of one energetic master. 
However harsh and hard in his own bcanug. 
The false and fond examples of thy lusts 
Corrupt no less than they oppress, and sap 
In the same moment all thy pageant power 
And those who should sustain ft i so (hat w hether 
A foreign foe invade, or civil broi] 

Distract within, both will alike prove fatal : 

The first thy subjects have no heart to conquer : 
The last they rather would assist than vanquish. 
Sar. Why, what makes thee tbe moutlfpiece 
of the people ? . [w^fg^ i 

Sal. Forgiveness of (he queen j ray sister's 


A natural love uuto my infant nephewa ; 

Faith to the king, a faith he may need shortly. 
In more than words : respect for Nimrod sbne 
Also, another thing thou knowest nou 
Sar. What's that ? 

Sal. To thee an unknown word. . 
Sar. Yet speak it 

I love to learn. 

Sal. Virtue. ^ . 

Not know the word 


Never was word yet rung so in niy ears — 
Worse than the rabble's shout, or split img 
trumpet ; 

I’ve heard thy sister talk of nothing else, 
thine own cold^ .Sa/. To change the irksome theme, then hear 
Sar. From whom? (of vice. 

Sal. Even from the winds, if thou coiild'st 
Unto the echoes of the nation *s vmce. [listen 
Sar, Come, I'm indulgent, as thou knowest, 
patient. 

As thou hast often proved— speak out, what 
Sal. Thy peril. [moves thee? 

Sar. Say on. 

Sal. Thus, then : all the nations. 

For they are many, whom thy fatlier left 
In heritage are loud in wrath against thee, 

.Sar. 'uainst Mr/ What would the slaves? 
Sal. A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am I then? 

Sal. In their eyes a nothing ; but 

la mine a man who might be someihlng stlf., 
Sar. The railing drunkards 1 why, what 
would they have? 

Have they not peace and plenty? 

Sal Of the firs; 

More than b glorious ; of the last, far less 
Than the king recks of. 

Sar. Whose then is tbe crime, 

But the false satraps', who provide no belter ? 

Sal And somewhat in the monarch who ne er 
Beyond hts palace walls, or if he siira [looks 
Beyond them, 'tis but to some mountain palace, 
Till summer heals wear down. O glorious Baal I 
Who built up this vast empire, and wert made 
A god, or at the least shinest like a god 
Through the long centuries of thy renown. 

This, thy presumed descendant, ne’er beheld 
As king tlw kingdoms thou didst leave as hero. 
Won with thy blood, and toil, and lime, and 
peril ! 

For what ? to furnish imposts for a revel, 

Or muliiplwd extortions for a minion. 

Sar. f understand thee— thou wouldsl have 
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars [me go 
Which the Chaldeans read— the restless slaves 
Doerve that I should curse them with ih«r 
And lead them forth to glory. [wishes, 

Sal Wlicreforenoi? 

Semiramis— a w oman only— led 
These our Assyrians to tbe solar shores 
Of Ganges. , . , 

Sar, Tis most true. And Aaw return a f 
Sal Why, like a man — a hero ; baffled, but 
Not vanqui^’d. With but twenty guards, ' 
Go^ her retreat to Bactria. 

Atr. 

Left she behind in India to 
Sal. Our annals say not. 

Sar. Then I will say for ihem- 

Thal she bad better woven wit bin her palace 
Some twenty garments, than with twenty guarts 

Have fled » Bactria, leavtog to the ravens, 

And wolves, and men— the fiercer of the three, 


she 
(made 
And bow many 
be vultures ? 
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Her myriads of fond subjects. Is this flory ? 
Then Hn me live in i^ominy ever. 

Sal. All \vnrUke spirits have not the same fate. 
Semiramis, the glorious parent of 
A hundred kings, although she fail'd in India. 
Brought Persia. Media, bactria. to (he realm 
Which she once sway’d — and thou 
sway. 

Sar. I noajf (hem— 

She but subdued them. 

Sa/. It may be ere long 

Phat they will need her sword more than your 
sceptre. [not? 

Sar. There was a certain Baccliiis. w as there 
Tve heard my Greek girls sp^k of such— they 
He WHS A god, (hat is. a Grecian god. [say 
An idol foreign to Assyria's worship. 

Who conquer’d the same golden realm of Ind 
Thou prat St of. where Semi minis w’as van* 

3 dish d. [perceiv'st 

. I iiave heard of such a man ; and thou 
That he is deem'd a god for what he did. 

Sar. And in his gMShip I wiil honour him— 
Not much as man. What, ho ! my cupbearer ? 
Sa/. What means (he king ? 

Sar. To worship your new god 

And ancient conqueror. Some wine. I say. 

£ft/tr CUPBEAllEX. 

Sap. \adJrtniHf> /At Cui>ftKARRR.) Bring me 
the golden goblet, thick with gems. 

Which beais the name of Nimrod’s chalice. 
Hence. 

Fill full, and bear it quickly. 

{Exit CUPBEAKKX. 

Sal. Is (his moment 

A fitting one for (he resumption of 
I'hy yet unslept^fT revels ? 

CuPBEAftux. with laint. 

Sar. [laking fht tup from him.] Noble kins* 
man. 

If these barbarian Creeks of the far shores 
And skirts of these our realms lie not. (his 
Bacchus 

Conquer’d the whole of India, did he not? 

Sal. He did. and thence was deem’d a deity. 
Sar. Not so of all his conquests a few 
columns 

Which may be hU. and might be mine, if 1 
'I’hought them worth purchase and conveyance, 
ore 

The landmarks of the seas of gore he shed. 

Tlie realms he wasted, and the hnrts be broke. 
But here, hero in this goblet is his (itie 
To Iramortality— the iru mortal grape 
From which he first express’d thesmd, and gave 
To gladden that of man. as some atonement 
For the victorious mischiefs he bad done. 

, Had il not been for this, be would have been 
A mortal still in name as io grave ; 

And. like ruy ancestor bemiramis, 

A sort of senil*g]oriou8 human monster. 

Here’s that which deified bin— let it oov 


Humanise thee ; my surly, chiding brother, 
Pledge me to (he Greek god ! 

Sal. For ah thy realms 

I would not so blaspheme our country’s creed. 

Sar. That isio say. thou thickest him a hero, 
That he shed blood by oceans ; and no god. 
Because he turn’d a fruit to an enchantment. 
Which cheers the sad. revives the old. inspires 
The young, makes weariness forget his toil. 

And fear her danger ; opens a new world 
When this, (he present, palls. W^. then / 
pledge thee 

And Aim as a true man. who did his utmost 
In good or evil to surprise mankitid. [Dr In At. 
Sal. Wilt ihou resume a rev^el at this hour? 
Sar. And if I did. ’(were better than a trophy. 
Being bought without a tear. Bui that is not 
My present purpose : since thou wilt not pledge 
Continue what thou pleasest. [me. 

[ To /At C U PEE A R P.R ). Boy. rcl I re. 

[Sxi/ CUPBRAREB 
Sal. I w’Ould but have recall’d thee from thy 
dream ; 

Better by me awaken’d than rebellion. 

Sar. Wlio should rebel? or why? what 
cause? pretext? 

I am the lawful king, descended from 
A race of kings who knew no prededb^rs. 
What have 1 done to ihee. or to the people. 
That thou shouldsi mil. or they rise up against 

(not. 

Sal. Of what thou ha«i done to me, T speak 
Sar. 

Thou think* St that I have wrong'd (he queen ; 
is’t not so ’ 

Sat. TAImA ! Thou h;ist w rong’d her I 
Sar. Patience, prince, and hear me. 

She has all power and splendour of her stntion, 
Kcspcci, the tutelage of Assyria’s heirs. 

The homage and llio app.inage of sovereignty. 

I married ]K*r as nionarchs wed— for stale, 

And loved her as most husbands love their wives. 
If she or thou supposedst I could link me 
Uke A Chaldean pensani to his mate. 

Ye knew nor me, nor monarchs, nor mankind. 
Sal. 1 pray thee, change the theme : my 
blood disdains 

Complaint, and babmenes’ sister seeks not 
Reluctant love, even from Assyria’s lord 1 
Nor would she deign to accept divided passion 
With foreign strumpets and Ionian slaves 
The queen Is silent. 

Sar. And why not her brother ? 

Sal. I only echo thee the voice of empires, 
Whkb be wito long neglects not long will govern. 
Sar. The ungrateful and ungracious slaves ! 
they murmur [them 

Because I bad not shed (heir blood, nor led 
To dry into the desert’s dust by myriads, • 
Or whiten with their bones the banSu of G^gea ^ 
Kor dedmaied them with savage laws, 

Nor sweated (hem to build up pyramids. 

Or Babylonian walls. 

Sal. Yet these are trophies 
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More worthy of a people and (heir prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, aiMl concu> 
bines, 

And lavish'd treasures, and contemned virtues. 

Or for my trophies 1 have founded cities ; 
There's Tarsus and Anchialus. both built 
In one day— what could that bk>od-)oving bel- 
dame. 

My mania) grandam. chaste Semiramis. 

Do more, eacepi destroy (hem ? 

Set. *Tis most true ; 

I own thy merit in those founded cities. 

Built for a whim, recorded with a verse, [ages. 
Which shames both them aiKi thee to coming 
Ser. Shame me I By Baal, the cities, (hough 
well built, 

Are not more goodly than the verse 1 Say wbat 
Tbou wilt gainst me, my mode of life or rule. 
But nothing 'gainst the truth of that brief record. 
\Vhy, those few lines conuin the history 
Of al) things human : hear — * Sardanapalus. 
The king and son of Anacyndaraxes, 

In one day built Anchialus and Tarsus. 

Eat, drink, and love ; the rest's not worth a 
fillip,' ♦ 

Sai. A worthy moral, and a wise inscription, 
For a king to put up before his subjects ! 

Snr. Oh, thou wouldst lu>e me doubtless set 
up edicts— 

'Obey llie king — contribute to his treasure— 
Recruit his phalanx— spill your blood at bid- 
ding— 

Pall down and w’orsbip, or get up and toll. 

Or thus— 'Sard anapalus on (his spot 
Slew fifty thousand of his enemies. 
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These are thdr sepulchres, and this his trophy/ 
I leave such things to conquerors : enough 
For me. if 1 can make my subjects feel 
The wdght of human misery less, and glide 
Ungroaning to (he tomb : 1 take no license 
Which 1 deny to (hem. We are all men. 

Set. Tljy sires l.ave been revered as gods— 
Sar, In dust 

And death, where they are neither gods nor 
men. 

Talk not of such to me 1 the worms are gods ; 
At least they banqueted upon your gods, 

And died for lack of further nutriment. 

Ttwse gods were mciely men ; look to their 
issue— 

I feel a thousand mortal things about me. 

But nothing godlike.— unless it may be 
The thing which you condemn, a disposition 
To love and to be merciful, to pardon 
The follies of my species, and (that's human) 

To be indulgent to my own. 

Se/. Alas I 

The doom of Nineveh Is seal'd,— Woe — woe 
To ilie unrivall'd city ? 

Ser. What dost dread ? 

Sat. Thou art guarded by thy foes : in a few 
hours 

The tempest may break out which overwhelms 
And thine and mine ; and in another day 
What li shall be the past of Belus' race. 

$er. What must we dread ? 

Sat. Ambitious tfcachery. 

Which has environ'd thee with snares : but yet 
There * empower me wlih^y s\gnet 

To quell (he machinations, and 1 lay^ ' 

The heads c( thy chief foes before thy fe^* 
Ser. The heads— how* many ? 

Set. Must I Stay to number 

When even thine own's in peril? Let me go. 
Give me thy signet— trust me with the rest. 

Sar. I will tntsi no man with unlimited hves. 
When we take those from others, wc nor know 
What we have taken, nor the thing we give. 
Sat. Wouldst thou not lake their lives who 
seek for thine? [Y«* 

Ser. That's a hard question— but 1 
Cannot the thing be done wiihoui ? Who are 
they . 

Wliom thou suspectesl ?— Lei them arresieo. 
Sat. I would thou wouldst not ask me ; the 
next moment . ^ 

Will send my answer through the babbling troop 
^ paramours, and thence fiyo'er the palace, 
E«en to the city, and so baffle all.— 

Trust me, 

Sar. Thou kno west I have done so mt r i 

Take thou the ag net. [Gives the 

Sal. I have one more request. 

Sar. Name iL . > , - 

Sat. That lliou this night forbear 

the banquet 

In the pavilion over tbe EuphratM. . 

Sar. Forbear tbe banquet I Not for all iMc 
plotters 
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That ever shook a kingdom I Let them come. 
And do their wor$t : 1 shall not blench for them 
Nor rUe the sooner : nor forbear the goblet ; 

Nor crown me with a^ngle rose the less ; 

Not lose one joyous hour. — 1 fear them not. 

Saf. But thou wouldst arm thee. woukUt 
thou not, if needful? 

Snr. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour. 

A sword of such n temper ; and a bow (arid 
And javelin, which might furnish Nimrod forth : 
-d A little heavy, but yet not unwieldy. Ithem. 
And now I think on't, 'tis long since I've used 
•'Wen in the chase. Hast ever seen them, 
brother 

Sat. Is (his a t ime for such fani ast ic thfli ng ?— 
[f need be. wilt thou wear them 7 
Sar. Will I not ? 

Oh I if it must be so. and these rash slaves 
Will not be ruled with less. TU use the sword 
Till they shall wish it turn'd into a distaff. 

Sat. They say thy sceptre's turn'd lo that 
already 

Sar. I'hai's false ! but let there say so : the old 
Greeks. 

Of whom our captives often sing, related 
Hie same of their chief hero. Hercules. 

Because he loved a l.ydian queen : thou seest 
The populace of all the nations seise 
Each calumny they can to sink their sovereigns. 
Sat* They did not speak thus of thv fathers. 
Sar. No : 

They dared not. They were kept to toil and 
combat ; [armour : 

^ And never changed their chains but for their 
Now they have peace and pastime, and the 
To revel and to rail ; it Irks me not. (license 
1 would not give the smile of one fair girl 
For all the popular breath that e'er divided 
A name from nothing. What are the rank 
tongues 

Of this vile herd, grown insolent with feeding. 
That I should prize their noisy praise, or dread 
Their noisome clamour? 

Sat. You have said they are men ; 

As such their hearts are something. 

Sar. So my dogs' are : 

And better, as more faithful :^but. proceed ; 
Thou hast my signet :^nce they are tumult- 
uous. 

Let them be temper'd, yet not roughly, till 
Necessity enforce it. I bate all p^n. 

Given or received ; we have enough within us. 
The meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch. 

Not to add to each other's natural buithen 
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen, 

^ mild reciproc^ alleviation. 

The fatal penalties Imposed on life : 

But this they know not, or they will not know. 

I have, by Baal I done all I could to soothe 
them ( 

I made no ware. 1 added no new imposts, 

1 interfered not with their tieie lives, 

1 let them pass thdr days as best might suit 
Pasdng my own as suited me. (them 


Sal. Thou siopp'st 

^hon of the duties of a king ; and therefore 
They say thou art unfit to be a monarch. 

Sar. They lie.— Unhappily, I am unfit 

0 be aught save a mon.*irch : else for me 
he meanest Mede might be the king instead. 
Sat. 'there Is one Mede. at least, who seeks 

to be so. 

Sar. What mean'st thou 7— 'tis thy secret ; 
thou deslrest 
Few questions, and I’m not of curious nature. 
Take the fit steps ; and since necessity 
Requires. I sanction and support ihee. Ne'er 
\N'.*is man who more desired to rule in peace 
1 Iw peaceful only ; if they rouse me. better 
They had coitjuied up stern Nimrod from his 
asheN. 

The mighty hunter.’ I will turn these realms 
To one u’idc desert chase of brutes, who wtrt. 
But watd no more, by their ow’n choke, be 
human. {wAbA 

What they h.ave found me. they belie; that 
they yet m.ay find me— shall defy their wish 
To speak It worse ; and let them thank them- 
selves. 

Sat. Then thou at last canst feel 7 
Sar. Feel I who feels not 

ngrailtude? 

Sat. t will not pause to answer 

With words, but deeds. Keep thou awake that 
^n^rgy [thee. 

Which sleeps at times, but is not dead within 
And thou may'st yet be glorious in thy reign. 

As powerful in ihy realm. Farewell I 

SALF.StBNBS. 

Sar. (W«4 Farew'cU \ 

He's gone : and on his finger bears my signet, 
Which Is to him a sceptre. He is stern 
As 1 am heedless I and the slaves deserve 
To feel a master. What may be the danger. 

I know not : — he hath found it, let him quell it. 
Must I consume my life— this little life— 

In guarding against all .may make it less? 

It b not worth so much 1 U were to die 
Before my hour, to live in dread of death. 
Tracing revolt ; suspecting all about me. 
Because they are near ; and all who are remote, 
Elecause they are far. But if it should be so— 
If they should sweep me off from earth and 
empire, 

Why. w hat b earth or empire of the earth ? 

1 have loved, and lived, and multiplied my 

Imj^e ; 

To die b no less natund than those 
Acts of thb day I *Tis true t have not shed 
Blood as I might have done. In oceans, till 
My name became the synooyme of death— 

A terror and a trophy. But for thb 
I feel no penitence : my life b love : 

H I must shed bkxd. It shall be by force. 

'HU now, no drop frtm an Assyrian vein 
Hath flow'd for me, nor bath the smallest edn 
Of Nineveh's vast treasures e'er been lavish'd 
On objects which could cost her sons a tear : 
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if th^n tbty hate me. '(is because I hate not : 

If they rebel. 'lU because I oppress not. 

Oh, men ! ye must be ruled nith scythes, not 
sceptres. 

And mow'd down like the grass, else all we reap 
Is nnk abundance, and a rotten harvest 
Of discontents infecting the fair soil. 

Making a desert of fertility. — 

I'll think no more.- — Within there, bo I 


EHt<r an Attendant. 

Sar. Slave, tell 

The Ionian Myrrha we would crave her presence. 
Attend. King, she Is here. 


Myrrh A enters. 


Sar. [apnrt to AlUndaHl\ Away! 
{Addressing MyrrhaJ- Beautiful being ! 

Thou dost almost antici 


anticipate my heart \ (me 
It ihrobb'd for thee, and here thou contest ; let 
Deem that some unknown influence, some sweet 
oracle 

Communicates between us, though unseen, 

In absence, and attracts us to each othn. 

Myr. There doth. 

Scr. I know there doth, but not its name : 
What is it ? 

Myr. In my native lanrt a God, 

And in my heart a feeling like a God's, 

Exalted ; vet I own *(i$ only mortal ; 

For what 1 feel Is humble, and yet happy^ 
That is, it would be happy ; but^— 

[Myrrha ynuses. 
Snr. There comes 

For ever something between us and what 
We deem our happiness : let me remove 
The barrier which that hesitating accent 
Proclaims to thine, and mine U seal’d. 

Myr. My lord ! 

^nr. My lord^my king— sire— sovereign; 

thus it Is— 

For ever thus, address'd with awe. I ne'er 
Can see a smile, unless in some broad banquet's 
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons 
Have gorgra themselves up to equality, 

Or I have quaff’d me down to their abasement. 
Myrrha. I can hear all these things, these names. 
Lord— king^sire^ monarch —Cray, time was I 
prised them ; 

That U» I suffer'd them— from slaves and nobles : 
Gut when they falter from (he bps ( love. 

The Ups which have been press'd to mine, a chill 
Comes o'er my heart, a cold sense of the false* 
hood 

Of this my station, which represses feeling 
In those for whom I have felt most, and makes 
Wish (bat I could lay down the dull tiara, (me 
And share a cottage on the Caucasus 
With thc^ and wear no crowns but those of 
Myr. Would that we could I [flowers. 

Snr. And dost ihnu feel this ? — Why ? 

Myr. Then thou wooldst know what thou 
cunst never know. 

Stsr. And that is 


^yr. The true value of a heart ; 

At least, a woman’s. 

Sar. I have proved a thousand — 

A thousand, and a thousand. 

^fy^' Hearts ? 

•Stfr. I think SO. 

Myr. Not one! the time may come thou 
muy’st. 

It will. 

Hear, Myrrha; Salemenes has declared — 

Or why or bow he bath divined it, Belus. ' 

Who founded our great realm, knows more than 
But Salemenes hath declared my throne (I— 

In peril. 

Afyr. He did well. 

Snr. And say'si tkeu so ? 

Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and now 
dared 

Drive from our presence with his savage jeers. 

And made thee weep and blush? 

Myr. t should do both 

More frequently, and he did well to call me 
Back to my duty. But thou speak'st of peril- 
Peril to thee 

Snr. Ay, from dark plots and snares— 


From Medea — and discontented troops and 
nations. 

1 know not what— a tabyrinih of things— 

A mare of mutter’d threats and mysteries : 
T1»ou know St the man— it is his usual custom. 
But he is honest. Come, we'll think no more 
But ed (he midnight festival. [oo'l— 

Mvr Tis lime 

To think of aughlsavefestivaU.- Thou host not 
Spum'd his sage cautions? 

Snr. What ?— and dost thou fear? 

Myr. Fear *— I’m a Greek, and how should I 
fear death ? (dom 7 

A slave, and wherefore should I dread my free- 
Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so pale ? 
Myr. I love. 

Snr. And do not 1 1 I love thee far— far more 
Than either the brief life or the wide realm 
Which. It may be. are menaced yet I blench 
not. 

Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself nor 


For he who loves another loves himself, [me ; 

rash : 


Even for that other’s sake. 'Phis is too 
Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost 
Snr. Lost !— why, who is the aspiring chief 
Assume to win them ? [who dared 

Myr. Who is he should dread 

To try so much ? When lie who is their ruler 
Forgets himself, will (hey remember hua ? 

Snr. Myrrha I 

Myr. r rown not upon me ; you have smiled 
Too often on me not to make (hose frowns 
Bitterer to bear (ban any punishment Qeet 1 
Which they may augur.— King. I am your 8ul>- 
Master, I am your slave Man, I have loved 
you I — 

I>»ved you, I know not by what fatal weakness. 
Although a Greek, and bera a foe to monarcle>— 
A slave, and hating fetters— an looiao, 
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And therefore, when I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion than by cb^ns 1 
SUU I have loved you. If (hat love were strong 
Enough to overcome all former nature. 

Shall it not claim the privilege (o save you? 

Sar. Savtzts^, my b^uty ! Thou art s’cry fair, 
And what I seek of thee is love^not safely. 
^lyr. And svithoutlove, where dwells securitv ? 
Sar. I speak of woman’s love. 

Myr. The very first 

Of human life must spring from woman's breast, 
Your first small words are taught you from her 
Ups, (»ighs 

Your first tears quench’d by her, and your last 
Too often breathed out in a woman’s hearing. 
When men have shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of watching the hist hour of him who led them. 
Scr. My eloquent Ionian 1 thou speak’st 
music ; 

The very chorus of the tragic song 
I have heard ihee talk of as the favourite pastime 
Of ihy far father-land. Nay, weep not— calm 
thee. 

Myr. I weep not.— But I pray thee, do r>ot 
About my fathers or their land. t^P^^ 

Sar. Yet oft 

Thou speakest of them. 

Myr. True— (rue: constant thought 

Will overflow In words unconsciously ; [me. 
But when another speaks of Greece, it wounds 
S^r. Well, then, how would st thou raw me. 
as thou saidst ? 

Myr. By teaching thee to save thyself, and not 
Thyself alone, but these vast realms, from alt 
The rage of ihe worst war— the war of brethren. 

Sar. Why, child, I loatheall warand waniors; 
I live In peace and pleasure ; what can n)an 
Do more I 

Myr. Alas I my lord, with common men 
There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The substance of sweet peace ; and. for a king. 
'TU sometimes belter to be fear’d than loved. 
Sar. And 1 have never sought but for the last. 
Myr. And now art neither. 

Sar. Dost thou say so, Myrrha ? 

Myr. \ speak of civic popular love, 

Which means that men are kept in awe and law. 
Yet not oppress’d— at least, they must not think 
Or if they think so. deem it necessary. iso. 
To ward off worse oppression, their own passions 
A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel 
And love, and rairib, was never king of g)^. 
Sar. Glory t what’s that ? 

Myr. Ask of the gods tby fathen. 

Sar. They cannot answer : when tM priests 
speak for them. 

’Tis for some small addition to the temple. 

Myr. Look to the annals of (bine empire's 
founders. [annot. 

Sar. They are so blotted o’er with blood, I 
But what wouldst have? the empire has hton 
founded. 

I caimui CO on muliiplyicig empires. 

Myr. rreseiva thi^ own. 


Sar. At least. T will enjoy it. 

Come, Myrrha. lei us go on to (he Euphrates ; 
The hour invites, (he ^ley is prepared. 

And the pavilion, deck'd for our reium, 

In fil adornment for the evening banquet, 

Shall blare with beauty and with light, until 
It seems unto the stars which are above ua 
I tself an oppo^te star ; and we will sit 
Crown’d with fresh flowers like^— 

Myr. Victims. 

.Sar. No. like sovereigns, 

The shepnerd kings of patriarchal times. 

Who knew no brighter gems than summer 
wreaths. 

And none but (earless triumphs. Let us on. 
Enttr Pan I A. 

Pan. May the king live for ever. 

Sar. Net an hour 

Longer than he can love. How my soul liaies 
’I’his language, which makes life itself a Ih*. 
Flattering dust with eternity I Well, Paiiia 1 
Be brief. 

Pan. I am charged by Salemenes to 
Peiterate his prayer unto the king. 

Hint for this day. at least, he wiU not quit 
The fMlacc : w*hen the general returns. 

He will adduce such reasons as will warrant 
His daring, and perhaps obtain (he pardon 
Of his presumption. 

^Sar. What I ami then coop’d? 

Already captive ? can t not even breathe 
The breath of heaven ? Tell prince Snlcmcncs, 
Were all Assyria raging round the walls 
In mutinous myriads. I would still go forth. 

Pan. 1 must obey you, nnd yet 

Oh, monarch, listen.— 

1 low many a day and moon thou hast reclined 
Within these palace walls In silken dalliance. 
And never shown thee to thy people’s longing ; 
Leaving thy subjects’ eyes ungratified. 

I'he Mirapsunconiroll’d, the gods unwoTShij>p'd. 
And all things In the anarchy of sloth. 

Till all. save evil, slumber’d through (he realm I 
I And wilt thou not now tarry for a day, 

A day which may redeem thee ? Wilt (hon not 
Yield (o the few still faithful a few hours. 

For them, for (hec, for thy past fathers* race, 
And for thy son’s inheritance? 

^ Tis true: 

from the deep urgency w«h which the prince 
Despatch d me to your sacred presence, I 
Must dare to add my feeble voice to (hat 
Which now has spoken. 

S^r. No, it must not be. 

Myr. For the sake of tby mlm I 
Sar. Aw^ I 

Pan. Yos that 

Of all (hy faithful subjects, who will rally 
Round tbee anrf thine. 

Sar. These are mere fantasies: 

Tbece is no pen! : — Us a suUeo scheme 
.Of Saleroenes, to approve bis seal, 

'And show himself more oecessary to ua 
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Myr. By all that's good and glorious. 
this counsel. 

Sar. Business (o-morrow. 

Myr. Ay, or death (o-night. 

Sar. Why let it come then unexpectedly. 
Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love : 
So let me fall like the pluck’d rose !— far better 
I'lius than be wither'd. 

Myr. Then thou wilt not yield, 

Even for the sake of all tliat ever siirr’d 
A monarch into action, to forego 
A trifling revel. 

Sar. No. 

Myr. Then yield for miitf; 

For my sake ! 

Sar. Thine, my Myrtha 1 

Myr. ’Tislheflpsl 

Boon which I ever ask'd Assyria’s king. 

Sar. That's (rue. and were't my Kingdom, 
must ^ granted. 

Well, for thy sake. 1 yield me. Pania. hence I 
Thou hear’ St me. 

Pan. And obey, [£xii Pania- 

54r. I marvel at thee. 

What is thy motive. Myrrha. thus to urge me ? 
Myr. ’Fhy safety ; and (he certainty tha( 
nought 

Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require 
Ibus much from thee, but some impending 
danger. (ihour 

Sar. And if I do not dread it. why shouldst 
A/yr. Because /Aau dost not fear, I fear for 
tktt. [fancies, j 

Sar. 'I'O'inorTOw thou wilt smik at these vain, 
Myr. If the worst come. I shall be where, 
none weep. 

And that is better than the power to smile. 

And thou ? 

Sar. 1 shall be king, as heretofore. 

Afyr. Where? 

Sar. With Baal, Nimrod, and Semi ram Is, 
Sole In Assyria, or with them elsewhere. 

Fate made me what 1 am— may make me 
nothing— 

But either Oiat or nothing must I be : 

I will not live degraded. 

Myr. Hadst ibou felt 

Thus always, none would ever dare degrade (bee. 
Sar. And who will do so now ? 

Afyr. Dost (hou suspect none ? 

Sar. Suspect I— (hat’s a spy's ^ce. Ob I we 
lose 

Ten thousand precious moments in vain words. 
And vainer fears. Within (hens !— ye sUvee, deck 
The hall of Nimrod for the evening revel : 

If I must make a prison of our palace. 

At least we’U wear our fetters jocundly ; 

If the Euphrates be forbid us, and 

The summer dwelling on its beauteous border, 

Here we are sUU uomenaced. Ho I within there I 

l£xii Sardana?alvs. 
Myr. [fo/d]. Why do I love this man? my 
country's daughters 

l^ve none out heroes. But 1 have no counixyl 


The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love 
him : 

And (hat's the heaviest link of the long chain— 
To love whom we esteem not. Be it so : 

The hour is coming when he’ll need all love, 
.^nd And none. To fall from him now were 
baser 

Than to have stabb’d him on his throne when 
higliest 

Would have been noble in my country's creed* 
I was not made for either. c5ould I save him. 

1 should not love Am better, but myself ; 

And 1 have need of the last, for I have fallen 
In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger: 
And yet methinks 1 love him more, perceiving 
That he is haled of his own barbarians. 

The natural foes of all the blood of Greece. 
Could 1 but wake a single thought like those 
Which even the Phrygians felt when battling long 
‘Twixl llion and the sea. within his heart. 

He would tread down (he barbarous crowds, and 
triumph. 

He loves me. and 1 love him : the slave loves 
Her master, and would free him from his vices. 
If not, I hare a means of freedom still. 

And if 1 cannot teach him how to reign. 

May show him how alone a king can leave 
His throne. I must no( lose him from my sight. 

[£Wf. 


ACT II. 

SesNB I.— rir Portal of tkt tarat Hall of ihi 
Palaeo. 

BeltM [rtffw]. The sun goes down : me- 
thinks ne sets more slowly. 

Taking his last look of Assyria's empire. 

How red he glares amongst those deepening 
clouds. 

Like the blood he predicts I If not in vain. 
Thou sun that sinkest. and ye stars which rise, 

I have out watch’d ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time 
tremble * . , , . 

For what he brinp Ihe nalioos, 'tis ibc furiu«t 
Hour of Assyria’s yea«. And yet how calm I 
As earthquake should announce so great a mli 
A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon disk, 

To the star-read Chaldean, bears upon 
Ita everlasting page the end of what 
Seem’d everlasting ; but ob I (bou true sun I 
Tbe burning orack of all (bat lire, 

As fountain of all life, and symbol of 
Him who b«iows it, wherefore dost thou ilroii 
Thy Icee 4into calamity ? Why not 
Unfold the rise of days more worthy thme 
All-glorious burst from ocean ? why not dart 
A beam of hope athwart the future ye^i 
As of wrath to its days ? Hear me 1 ob, hear 
me 1 . . 

I am (hy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant 

I bare gaeed on thee at thy rise and 

And bow’d my head beneath thy mid-day beams, 
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dnied not meet thee. I hiT« Tbejrshnll have temples— ay, and priests— and 


watch'd 

For thee, and after thee, and pray'd to thee. 
And sacrificed to thee» and read, and fear'd thee. 
And ask'd of thee, and thou hast answer'd— bui 
Only to thus much : while I speak, he rinks — 
Is gone— and leaN’es his bcauiy, not his kiww 
To the delighted west, which revels in [ledge, 
Its hues of dying glory. Yet wliat is 
Death, so it be hut glorious ? Tn a suctset ; 

P And mortals may be happy to resemble 
The gods but in decay. 

Enttr AaSACES hy an inntr 
Ar^. Beleses. why 


tif/. Ay. and the most devout for brave— ihou 
Seen me turn back from battle. (hast not 

Ar^. No: I own thee 

As firm in fight as Babylonia's captain, 

As skilful in Chaldea's worship : now, 

Will it but please thee to forget the priest, 

And be the warrior^ 

D^/. Why not both? 

Ar^. The better ; 

And yet it almost sh.ames me, ue shall h.ive 
So little lo effect. This woman's warfare 
Degrades the very conqueror. To have pluck'd 
A bold and blootly despot from his throne. 

And grappled «itn him. ckiriungsreel with steel. 
But not That were heroic or to win or fall ; 

Buito upraise my sword against this silkworm. 

Ar^. Let It roll on— we are ready. And hear him whine, it niay be^ 

Do not deem it : 

Would it were over I He has that in him whkh may ntake you strife 

Does the prophet doubt. yet ; 

To whom the very stars shine victory? And were he all you think, his guards are hardv, 

-1 victory- but the vktor. And heatied by the cool, siern Salcmenus- 

Arf. Well, let thy science settle that. Mean- Ari. They'll not resist. 

t u ^ ? they are soldiers. 

I have prepared ns many gli itenng spears A r$. ^ Xrue 

^ will out-sparkle our allies -your planets. And therefore need a S4^ier to command them! 
]^r* l»no moieioih»nf. us. The she-kin,. /Z./. Tl.». Salemenes is. 
that less than woman, Is even now upon Ar^. But not ih»*lr Vina fi.^a 

S '^ih^ ?** femdle mates. 'I'he order Besides, he hates the effeminate thing fhal govl 

H toed for the fwt in the pavilion. For the queen's sake, his sUter. Mark you not 

A dnuns will be the last He keeps aloof from all the revels? ^ 

Quaff 4 by the line of Nimrod. fir/. But 

A -A I. - L !!V*^ ^ council— there he Is ever constant. 

Eit. Art sure of that"?*** “ ^rnTrS^II "^^^ve^more*''®' Il>warted : what would you 

Yf^Tklnr"/. 1®' '» : ■W* I doubl of. 


P*ace in the blue et^. 

r ruler— thy Urtb pUnel. 

At^ [tnnUinf Au uaUar^}. My st« fa in 
I* shines, 

U shall out-daasle coneu. Let us think 
Of what fa to be done to justify 
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WiU Ukc the crumbs be deigns to scatter from 
His royal table at the hour— was*t midnight ^ 
Dal. It was : (he place, the hall of Nimrod. 
Lords, 

1 huiubic me before you. and depart. 

Arb. 1 like not this same sudden change of 
place, 

There U some mystery: uhcmfore should lie 
change it? [day? 

Dd. Doth he not change a thousand limes a 
Sloth is of all things the most fanciful— 

And moves more parasangs in its intents 
Than generals in their marches, uhen they seek 
To leave 1 heir foe at fa u 1 1 . — W hy dost t hou muse ? 

Arh. He loved that gay pavilion.— it « as ever 
His summer dotage. 

Dil. And he loved his queen— 

And thrice a thousand harlotry besides— 

And he has loved all things by (urns, except 
Wisdom and glory. 

Arb. Still— I like i( not. 

If he has changed— why. so must we : the attack 
Were easy In Ine isolated bower, 

Reset w ith drowsy guarOsand drunken courtiers; 

But in the hall of Nimrod 

Btl. Is it so ^ 

Methought the haughty seddier fear'd (o mount 
A throne too easily — does il disappoint thee 
To find there is a slipperier siep or (wo 
Than what was counted on ? 

Arb. When the hour comes, 

Thou shall perceive how far I fear orna (for : 
Thou hast seen my life at stake— and gaily play'd 
But here is more upon the die— a kingdom. 

B4l. \ have foretold already— (hou wilt win il : 
Then on. and prosper. 

Ark. Now, were I a soothsayer, 

1 would have boded so much to myself. 

But be the stars obey'd— I cannot quarrel 
With them, nor their interpreter. Who's here? 


Bnitr SaL£UEX£S. 


Sal. Satraps 

Bit. My prince I 

Sat. Well met—] sought ye both. 

Bui elsewhere than the palace. 
j\ rb. Wherefore so r 

Sal. 'Tis not the hour. 

Arb. The hour— what hour? 

Sal. 0/ midnight. 

Btl. MIdnignt, my lord 1 
Sal, What, are you no( invited? 

Bd. Oh I yes— we bad torgotien. 

Sal. Is It usual 

Thus to forget a sovereign’s invitation? 

Arb. Why- we but now received it. 

Sat. Then why here t 

Arb. On duty. 

S>d. On what duty? 

BA. Oatbestaus. 

Wb hive (he privilege to approach the presence ; 
But found the monaiub absent. 

Sal. And I too 


Am upon duty. 

Arb. May we crave its purport? 

Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guards I With- 
in there 1 


Snt^r Guards, 


Sal, [ionl/nuir/]. 
Your swords 


Satraps, 


jursw'oms. 

Bsl. [ddlwria/kls]. My lord, behold Diy s«- 
mitar. 


iiiiiar. 

Arb. Idraufiag kis sword). Take mine. 

Sal. Cadifanttag). f 

Arb. But in your heart the blade— 

The hill quits not this hand. 

Sal. [drawl agX How I dost thou brave me? 

Tis wall— this saves a trial, and false mercy. 
Soldiers, hew down the rebel I 
Arb. SoldlcfslAy— 

Alois you dare not. 

Sal. Alone 1 foolish slave— 

Whai is there in thee that a prince should shnnk 
from 

Of open force ? We dread thy treason, not 
Thy strength, thy tooth is nought without its 
v^noni- 

The serpent's, not the lion’s. Cut him down. 

Btl. [inttrfoung]. AfbactsI are you maflr 
HaW I nw rei>der d 

My sword ? Tlien trust like me our Mvere gn 8 
Arb. No— I will sooner trust the stars thW 
prat’st of. , . 

And this slight arm. and die a king biitut 
Of my own breath and body^^ far lhal 
None else shall chain them. . . .-j ^ 

Sal. (U tk* Guards). You bear h$m mw 
Take him not,- kill. . 

\Tkt Guards atlack ABBACfiS, 

' ftuis kiPMdf valiantly and dtx^ 
ttrvuily till Ikty waur. 

Sal. uneven so; 

I do the hangman’s office ? Recreants I 
How >00 ‘'>0““ A.»ac«. 

Saftr Sabpanapalus and Tratn. 

Held your han^ 

fellow, (To a Guard. 

Give me (hy weapon. i 

wSrhinder, me from >»“ “ 

Sal. . 

Your wealowss. 

yon tnutof-wliwi you spW a ifloment, 

1 trust, for iwturo— I’m WMitwlt. I 

Sar. 
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Who dares assatl Arbaces ? 

sai. n 

Sar. Indeed I 

Prince, you forgcl yourself. Upon whal war* 
Sat. Uh^Ttaing th* tignef\- TIune. [rant ? 
Ar^\<on/asid]. The king’s ! 

Sal. Yes ! and let the king confirm it. 

Sar. I parted not from this for such a purpose. 
Sal. You parted with it for your safety^ 1 
Employ’d it for the best. Pronounce in person. 
* licre 1 am but your slave — a moment past 
I was your representative. 

Sar. Then sheatb 

Your swords. 

[Arbaces Off ^ Salem tktir 

rwards fa tht s<ah^rd*. 

Sal. Mine s sheath’d ; I pray you sheath 
yours : 

*TU the sole sceptre left you now with safety. 
Sar. A heavy one ; the hilt, too, hurls my 
hand. 

[To a Guard.] Here, fellow, lake thy weapon 
back. WeU, sirs. 

What doth this mean? 

Bel. '\ he prince must answe^hat. 

Sal. Truth upon my part, treason upon theirs. 
Sar. Trensoci— Arbn^ I treoclvery and fiele* 
That were an union I will not believe. (so ? 
Bel. Where is the proof ^ 

Sal. ru answer that, if once 

The king demands your fellow*traitor‘s sword. 
Ar6. [/e Sal.]. A sword which hath been 
drawn as oft as thine 
. Against his foes. 

' Sal. And now against his tmther. 

A ltd in ait hour or so against himself. [no— 

Sar. That Is not possible : he dared not ; 
No— I’ll not hear of such things.— lliese vain 
bickerings [baser 

Are ipawm’d in courts by base intrigues, and 

Hirelings, who live by lies on good men’s lives. 
You must have been deceived, my brother. 

Sal. ^rst 

Let him deliver up his weapon, and 
Proclaim htmseLf your subject by that duty. 

And 1 will answer a)L 

_ Why, if I thought so — 

But no, It cannot be : the Mede Arbacea— 

The trusty, rough, true soldier— the best ttptaJn 
Of all who discipline our natioDS^— No. 
ru not insult hint thus, to bid him reader 
The scimitar to me he never yielded 
Unto our enemies. Chief, your weapon. 
Sal. {dtlivenng hath tk* rignti]. Monarch 
take bock your signet. 

Sar. No. retain U j 

But use It with more moderatioD. 

Sal. 

1 used it for your honour, and restore it 
0> Because I cannot keep it with my owru 
Bestow it on Artwees. 

lifer*. Bo 1 Iboukl i 

H« never ask’d It 

Oeubt ttot, he wUl Mn ii, 


\\’iihoui (hat hoUow' semblance of respect. 

Bel. I know not what hath prejudiced the 
prince (none 

So strongly ’gainst two subjects, than whom 
Have been more soalous for Assyria’s weal. 

Sal. Peace, factious priest, and faithless sol- 
dier! thou 

Uniicst in thy own person tlie worst vices 
Of (he most d.ingcrous orders of mankind. 

Keep I by smooth words and iuggling homilies 
For those w ho know thee not . 'I'hy fellow ’s sin 
Is. at (he least, a bold one. and not temper’d 
By tl»e (ricks taught ii.ee in Chaldea. 

Bet. Hear him. 

My Uege— (he son of Bclus I he blasphemes 
The worship of the bnd, which bows the knee 
Before your fathers. 

Sar. Oh 1 for that I pray you 

I«t him have absolution. I dispense with 
I’he w orship of dead nicn : feeling that 1 
Am mortal, and Itclieving that (he nice [nslies. 
From whence I $]>rung arc— what 1 sec them— 
Bel. King? do not deem so: ih^ are with 

And (ihe stars, 

Sar. You shall join them there ere they will 
rise. (son. 

if you preach further.— Why. lAis is rank tree- 
Sat. My lord 1 

Sar. To School me in the w orship of 

Assyria’s idols 1 Let him be released — 

Give him his sword. 

Sal. hfy lord, and king, and brother. 

[ pray you pause. 

Sar. Yes. and be sermonised. 

And dinn’d and deafen’d w ith dead men and 
And all Chaldea’s Starry mysteries. [Baal, 

Bel. Monarch 1 respect them. 

Sar. Oh I for that— I tove them ; 

I love to watch (hem in the deep blue vault. 

And to compare them with my Myrrha’s eyes ; 

I love to see their rays redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates’ wave. 

As the light breese of midnight crisps (he broad 
And rolhiig water, sighing through the sedges 
Which fringe his banks : but whether they may 
Cods, as some say. or the abodes of gods, (be 
As others bold, or simply lamps of night. 
Worlds, or ilte Ughis of worlds, I know nor care 
not. 

There’s something sw eel in my uncertainty 
I would OM change for your Chaldean lore ; 
B esides, I know of these all clay can know 
Of aught above it. or below i(— nothing. 

I See uteir brilliancy and feel their b^uty— 
When they shine on my grave I shall know 
neither. 

Bel. For neifker, sire, sey ket/er. 

Sar. t will wait. 

If i( so please you. pootUf, for that knowledge. 
In the mean tine receive your swoed, and know 
I’bal I prefer your service militant 
Unto your ministry — not loving either. 

Sal. [milde]. Hts lusu have made him mad, 
Tben must 1 save him. 


.• 
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Spite of himself. 

Sar. Please you to hear me, Satraps ! 

And chiefly (hou, my priest, because 1 doubt 
thee 

More than the soldier: and would doubt thee 
>A’ert thou not half a warrior : let us part 
In peace — I’ll not say pardon— which must be 
Earn’d by the guilty ; this I’ll not pronounce ye. 
Although upon this breath of mine depends 
Your own ; and, deadlier Jor ye. on my fears. 
But fear not— for that I am soft, not fearful— 
And so live on. Were I the thing some think 
me (<JW 

Your heads would now be dripping the bsi 
Of their attainted gore from the high gates 
Of this our palace, into the dry dust. 

Their only portion of the coveted kingdom 
They would be crown'd to reign o’er— let that 
As I have said, I will not dftm ye guilty, (pass. 
Nor doom ye guiltless. Albeit better men 
Than ve or I stand ready to arraign you ; 

And should I leave your fate to sterner judges. 
And proofs of all kinds. 1 might sacrifice 
1'wo men. who. whatsoe’er they are now, were 
Once honest. Ye are free. sirs. 

Arh. Sire, this ckmeiwy— 

Bel- ( inUrruftint Ami. U worthy of you rself ; 
■nd. although innocent. 

We thanks— 

Sar. Priest I keep your thanksgiving for 
(I is ofl’spring needs none. (Belus ; 

Bel. But being innocent 

Sar. Be silent. — Guilt is loud. If ye are 
loyal, (grateful. 

Ye are injured men, and should be sad. not 
Bel. So we should be. were justice always 
done 

by earthly power omtiipolent : but innocence 
Must oft receive her right as a mere favour. 

Sar. Thai's a good sentence for a homily, 
Though not for tnis occasion. Pnthee keep it 
To plead thy sovereign's cause before his people. 
Bel. I trust there is no cau»i 
Sar. No ca^se. perhaps, 

but many causers If ye meet with such 
In the exercise of your mquiritive function 
On enrth, or should you read of it in heaven 
1 n some mysterious twinkle of the stars. 

Which are your chronicles, I pray you note. 
That (here are worse things betwixt earth and 
heaven 

Than him who ru etb many and slays none ; 
And, haling not himself, yet loves his fellows 
Enough to spare even those who would not ^Aie 
him ^ _ , 

Were they once masters— but thats doubtful. 
Satraps ! 

Your swords and persons are at liberty 
To use them as ye will— but from this hour 
1 hftve no call for rither. Salemenes 1 
Follow me. _ 

iBMMt SAteAPAPALtrS. SALpSENES, 
and the Train, , leaving ApbacES 
and BcLEses. 


Ar^. BelesesI 

Bei. Now, what think you } 

Ar^. That we are lost. 

Bel. That we have won (he kingdoim 

Ark. What? thus suspected- with the swoid 
slung o'er us 

But by a single hair, and (hat still wavering. 

To be blown down by his imperious breath 
Which spared us— why, ] know not. 

B<1. Seek not why? 

Bui let us profit by the interval. 

The hour is still our own — our power (ne 

'The night the same we destined. He ha^ 
Nothing except our ignorance of all (changed 
iiuspicion into such a certainty 
As must make madness of delay. 

Ark. And yet — 

Bel. What, doubting still? 

Ark. He spared our lives, nay, more. 

Saved them from balcmenes. 

Btl. And how long 

Will he so spare? till the first drunken mimjic. 

Ark. Or sober, rather. Yet he did it nobly , 
Gave royally what we had forfeited 
Basely— 

Bel. Say bravely. . . . 

Ark Somewhat of both, perhaps, 

But it hM touch'd me, and. whaie'er betide, 

I will 00 further on. , . , 

Btl. And lose the world \ 

And I should blush far more to take Ihe 

/W.^Thew may'st endure whaie’er thou wi«— 

Have a riiien otherwise- _ . 

Ark Though they 

And mifshflll'd me the way in all 

I would not follow. . , 

Bel. This is weakn^’^ 

Than a scared beldam's drrtming ^ (he 
And waking in the dark-— 

Ark. Methought he look d Itke Nimrou 

Even*^the proud imperial statue j- 

Looking Ihe monarch of 
And $«ys. while they but 

Bel. Itold you that you had too muenoe^F 

And*}!.™; th«. «n.e royriW wicto hi"-- 
What then ? he Is the nobler foe. ^ 

The meaner.— Would he had not spared 

Thou wouJdst digest what some van 
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Pecause for something or for norhmg, (his 
Rash reveller steps, ostentatiously. 

**| wixt (hee and Salemeaes. thou ait lura'd 
Into— what shall 1 say ?--S^anapalus I 
\ know no name more Ignomimous. 

Ar^. But 

An hour ago. who dared to term me such 
Had held his life but lightly— as it is. 

I must forgive you. even as he forgave us— 
Sen>irami8 herself would not have done iu 
fid. No— ihet^ueen liked no sharers of the 
Not even a husband. [kin^om. 

Ar^. I must serve him truly 

fid. And humbly ? 

Arh. No, sir, proudly— being honest. 

I shall be nearer thrones than you to hea^^n ; 
And if not Quite so haughty, yet more lofty. 

You may do your own deeming— you have 
codes. 

And mysteries, and corollaries of 
Right and wrong, which I lack for my direction, 
And must pursue but what a pl.iin lieart teaches. 
And novr you know me. 
fid. Have you finish’d } 

Ari. Yes— 

With you. 

Bti And would, perhaps, betray as well 
As quit me? 

Ar^. Thai's a aacerdoiai thought. 

And not a soldier’s. 

Bd- He it what you will— 

Truce with these wrangUngs, and but hear me. 

Arh. No— 

There Is more pa lil In your subtle spirit 
Than In a phalanx. 

If it must be s^ 

t II on alone. 

Ar^. Alone 1 

Bd. Thrones hold but one. 

Ar^. But this Is fill'd. 

Bd. With worse than vacancy— 

A despised monarch. Look to U. Arhaces : 

I have still aided, chensh’d. loved, and urged 
you: 

Was willing even io serve you. In the hope 
To serve aud save Ass/ria. Heaven itself 

d (o consent, and all events were fnendly 
Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
li>to a shallow softness ; ^t now, rather 
Than see my countTV languish, I will be 
Her saviour or the victim of her tyrant. 

Or one or both, for sometimes both are one ; 
And if I win. Arbaces is my servant. 

Ar^. Your servant I 

V twtier than be slave, 

Tlic pardon d slave of du Sard^j^us I 

Eattr Pania. 

Pan. My lords, Ibear an oiderfioB tLekine 
Ar^. It IS obe/d ere spbkea. ^ 

lilwit, NMwiUaUiKUng, 

/’•re. Fonhwith. on this very night. 

Repair to your respective satrapies 


Of Babylon and Media. 

Dti. With OUT troops? 

Pan. My ^der is unto the satraps and 
Tbeir household train. 

Arh. But-^— 

B<1. It must be obey’d ; 

Say. we depart. 

Pan. My order is to see you 

Depart, and not to bear your answer. 

fio/. fas/do]. Ay ! 

Well. sir. we wilt accompany you hence. 

Pan. I will retire tu marshal forth the guard 
Of honour, which befits your rank, and wait 
Your leisure. So that the hour exceeds not. 

[Ex// Pan] A. 

Ed, AVie (hen obey ! 

Ar^. Doubtless. 

Bd. Yes, to the gates 

That grate the palace, which is now our prison- 
No further, 

ArA. Thou hast harp'd the truth indeed I 
The realm itself, in all Us wide extension. 

Yawns dungeons at each step for thee and me. 
Ef/. Graves ! 

ArA. If 1 thought so. this good sword should 
One more than mine. (dig 

Bd. It shall have work enough. 

Let me hope betier than thou aug^iresi ; 

At present, kt us hence as best we may. 

'ThM dost agree with me in understanding 
This order as a sentence. 

ArA. Wliy, what other 

Interpretation should it bear? it is 
Tlie very policy of orient monarcha— 

Pardon and poison— favours and a sword- 
A distant voyage, and an etenuil sleep. 

How many satraps in his father's time— 

For he I own Is. or at least uwj, blood Icss^^ 
Ed. Bu( »/// not. fan not be so now. 

ArA. I doubt U. 

How many satraps have I seen set out 
In his sire’s day for mighty vice-royaliies, 

Whose tombs are on their pat h ! 1 k now not how. 
But they all sicken’d by the way. it was 
So long and heavy. 

Er/. Let us but regain 

The free air of the city, and we ll shorten 
The journey. 

ArA. Twill be shorten'd at the gates. 

It may be. 

Ef/. No ; they hardly will risk that. 
They mean us to die privately, but not 
Within the palace or the city wails. 

Where we are known, and may have partisans : 
If they had meant to slay us here, we were 
No looger with the living. Let us hence. 

ArA. If I but (hoi^hi he did not mean my 
life [alarm’d 

Ed. Fool! henc^^hat else should despotism 
Mean ? Let ns but rejoin oiir troops, and march. 
ArA. Towards our provinces? 

Ed. No ; towards your kingdocn. 

There's time, there's heart, and bope, and power 
and meaiis. 
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Which their half measiires leave us in full scope. — 
Away I 

Ari. And I even yet repenting must 
XeUpse to guilt I 

Del. Self-defence Is a virtue. 

Sole bulwark of all right- Aw-ay, I say 1 
Let's leave this place, (he air grows (hkk and 
choking^ [hence ! 

And the walls have a scent of night-shade— 
Let us not leave them time for further counsel. 
Our quick departure proves our civic real ; 

Our quick departure hinders our good escorts 
The worthy l^nU. from anticipaiing 
The orders of some parasangs from lienee : 

Nay, there's no other choice, but^— hence. 1 
say. 

l£x/l 1I///A ArbACeS, Mike ftAl^s relwelantljf. 

Enter Sakdamapalus and SAI.EUENE5. 
Sar. Well, nil is remedied, and without blood* 
That worst of mockeries of a remedy : [shed . 
We are now secure by these men’s exile. 

Sal. Yes. 

As he who treads on flowers U from the adder 
Twined round iheir roots. 

Sar. Why. what would St have me do? 

Sal. Undo what you have done. 

Sar. Revoke my pardon ? 

Sat. Replace the crown now lotteri ng on your 
Sar. That were tyrannicaL [temples. 

Sal. But sure. 

Sar. We are so. 

What danger can they work upon the frontier? 

Sal. They are not there yet— never should 
Were I well listen'd to. [they be so. 

Sar. Nay. t have listen’d 

Impartially to thee— why not totliem? 

Sal. You may know that hereafter : as it is. 

I take my leave to order forth the guard. 

Sar. And you will join us at the banquet } 
Sal. Sire. 

Dispense with me— I am no wnsmder : 
G)mmand me in all service save the Bacchant's. 
Sar. Nay. but 'tis At to revel now and then. 
Sal. And fit that some should wateh for those 
who revel 

Too oft. Am I permitted to depart? 

Yes Stay a moment, my good Sale- 

menes. 

My brother, my best subject, better pnnee 
Than 1 am king. You should have been the 
monarch, 

And I— I know not what, and care not : but 
Think not I am insensible to all 
Thine honest wisdom, and thy rough yet kind. 
Though oft reproving, sufferance of my follies. 
If I have spared these tren against thy counsel, 
That U, thrir lives— it is not that I doubt 
'The advice was sound ; but let them bve : we 
will not . . 

Cavil about their lives— so let them mend them. 
Their benWiment will leave me still sound sleep, 
’Which thdr death bad not left me. 

Sal. Thus you run 


TTit risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors 
A moment's pang now changed for years of 
Still let them be made quieU [crime. 

Sar. Tempt me not ; 

My w-ord i$ p.'ist. 

Sal. But it may be recall’d. 

Sar. 'Tis royal. 

Sal And should therefore be decisive, 

This half indulgence of an exile serves 
But to provoke— a pardon should be full 
Or it is none. 

Sar. And who persuaded me 

After I had repeal'd them, or at least 
Only dismiss’d them from our presence, who 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies ? 

Sal. I'nie ; (hat I had forgotten; that 1$, 
sire. 

If tlicy e'er reach'd iheir s.itmpies— why. ihen, 
Reprove me more for my advice. 

Sar. And if 

They do not reach ihem— look to it I— in safety. 
In safely, mark me — and security— 

Look 10 thine own 

Sal. Permit me to depat 1 1 

Their sa/e/y shall be cared for. . 

$ar. Get thee hence, then , 

And. prithee, think more gently of thy broih^ 

Sal Sire, I shall mer duly serve my sovereign. 

[Exif SALEMeNES. 
Sar. \salnt]. That man is of a temper WO 
severe: 

Hard but as lofty as the rock, and free 
From all the taints of common earth— while 1 
Am s^ter clay, imprcgnaied with flowcw : 

But as our mould is. nnisi the produce oe. 

If 1 have err’d this time, tis on the side 
Where error sits mosi lightly on that sense, 
t know not win I recall It : but it reckons 
With me o/itimes for pain, and sometimes pw 

A swrit which seems placed about my heart 
To count its throbs, not me. 

Questions which mortal never dared to asK me, 
Ncr Ba.al, though an oracular ticiiy 
Albeit his marble face mnjesilcal 
Frowns as the shadows of the evening dim 
His brows to cluang<xi expression, till at iima 
I think the statue looks In act to 
Away with these vain thoughts. I wH* boJdy® 

And here comes Joy s true herald. 


MyRitrxA. 


Afyr. 


King I the sky 


Is overcast, and musters muitenng 
In clouds that seem approaching **' 

In forked flashes a commanding lempesi. 

wm ro.. qm, <h, 

U/r. Ay, my good lord. ^ 

Sar. For my own part, I sBOUia 

Not ill content to vary the smooth • 

And wateh the warring elements : Wt inis 
Would little suit the ^Ikeo 

Smooth ftces of our feovefneads. Say.wyni-. 


ih under. 
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Art thou of tho$e who dr«ad the roar of ctoods? 

Myr. In niy own country we respect thdr 
As auguries of Jove. [voices 

Sar. Jove I— ny, your Baal— 

Ours also has a property in thunder, 

And CN’cr and anon some failing bolt 
Proves his divinity, — and yet sometimes 
Hirikcs his own altars. 

Myr. That were a dread omen. 

Sar. Yes— for (he priests. Well, we will not 
go forth 

Beyond (he pabce walls to-oight. but make 
Our feast within. 

Myr. Now, Jove be praised I that he 

Hath heard the prayer thou wouldst not bear. 

The gods 

Are kinder to thee than thou to thyself. 

And flash this storm between thee and thy foes. 

To shield thee from them. 

Sar. Child, If there be peril, 

Methinks It Is the same within these walls 
As on the river’s brink. 

Myr. Not so : these walls 

Are high and strong, and guarded. Treason has 
To penetrate through many a winding way, 

And massy portal ; but in the pavilion 
There is no bulwark. 

Sar. No, nor in the palaee, 

Nor In the fortress, nor upon the top 
or cloud'feuced Caucasus, where the eagle sits 
Nested in pnihless clefts. If treachery be : 

Even as the arrow finds the airy king. 

The steel will reach the earthly. But be calm ; 

The men, or innocent or guilty, are 
Banish'd, and far upon their way. 

They live, then ? 

Sar. So sanguinary } Thau I 
Myr, \ would not shrink 

From just Infliction of due punishment 
On those who seek your Life : were't otherwise. 

I should not merit mine. ElWides. you heard 
The princely Salemcnes. 

This is strange ; 

Tlte gentle and the austere are both against me. 

And urge me to revenge. 

Myr. TisaGreekrlrtue- 

Sar. But not a kingly ©nil'll none on t ; or 
If ever I indulge in’i. it shall be 
With kings— my equals. 

My^- These men sought to be so. 

. nhi*’-*" ' • ' • 

From fear ■ 

Myr, For you. 

, . . ^*0 matter, still 'ib fear. 

I nave observed your sex. once roused to wrath. 

Are timidly vindictive to a pitch 
Of perseverance, wliich I would not copy. 

Uhouflhi you were exempt from thb. as from 
The chlldiiU helplessness of Auao womoi. 

Myr. My lord, I am no boaster of m? love. 

Nor of my attributes ; I have shared your splen- 
dour, ^ 

And will partake your fortunn. 

To fcid one sUve more true tbao subject myriads : 1 Thdr Uoeage. 


Rut this the gods avert I I am content 
To be belovd on (rust for what 1 feel. 

Rather than prove it to you in your griefs. 
Whichynight not yield to any cares of mine. 

Sar. Grief cinnoi come where pcifect love 
Except to licighten it. and vanish from [exists, 
That which it couU not scare away. Lei’s in^ 
The hour approMhes, and we must prcp.are 
To meet (he inviicd guests who giace our feast. 

\£x<Hnt 


ACT III. 

ScasR X.^The hall a/ ike PalKt illumltiaUa 
— SARDANAPaLUS hts Gufits at TaMt, 

—A itarm Without, and ThiiMd<rac<aiionall} 
heard dutmy the Dauifuet. 

Sar. Fill full I why this ts ns it should be: here 
U my true realm, amklst bright eyes and faces 
H.ippy as fair ! Here sorrow cannot reach. 
/.am. Nor elsewhere— where the king i.«. plea- 
sure Sparkles. [huntings. 

Sar. fs not (his better now than Nlmrc^’s 
Or iny wild grandam's chase in scorch of king* 
She could not keep when conquer d ? Tdoins 
Ait. Mighty though 

They were, as all thy royal line hare been. 

Yet none of these who went before have reach'd 
The aemd of Sardanafialus. who 
Has placed his Joy in peace— (he sole true glory. 
Sar. And picture, good Altada, to which 
glory 

Is but (lie poih. ’What Is It thai we seek } 
Enjoyment I We have cut the way short to It, 
And not gone tracking it through human ashes, 
Making a g.*are wiih every footstep. 

/am. No; 

All hearts are happy, and all voices bl»s 
The king of peace, who holds a world In jubilee. 

Sar. Art sure of (h.*)l? 1 have hea^l other* 
Some say that (here be traitors. [wise j 

Zam. r<a:ioi$ they 

Who dare (o say so I— ‘Tis impossible. 

What cause 7 

Sar. What cause 7 true. — fill the goblet up ; 
We w ill not think of them : there are none such, 
Or if there be. (hey are gone. 

Alt. Guests, to my pledge I 


c iLf L wi . > — • ~ .Down on your knees, and drink a measure to 

o too feminine, and springs | The safety of the king— the monarch, say 1 7 
^ The god SardanapeUus I 

(Zaxes and the Oaesft ineei. arid exclaim— ^ 
Mrghikr than 

Hb father Baal, the god Mrdanapalus t 

[it fhnmdert at they kneel; same start np in 
ean/usioH. 

Zam. Why do you rise, my friends? in that 
Hb (Mhtx godi consented. (strong peal 

Myr. Menaced, rather. 

King, wilt thou this mad impiety? 

Sar. Impiety I— nay, if the sires who reign'd 
You may live I Before me can be gotb. f’U not disgrace 
u..-. _ _ . . ... arise, my pious friends? 
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Hoard your devotion for the thunderer there : 

I seek but to be loved, not worahipp'd. 

A//. Both— 

Both you must ever be by all true subjects. 

Sar. Methinks the thunders still increase: it b 
An awful night. 

Mj’r. Oh yes, for those who have 

No palace to protect their worshippers. (vert 
Sar. That’s true, my Myrrha; and could I coA' 
My realm to one wide shelter for the wretched, 
Td do it. 

M/r. Thou’rt no god. then, not to be 
Able to work a will so good and general. 

As thy wish would imply. 

Sar. And your gods, then. 

Who can. and do not 7 
A/yr. Do not speak of that. 

Lest w’e provoke tliem. 

Sar. True, they love not censure 

Belter than mortals. Friends, a thought has 
struck me : 

Were there no temples, would tliere. think yt. 
Air worshippers? i^*it b. when it b angry, (be 
And pelting as even now. 

A/yr. The Persian prays 

Upon his mouniaiii. 

Sar. Yes. when the sun shines. 

Myr. And 1 would ask if this your palace were 
Unroofd and desolate, how many flatterers 
Would lick the dust in which the king by low? 

A/i. The fair lonbn b too sarcastic 
Upon a nation whom she knows not well « 

The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king’s. 
And homage is their prMe. 

Sar. Nay, pardon, guests. 

The fair Greek’s readiness of speech 
A a. /'tf rrfee / sire : 

We honour her of all things next to ihee. 

Hark I what was that ? 

ZaM. That ! nothing but the Jar 

Of distant portals shaken by (he wind. 

Ai/. It sounded like the clash of— hark again! 
Z(tn. The big rain pattering on the rooiT 
Sar. No more. 

Myrrh a, my love, hast thou thy ?he11 In order? 
Sing me a song of Sappho — her, thou know st. 
Who In thy country threw 

£nUr Pan I A, uri/A Ais noord and garmtHts 
Aioody and disordtrtd. The gnatt rin in 
ton/asion. 

Pan. Uo the Cirards\. Look to the portals ; 
And with your best sp^ to the walb without. 
Your arms I To arms I The king s in danger. 
Excuse (hb haste, — 'ib faith. [Monarch. 

Sar. Speak on. 

Pan. It b 

As Salemencs fear’d : the faithless satraps 

Sar. You are wounded— give some* wine. 

Take breath, good Paiib. [worn 

Pan. 'Tboothing— a mere flesh wound, lam 
More with my speed to warn my sovereign. 

'I hiin hurt in his defence. 

Myr, Well. (be rebeb ? 


Pan. Soon as Arbacesand Beleses reach'd 
Their stations in the city, (hey refused 
To march ; and on my attempt to use the power 
Which I was delegated with, they call’d 
Upon (heir troops, who rose In flerce deflance. 
Myr. All? 

Pan. Too many. 

Sar. Spare not of thy free speech, 

To spare mine ears ine (ruth. 

Pan. My own slight guard 

Were faithful, and what's left of it is stiU so. 
Afyr. And are these all the forte still faithful ? 
Pan. No— 

The Bactrians, now led on by Salemencs, 

Who even then was on his uay, still urged 
By strong suspicion of (he Median chiefs, 

Are numerous, and make strong head against 
1 lie rebels, fighting inch by inen, and forming 
An orb around the palace, where they incan 
To centre all their force, and save the king. 

[He hesitates.) I am charged to- — 

Afyr. Tb no lime for hesitation. 

Pan. Prince Salemencs doth implore the king 
To arm himself, although but for a moment. 
And show himself unto the soldiers : his 
Sole presence in this instance might do more 
Than hosts can do in hb behalf. 

Sar. What, ho I 

Nfy armour, there. 

Myr. 

Ho, there I— but seek not for the buckleN tb 
Too heavy:— a light cuirass and my sword. 
Where are the rebeb ? , . .i. 

Pan. Scarce a furlong s length 

From the outward wall the fiercest «?hflicirtg«« 
Sar. Then I may charge on horseback, biero, 

ho I u 

Order my horse out. -There is space enough 
Even in our courts, and by the outer gate. 

To marshal half the horsemen of Arabia. 

[Pxit ST^HO. Jar the armour. 

Myr. How I do lort thee 1 . , . u 

Sar. I h« doubted il* 

A/yr. But now I know thee. . 

Sar. [Pa his AtUndanl). Bring "2! 

W licre’s balemenes ? w ba. 

Pan. Where a soldier shoula be. 

In the thick of the fight. . . u 

Sar. Then hasten to bins — -J* 

The path sifil open, nnd commumcalion 
Left ^twixi the palace and the phalanx I 


Pan. 


'Twas 


When I late left him, and 1 1»ve oo .. 

Our troops were steady, and the S^ra- 

Sar. Tdl him to spare hb person for the pm- 

And^^ I will not spare my own— nbd say* 

‘ There's vklory in p^nb. 

Snr. Altada-Zames- forth aad arm ire I 
Is all in readiness in the armou^.^ I 
See that ibe women are bestow d m saieiy 




In the remote apartmencs : let a guard 
Be set before them, mth strict ch^e to quit 
The post but with their lives— command il, 
Aliada, arm yourself, and return here ; [Zames. 
Your post is near our person. 

[£xeu/ii Zam^. Altada, an^ all save 
Myrrha. 

Enter Sfero and atkert, ivitk the Kin^s arms, 

6 ^. 

Sfe. King 1 your armour. 

5^^*. \ArmiaP hiinsel/\. Give me the cuirass— 
so : my baldric ; now 

My sword : I had forgot the helm, where is it 1 
That's well— no, tis too heavy! you mistake, 
too— 

It was not this I meant, but that which bears 
A diadem around it. 

Sire. Ideenk'd 

7*hal too conspicuous from the precimis stones 
To risk your sacred brow beneath— and trust me. 
This is of better metal, though less rich. 

Sar. You dee m'd I Are you too \ um'd a rebel ? 
Fellow I 

Your pan is to obey : return, and— no— 

It is too late— I will go forth without ii. 

^e. At least, wear this. 

Wear Caucasus ! why. 't» 
A mountain on my temples. 

dt- Sir*, the meanest 

M diet goes not forth thus exoosed to battle. 

All men will recognise you*>mr the storm 
Has ceased, and the moon breaks fonh in her 
brightness. 

Xxr. I go forth to be recegitised, and thus 
Shall be $0 sooner, Now— my spear I I'm arm'd. 
l^« skart, and turns U Srg RO. 

had forgotten— bring the mirror.* 

•w. The mirrori sire ? 

_ •^‘*''1 . Yes, sir, of polbh'd brass. 

Brought from the spoils of lad ia-^t be speedy. 

Sar. Myrrha. retire unto a place of safety. 
Why went you not forth with the other damsels ? 
Mj'r. Because my place is here, 

'^hen I am gone 

Myr, 1 follow. 

to battle? 

. . If it were so, 

Twere no the first Greek girl had trod the path. 
I will await here your return. 

r 

Is spacious, and the first to be sotight out. 

If they prevail ; and, if it be so, 

And [ return not 


nd [ return not* 

. Still we meet again . 

Sar. How ? • 

Mvr. Iftthespot where all must meet at last- 

In Hades I if there be. os I believe, 

A shw beyond the Sty* ; and U there be not. 
In ashes. 

Sar. Darest thou so much 7 


* ‘ Sgcncbaatlrrof OtbeIi«M. 

Is JDyitaa Sci&*->s« jcuaicAU 


Myt. 1 dare all tbiogs 

Except survive wbat 1 have loved, to be 
A rebel's booty : fonh, and do your bravest. 

Re’tnter Spero vtilh the mirror. 

Sar. [Z^A^re/ at h/nuet/tj This Cuirass fits me 
well, the baldric better. 

And the helm not at all. Methinks I seem 
iFl/n^ atoay the Met met a/itr trying it again. 
P^ing well in these toys : and now to prove 
Aluda ! Wliere’s Aliada? [them. 

S/e. Waiting, sire. 

Without ; he has your shield in readiness. 

Sar. True : I forgot he is my shield-bearer 
By right of blood, derived from age to age. 
Myrrha, embrace me; yet once more— once 
more— 

Love me, whatever betide. Kly chiefest glory 
Shall be to make me worthier of your love. 

Myr. Go forth, and conquer I 

{Exeunt Saadanapauvs e#<ZSP£ftO. 

Now, I am alone, 

All are gone forth, and of that all how few 
Perhajis return. Let him but vanquisli, and 
Me perish I If he vanquish not, 1 perish ; 

1 will not outlive him. He has wound 
About my heart, l know not how nor why. 

Not for inai he is king ; for now his kingdom 
Rocks undemeai h 1 1 is i h rone, and ( he earth yawns 
To yield him no more of it than a grave : 

And yet I love him more. Oh. mighty Jove I 
Forgive this monstrous lo>e fora barbarian, 
Who knows not of Olympus I yes, I love him 
Now, now, far more than— Hark— to the was 
shock I 

Methinks it nears me. If it should be so. 

{.SAr dravn forth a small vial. 
This cunning Colchian poison, which my father 
Learnt to compound on Euxine shores, and 
taught me 

How to preserve, shall free me I It had freed me 
l.ong ere this hour, but that I loved, until 
1 half fo^ot 1 was a slave :— where all 
Are slaves save one. and proud of servitude. 

So they are served in turn by something lower 
In the degree of bondage, we forget 
I hat sharks worn like ornaments no less 
Are chains. Again that shout 1 and now the 
Of arms— and now— end now — [clash 

Enler AbTADA. 

Ho. Sfero, hoi 

Myr. He U not here ; what wouldsi thou with 
Goes on the conflict ? [him? How 

DuUously and fiercely. 

Myr. And the king? 

Alt. Like a king. 1 must find Sfero, 

AihI bring him a new spear and his own helmeU 
He fights till DOW bare-]>eaded, and by far 
Too moeb exposed. The sold krs knew bis face, 
And the fee too ; and in the moon's broad light, 
His silk tiara aitd his flowing hair 
Make him a mark too royal. Every arrow 
Is pointed at the feir hair and fair featurus, 
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And the broad hllei whkh crowns both. 

My>'. Ye gods> 

Who riilminntc orr my fathers' Und, protect 
you sent by the king? (him ! 

Alt. By Salemenes, 

Who sent me privily upon this charge, 

Without the knowledge of the careless sovereign. 
'1 he king ! the king nghts as he revels ! ho I 
Wimt, bfero i (will seek the armoury, 

He must be tltere. [f.xit Alta da. 

I^/yr. 'Tis 1)0 dishtmotir— no— 

'Tis no dishonour to have loved (his Ri.in. 

I almost wish now, what I noer wish'd 
Before, that he were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in vvearins Lydian Omphale's 
She*garh. and wielding her sdledistan ; surely 
He. who springs up a Hercules at once. 

Nursed in effeminate arts from youth to man* 
hood. 

And rushes from ihe banquet to the battle^ 

As though it were a bed of love, deser>‘es 
That a Greek girl should be his paramour. 

And a Greek bard his minstrel, a Greek tomb 
His monument. How goes the strife, sir? 

Enltr an Officer. 

Ofictr. Losh 

Lost almost past recovery. Zames I Where 
Is Zames? 

Myr. Posted with the gtiard appointed 
To watch before the apartment of the women. 

[£jrrV Officer. 
Myr. [s9ltt\. He's gone : ana (old no more 
than that all's lost I [words, 

What need h.nve I to know more? In those 
Those Utile words, a kingdom and a king, 

A line of thirteen ages, and the lives 
Of thousands, and ihe fortune of all kB 
With life, are merged ; and (, too, with the great. 
Like a small bubble breaking with the wave 
Which bore it. shall be nothing. At the least. 
Vfy fate is In my keeping : no proud victor 
Shall count me with his ^ils. 

Enter TANtA. 

Pan . Away urith me, 

Myrrha, without deby : we must not lose 
A moment— all that's left us now. 

Myr. The king? 

Pan. Sent me here to conduct you hence. 
The river, by a secret passage. [beyMMl 

Myr. Then 

He fives 

Pen. And charged me to secure your life. 
And beg you to five on for his sake, till 
He can rejoin yon. 

Myr. Will he then give way? 

Pan. Not till the last. SilH, stiU be does 
whate'er 

Despair can do ; and step by step disputes 
The very palace. 

Myr. They an here, then ay. 

Their shouls come ringing through the 
Never profaned by nbel echoes (ill ipaMs. 


This fata] night. Farewell. Assyria's fine I 
Farewell to all of Nimrod 1 Even the name 
Is now no more. 

Pan. Away with me— away ! 

Myr. No: I'll die here!— Away, and (ell 
( loved him to the last. [your king 

Enter Sarda)Jafalus and Salemenes vfith 
Satdiert. Pa N I A y e/Vr M Y k R n A , and rangei 
kimsei/ with Ikem. 

Sar. Since Ills thus, 

We ll die where we were bom— in our own halls. 
Serry your ranks— stand firm. I have despatch'd 
A trusty satrap for the guard of Zames. 

All fresh and faithful ; they U be here anon. 

AU is not over.- Ptnia, look to Myrrha, 

(Pakia turns towards MyRRHA. 
Sai. We have breaihing lime ; yet once more 
One for Assyrb I (charge, my friends— 

Sar. Rather say Tor Jbciria I 

Mv faithful Bacirians. 1 will hcnceforih be 
King of your nation, and we ll hold logeiher 
lliis realm as province. 

Sal. Hark I they come— they come. 

Enter BeleseS and ArRACES wrVA the REBKlA 
Ark. Set on, we hav*e them in the tdl. 
Charge! charge I 

Bel. On ! on !— He.tven fighis for u8, and with 
\Tkerekarre the KiNO and SalrMENBS W/A 
their troets. v>ka defend themselves Ull the 
arrival ef ZAMES with Mr GUARD Msse 
mentioned. The Reseu are then driven 
of. and fur sued hy SALEMENES, 6^. Bs 
the King is going tepin rhefursnit, BR- 
vr^RS erasses him. 

Bet. Ho I lyrani— I will end this ^ 

My warlike priest, and pradous prephet, R^I 
Oraicful and trusty sub;ecl : yield. I pray ihee* 

1 would reserve thee for n fitter doom, 

Ralher than dip my hands in holy blood. 

Bel. Thine hour U come. . 

Sar. No. ihine-l « bfdy read. 

Thmigh bill a young astrologer, (he sta « ; 

And ranging mund the iodiac. found ^ 

In (he sign of the Scorpion, which proclnlnis 
Th.. ,hou will I.OW be erueh d. 

{They //hi/ Belesis is wounded and dss* 

Sa^raieing his sword to despatch him, 

Now^fuwn thy planets, will they . 

From the sky to preserve their seer 
party of Rekels enter and raeue 
^ They assail the King, who, tn 

resJied hy a party of his soldiers, who drtve 

ihe Rehelt qf. 

Tlie vilbin was a prophet alter aJi. 
Upo.,h.m-hol 

Myr. [A Pah.). Pucsuel WbywdM lUou 
here, asd lest St ibe taoks - 
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^an. The king’s command was oM to quit 
thee. 

Myr. M< / 

Think not of me — a single soldier's arm 
Must nut be wanting now. [ ask no guard, 

I need no guard : what, with a world at stake, 
Keep watch upon a woman ? Hence. I say. 

Or thoii art shamed t Nay, then, / will go fonh, 
A feeble female, 'midst their desperate strife. 
And bid thee guard me /M/rg — where thou 
should St shield 

Thy sovereign. [£xi/ XIyrkka. 

Pau^ '' Yet st.ay, damsel I She is gone. 
U aught of ill betide her. better I 
Had lost my life. Sardanapalus holds her 
Far dearer than his kingdom, yet he fights 
For that too ; and can I do less than Im, 

Who neser flash’d a Kimitar till now/ 

Myrrh a. return, and I obey you, though 
In disobedience to the monarch. {£xiJ PAMtA. 

Bn/erAl.TAtJA and Spero iy an appatittdoor. 

AH. Myrrhaf 

What, gone? yet she was here when the fight 
n«ed, 

And Pania also. Can aught have befallen them? 

Sft. I saw hoi h safe, when late the rebels Acd * 
They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to the harem. 

AH. If the king 

Prove victor, as It seems tvtn now he must. 

And miss his own Ionian, we are doom’d 
To worse than captive rebels. 

^ L«l us trace them ; 

She cannot be fled far : and, found, she makes 
A ncher prise to our soft sovereign 
Than his recover'd kingdom. 

, Oaal himself 

{.? fiercely to win empire, than 

His silken ton to save It : he defies 
All Augun' frf foes or friends ; and like 
The close and sultry summer's day. which bodes 
A twilight tempest, bursts forth in such thunder 
As sweeps the air end deluges the earth 
The man's inKruuble. 

, . Not more than others. 
All are tne sons of circumstance > away~ 

Let’s seek the slave out. or prepare to be 
Tortured for hl$ Infatuation, and 
Condemn'd without a crime. \Extunt. 

Entt Salem ENES and SoUitn. 

. Theiriumphls 

Vlaiienof : they are beaten backward from the 
And we have open'd regular access IraUce. 
To the troops station’d on the other ^e 
Euphrates, who may still be true ; nay. must be. 
yvnen they hear of our victory.^ But where 
Is the chief victor? where's the king? 

£nter SABDANArALtJs, £um 6»a, and 
Myxbha. 


Here, Imther. 


Sar. 

So/. Unhurt, 1 hope. 

Not quite : but let it pass 


We*ve clear'd the palace 

Sai. And I trust the city. 

Our numbers gather; and I've order'll onward 
A cloud of Parthians. hitherto reserveil, 

All fresh and fiery, to be pour’d upon them 
In their retreat, which soon will be a flight. 

Sar. It is already, or at least they march’d 
Paster than I could follow with my Hactrians. 
Who spared no speed. 1 am s|>cnt : give me a 
Saf. I'bere stands the throne, sire. (seal. 
Sar. 'Tis no place to rest on, 

For mind itor body : let me have a couch, 

{^ I'kty ylticc a s^at. 
A peasant's stool, I care not what : so— now 
1 breathe more freely. 

Snl. This great hour has proved 

The brightest and most gl^ious of your life. 
Sar. Aikd the most tiresome. Where’s my 
cupbearer ? 

Rring me some water. 

Sat. [smitiag]. Tis the first lime he 
Ever had such an order : even 1. 

Your most austere of counsellors, would now, 
Suggest a purpler beverage. 

Sar. Blood— doubtless. 

But there’s enough of that shed ; os for wine, 

I have team'd to*nighi the price of the pure t't* 
ment : 

Thrice havw I drank of It, and thrice renew’d 
With greater strength than the grape ever gave 
me. 

My charge upon the rebels. Where's the soldier 
\Vno gave me water in his helmet ? 

Onta/tht Cnards. Slain, sire I 

An arrow pierced his brain, while, scattering 
The lost drops from his helm, he stood in act 
To place it on his brows. 

Sar. Slain ! unrewarded ! 

Ami slain to 8er>‘e my thirst : that's hard, poor 
slave 1 

Had he but lived, I would have gorged him with 
Gold : all the gold of earth could ne'er repay 
The ple.isure of that draught ; for 1 whs parch’d 
As I am now. [Tkty krtrg waur^ht drirtkt. 

I UNO again— from henceforth 
The goblet I resen*e for hours of love, 

But w ar on water. 

Sat. And that b.'indnge, sire, 

Wbkh girds your arm ? 

Sar. A scratch from brave Be!eses. 

kfyr. Oh I he Is wounded I 
Sar. Not too much of that \ 

And yet it feels a little stiff and painful, 

Now 1 am cooler. 

k/yr. You has'e bound It with— ^ 

Sar. The fillet of my diadem : the first time 
That ornament was ever aught to me 
Save an encumbrance. 

Myr. {ta tk« AtUndamit\. Summon speedily 
A leech of the most skilful : pray, retire : 

1 will unbind your wound and lend it 
Sar. 00 BO, 

Por now It throbs sufficiently : but what [os'k ? 
Know'st thou of wounds? yet wherefore do I 
Know’st thou, my brother, where 1 Lighted on 
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This miaioQ? 

Sai. Herding vn(h the other females. 

Like frighten'd antelopes. 

Sar. No : like (be dam 

Of the young lion, femininely raging 
(And femininely meaneth furiously, 

Because all pa^ions in excess are female) 
Against the hunter flying with her cub. 

She urged on with her voice and gesture, and 
Her floating hair and flashing eyes, the soldiers, 
In the pursuit. 

Sal. Indeed I 

Sar. Vou sec. this night 

Made warriors of more than me. I paused 
To look upon her. and her kindled cheek ; 

Her large black eyes, that flash’d through her 
long hair. 

As it stream'd oer her ; her blue veins that rose 
Along her most transparent brow ; her ctostril 
Dilated from Us symmetry ; her lips 
Apart : her voice that clove through all the din 
As a lute piereeth through the cymbals' clash. 

J arr'd but not drow n'd by the loud braitl ing : her 
waved arms, more daasling with their own bom 
whiteness 

Than the steel her band held, which she caught 
up [made 

From a dead sotdkr's grasp— all these things 
Her seem unto the troops a prophetess 
Of victory, or Victory herself. 

Come down to hail us hers. 

Sal. [ui/dt]. This Is too much. 

Again the love^ht's on him. and all’s lost, 

Unless vre turn his thoughts. 

[Aland). But pray thee, .aire 
Tliink of your wound— you said even now *twM 
painful. [of it. 

Sar. That’s true, too ; but I must not Ihmk 
SaL 1 have look’d to all things needful, and 
will now 

Receive reports of progress made in such 
Orders as I had given, and then return 
To hetr your further pleasure. 

Sar. Be it so. 

Sal. (frt rtliriaf). Myrrha I 
Afyr. Prince r ^ 

Sal. You have shown a soul to-nighi. 

Which, were he not my sister^ s lord— But now— 
I have no time : thou Invest the king ? 

Myr. I 

Sardanapalus. 

Sal. But wouldst have him king Still 

Aiyr. I would not have him kss than w^at he 
should be. (anfl 

Sal. Well then, to have him king, and y<^ 
He should, or should not be ; to have him Itve, 
Let not sir<k back into luxury. 

You Bkve more power upon bU spirit than 
Wisdom wUbin these walls, or fierce wbellion 
Raging without : look well that he mUpse not. 

Myr. TbereneedednotthevwceefSalcffleDes 

To urge me on to this t 1 will not fasL 

All (hat a woman's weakness can 

Sal. Is power 


Omnipotent o'er such a heart as his : 

Exert it wisely. [£xU Salemen es. 

Sar. Myrrha ! wnat. at whispers 

With my stem brother ^ 1 shall soon be jealous. 
Myr. [stailiagl You have cause, sire ; for on 
the earth there breathes not 
A man more worthy of a womau s love— 

A soldier’s trust — a subject’s revereoco— 

A king's esteem — the whole world's admiration I 
Sar. Praise him. but not so warmly. 1 must 
not 

Hear (hose sweet Ups grow eloquent in aught 
Thai (hrows me into shade ; yet you speak iniin. 

Myr. And now retire to have your wound 
Pray lean wi me. [look d to, 

Sar. Yes. love I but not from pain. 

[Mxeunt omatt. 


ACT IV. 

ScEKB I.— Sard AKA p ALUS tipping 

npaa a Cauak. and accasiaHally diiturM i* 
kii ilumktrt, with MVRKHA MtaUking. 

Myr. [iala. gaaing). I have stolen Upon his 
rest, if rest It be. , vi ? 

Which thus convulses slumber j shall I w^ehimr 
No, he seems calmer. Oh, thou God of Quiet i 

Whose reign Is o'er seal’d eyelids and soft diwMi 

Or deep, deep sleep, so as to be unUihom n, 
Look like thy brother, Death,— so still,— » 
stirkss— . 

For ihen we are hairiest, as it may be. we 
Arc happiest of all within (he realm 
Of thy stem, silent, and unawaken mg win. 
Again he nw-es-again the play of pam 
Shoots o’er his features, as the sudden gust 
Crisps the reluctant lake that lay »«im 
Beneath the mountain shadow ; or the blMJ 
Ruffles the autumn lcav«, *hM drwpmg cling 
Faintly and motionless to their loved bojjjjjj* 

I must awake him-yei not yet j If 

From what I rouse him ? It . 

I qukken him to heavier pain f . I 
Of thH tumultuous nighi, the gnef w , 

His wound, (hough slight, may «usedl hii ^ 
Me more to see than him to sulTer. No . |>h«® 
Let Naiute use her own maternal (neans. 

And I await to second, not ye 

Sar. [awMaimy). Not so — althougU y 
multiplied the stare, . 

And gave them to me as a»lm 

From* you and with you I 1 would not so p 

The of eternity. 

Old hunter of the earticsl brutes I and ye. 

Who bunted fellow<reaiu« as ,5 

Once bloody mortals— and now 

If your pri^ lie not 1 Aod thou, ghastly be* 

Drippiog with dusky gore, and trampling on 

The carcasses of Where- 

WhwamI? Where theatres? woere 

No— that 
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Is no fstse phantom : 1 should know it ’midst 
All that The dead dare gloomily raise up 
From their black gall to daunt the Uviog. 
Myrrba I 

Myr. Alas ! thou art pale, and on thy brow 
the droi>s 

Gather like night dew. My beloved, hush~ 
Calm thee. Thy speech seems o( another world, 
And thou an lord of this. Be of good cheer ; 

All will go well. 

Sar. thy hand ; 

'Tis flesh : grasp^clasp — yet closer, till I feel 
Myself that which I was. 

Myr. At least know me 

For what I am, and ever must be— thine. 

Sar, I know It now. I know this life again. 
Ah, Myrrha I I have been where we shall be. 
Myr. My lord 1 

Sar. I’ve been i’ the grave — where worms are 
lords, 

And kings are — But I did not deem it so ; 

I thought 'twas nothing. 

Myr. Soltis ; except 

Unto the timid, who anticipate 
Ihai which m.ay never be. 

Sar. Oh. Myrrha I if 

Sleep shows such things, what may not death 
disclose? 

Myr. [ know no evil death can show, which 
life 

Has not already shown to those who live 
Embodied longest. If there be indeed 
A shore where mind survives ’twill be as mind. 
All unincorporate : or if there flits 
A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay, 

Which stalks, methinks, between our souls and 
heaven. 

A^ fetters us to earth— at least the phumom, 
whatever U have I 0 fear, will not fear death. 

Sar. I fear it not ; but I have felt— have seen- 
A le^on of the dead. 

And so have I. 

The dust we tread upon was once alive, 

And wretched. But proceed : what hast thou 
seen ? 

Speak it, 'twill lighten thy dimm'd mind. 

„ Methoufht 

Myr. Yet pause, thou art tired— in pain— ei- 
hausied : all 

Which can impair both strength and stint* seek 
Rather to sleep again. 

Not now - 1 would not 
Dream ; though 1 know it now to be a dream 
What I have dreamt ;— and const thou bear to 

hearlt? 

Myr. I can bear all thinp, dreams of life or 
death, 

Which 1 i^icipate with you In semblance 
Or full rality. 

Sar. And this look'd real, 

t tell you ! after that these eyes were mn, 

I saw ibem in (hrir Sight— for then they Bed 
Myr. Say 00 . 

Sar, 1 saw. that is, I dreaiD'd myself 


Here— here— even where we are. guests as we 
were. 

Myself A host that deem'd himself but guest, 
Willing to e<)ua] all in social freedom ; 

But. on rtiy right hand and my left, instead 
or thee arid Zames. and our cusiom’d meeting, 
Was ranged on my left hand a haughty, dark. 
And deadly face ; I could not recognize it. 

Yet I had seen it. though I knew not where ; 
The features were a giant’s, and the eye 
Was still, yet lighted : his long locks curl’d 
down 

On his vast bust, whence a huge quiver rose 
With shaft'heads feather’d from the eagle’s 
wing. 

'That peep'd up bristling through his serpent 
’ invited him to fill the cup which stood (hair. 
Between us, but he answer'd not— 1 fill’d it ; 

He look it not. but scaretl upon me. till 
I trembled at the fix’d glare of his eye : 

I frown'd upon him as a king shoula frown — ' 
He frown’d not in hts turn, but look’d upon me • 
With (he same aspect, which appall’d me moic, 
Because it chang^ not ; and I turn'd for refuge 
To milder guests, and sought them on the light, 
\Yhere thou wen wont 10 oe. But— 

{Hf pauses. 

Myr. What instead ? 

Sar. In thy own chair— ihy own place in the 
banquet— 

I sought thy sweet face in the circle— but 
Instead— a grey •hair’d, wither'd, bloody^eyed, 
And hloodyhanded. ghastly, ghostly thing. 
Female in garb, and crowned upon the brow, 
Furrow’d with years, yet sneering with the pas* 
Sion 

or vengeance, leering too with that oflust, 

Sate 1 — my veins curdled. 

Myr. Is this all ? 

Sar. Upon 

Her right hand— her bnk. birddike right hand- 
stood 

A goblet, bubbling o'er with blood ; and on 
Her left, another, fill’d with- what I saw not, 
But turn’d from it and her. But all along 
The table sate a range of crowned wretches, 

Of various aspects, but of one expression. 

Myr. And fell you not this a mere vision } 
Sar. fjp I 

It was so palpable. I could have touch’d them. 

1 turn’d from one face to another, in 
'Hie hope to find at last one w hich 1 knew 
Ere I saw (lieirs : but no— all turn'd upon me. 
And stared, but neither ate nor drank, but stared 
Till I grew stoM. as they seem’d half to be, 

Yet breathing stone, for 1 felt Ufe in them. 

And life in me : tliere was a honid kind ^ 

Of sympathy between us. as if they 
Had lost a part of death to come to me, 

And I the half of life to sit by them. 

We were in an existence all apart 

From heaven or eanh And rather let me see 

Death all than such a being I 
Myr. Aod the end ? 



SA HD A NAP AL US. 


[act IV. 


Sar. At last 1 sale, marble, as (Key, when rose 
The hunter and (he crone ; and smiQng on me — 
Yes. (he enlarged but noble aspect of 
I'he hunter siiiiled upon I should say, 

His hps. for hi$ eyes moved not^and the wi>> 
man’s 

Thin lips relax’d to something like a smik. 

Both rose, and the oroun'd on eacli hand 

Rose also, as if aping their chkf shades— 

Mere nmnics even in death —but 1 sate Still : 

A desperate courage crept through every limb, 
And at the last I fear’d them not. but laugh'd 
Full in their phantom faces. But then— then 
The hunter laid his hand on mine : 1 took it. 
And grasp’d it '-but it melted from my own ; 
While he too vanish’d, and left nothing but 
The memory of a hero, ft^ he look’d so. 

> A/yr. And »as : the ancestor of heroes, too. 
Mnd thine no less. 

Sar. Ah, Myrrha. but the woman. 

Afhe female who remain'd, she dew upcui me. 
'And uiirni my lips up with Iter noisome kisses ; 
And. flinging down ilte goblets on each hand. 
Met hough I their poisons flow’d around us. till 
Each form’d a hideous river, btill she clung ; 
The other phantoms, like a row* of statues. 

Stood dull as in our temples, but she still 
Embraced me. while 1 snrunk from her, as if, 

In lieu of her remote descendant. I 
Had been the son who stew her for her iiKest. 
I'hen— then— a chaos of all lonihsome things 
Throng'd thick and shapeless : I was dead, yet 
feeling— 

Buried, and raised again— consumed by w’orms. 
Purged by the flames, and wither'd in the air I 
i can fix nothing further of my thoughts. 

Save that 1 longu for thee, and sought for thee. 
Id all these agonies, and woke and found thee. 

Afyr. So shalt thou And me ever at thy side. 
Here and hereafter, if the last may be. 

But think not of these things— the mere crea- 
Of late events, acting upon a frame (tions 
Unused to toil, yet overwrought by toil 
Such as might uy the sternest. 

S 0 r. lam better. 

Now that I see thee once more, what was seen 
Seems nothing. 

£ji/fr SALeucMES. 

Sa/. Is the king so soon aw‘ake? 

Sar. Yes. brother, and 1 would 1 bad not 
For all the predecessors of our line [slept: 
Rose up. raclhoughi, to drag me down to them. 
My father was onjongst them, too but he. 

I know not why, kc]>l fron* me, leaving me 
Between the hun(er*founder of our race. 

And her. the homicide and buabu»d*kiUer, 
Whom you call glorious. 

SaJ. So I tern you also^ 

Now you have shown a spirit Like to hen. 

By day*break 1 propose that «a set forth. ' 
And charge ohee moro the rebel crew, who still 
Keep gathering headi repulsed, but bot quite 
quelTd. 


Sar. How wears the night r 
Sa/. There yet remain some hours 

Of darkness : use them for your further rest. 

Sar. No, not to-night, if 'tls not gone : me- 
1 pass’d hours in that vision. [thought 

A/yr. Scarcely one j 

I watch’d by you : It was a heavy hour. 

But an hour only. 

Sar. Let us then hold council ; 

To-morrow w e set forth. 

Sa/. But ere that time. 

I had a grace to seek. 

Sar. ’Tis granted. 

Sa/. Hear It 

Ere you reply too readily ; and ’ds 
For year ear only. 

Afyr. Prince, 1 lake my leave. 

[£xi/ MYXkHA. 

Sa/. That slave deserves her freedom. 

Sar. Freedom only I 

That slave deserves lo share a throne. 

Sa/. Your pal Icnce— 

'I’is not yet vacant, and ’li$ of its ])aritier 
I come to speak with you. 

Sar. Howl of the queen? 

Sa/. Even so. I Judged It filling for th«« 
safety [children 

That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her 
For Paphlpgonia. where our kinsman Cotta 
Governs ; and (here at all events secure 
My nephews and your sons their Ih'ei, and wim 
ihem _ 

Th«r just preiensloos to the crown in case-— 
Sar. 1 perish— as Is probable : well though I 
Let them set forth with a sure escort. 

Sai. . TT'®* 

Is all provided, and ihe galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates : bui ere they 

Depar*. will you not see - . 

^ * My sons? U may 

Unman my heart, and the poor boys will weep i 
And what can 1 reply to comfort them, 

Saro wiih some Iwllow hopes and 

You know 1 cannot feign. , 

Sa/. But you can feel I 

At least, I trust so j in a word, , 

Requests to see you ere you part— lor ew. 

Sar. Unto what end ? what purpose ? i 

Aught^illthal she canask-butsucb * w«t|n^ 

Sa/. You know, or ought to know, enough oi 
women, 

Since you have studied ibcro so 
That what they ask in aught that touches on 
The heart. Is dearer to ihdr feelings or 
ITieir fancy than the whole exteroal world. 

I think as you do of my sister S wish ; 

But ’(was her wish— she is my ^si«r^yo« 
H«^U3b«d->.iU yO“ ; 

her come. 

f/;_ * We h.v. U.md MUh-ie: 

Too long to meet again-and earn w meet 
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ich hives not but from wholesome flowers. 
•ar. Then reap 

e honey, nor inquire whence 'tis derived. 

.• saiisflcd^you are not all abandon’d. 

Sar. My life insures me (hat. How long, 
bethink you, 

Were not I yet a king, should 1 be mortal : 
That is, where mortals are. not witere they must 
be? 

Za r. I know not . But yet live for my —that is. 
Your children's sake ! 

Sar4 My gentle, wrong'd Zarina I 

I am the very slave of circumstance 
And impulse— borne awey with every breath I 
Misplaced upon the throne— misplaced in life 
1 know not what I could have been, but feel 
1 am not what I should be — let it end. 

But take this with thee : if 1 was not form’d 
To prize a love like thiue. a mind like thine. 
Nor dote even on thy beauty— as I’ve doted 
On lesser charms, for no c.iuse save that such 
Devotion ^vas a duty, and I hated 
All that look'd like a chain for me or others 

f 'his even rebellion must avouch) ; yet hear 
hese words, perhaps among my last— that 
none 

E’er valued more thy virtues, though he knew 
To proflt by them— as the miner lignts [not 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering 
That which avails nim nothing : he hath found 
But 'tis not his— but some superior’s, who [it. 
Placed him to dig. but not divide the wealth 
Which sparkles at his feet ; nor dare he lift 
Nor poise It. but must grovel on, upturning 
The sullen earth. 

Zar. Oh I if thou hast at length 

Discover'd that my love is worth esteem, 

1 ask no more— but let us hence together. 

And /—let me say sve— shall yet be happy. 
Assyria is not all the earth— we'll find 
A world out of our own— and be more bless d 
Than I have ever been, or thou, with all 
An empire to indulge thee. 

Salem etres, 

Sa/. I must part ye— 

The moments, which must not be lost, are was- 
ing. [««' 

Zar. Inhuman brother I wilt thou thus weigh 
Instants so high and blest ? 

Sal. Blest I 

Zar. He hath been 

So gentle with me. that I cannot think 
Of quitting. 

Sal. So — this feminine farewell 

Ends as such p.inings end. in no departure. 

J thought as much, and yielded against all 
My better bodings. But it must not be. 

2ar. Not be ? 

So/. Remain, and perish 

Zffr. With ray husband 

Sal. And children. 

Zar. Alas ! 

Sal. Hear me. aster, like 


M/ sister :— all’s prepared to make your safety 
Certain, and of the boys too, our last hopes ; 
‘Tis not a single question of mere feeling, 
Ihough i hat were much— but 't is a point of state : 
Tiie rebels would do more to seize upon 
The oflspring of ihcir sov erngn, and so crush 
Zar. Ah ! do not name it. 

&t/. Well, then, mark me: when 

They are snfe beyond the Median’s grasp, the 
rebels 

Have miss’d their chief aim— the extinction of 
I’he line of Nimrod. Though the present king 
Pall, his sons live for victory and vengeance. 
Zar. But could I not remain, alone ? 

Sal. What I leave 

Your children, with (vro parents and yel 
orphans— 

In a strange land— so young, so distant? 

Zar. No— 

My heart will break. 

Sa I, Now you kn o w all —decide, 

Sar. Zarina, he hath Sf^en M'ell, and we 
Must yield awhile to this necessUy. 

Kemaining here, you may lose all : departing. 
You save the better pan of what is left, 

To boih of us. and to such loyal hearts 
As yet beat in these kingdoms. 

Sul. The I j me presses. 

Sur. Co, theft. If e'er we meet again, 
pcrh.ips 

I may be worthier of you— and, if not, 
Remeiiilivf that my faults, though not atoned for. 
Are Yet. I dread thy nature will 

Grieve more about the blighted nmne and ashes 
Whkhonce were mightiest in Assyria— than^— 
Rut I grow womanish again, and must not ; 

I must team sternness now. My sins hav'e all 
Been of ilie softer order— Af* ihy tear*— 

I do not bid ihee nol to shed them— '(were 
Easier to Stop Euphrates at its source 
1 ban one tear of a true and tender heart— 

But kH me not behold them ; ilwy unman nic 
Here when 1 had remann’d myself. My broiner« 
Lead her away, . ,, 

Zar. Oh, Cod I 1 never shall 

Behold him more J . 

S^. [itrivtit/ fa eanducl Atr\ Nay, Sister, I 
mar/f be ob^'d. 

Zar. I must remain— away I you shall not 
hold me. 

What, shall he die alone ?— / live alone ? 

Sai. He shall mat dit ahne; but lonely yod 
Have lived for years. , ,, . 

Zar. That'S false I I knew Ar lived. 

And li'cd upon his image— let me go 1 

Sal. {eamdH<liagh4r<^thtHagt\. Nay, then. 

I must use some fraternal force, 

Which you will pardoo. . ak i 

Z^r. Never. Help met Oh I 

Saidanapalus. will thou tiius behold me 
Tom from tJiee I 

Sai Kay— then all is lost again, 

this momenc b no. 
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My eyes fail^where b be ? (54/ fainis. 

Sar. \ndvaii£in^. No— set ber dovn : 

She s dead — asd you have sUun ber. 

5d/. ‘Tb the mere 

Faintoessof o’erwrou^ht pas^oo : iq the air 
She will recover. Prav. keep back.-^/f I 
Avail myself of this $de moment to (must 
Bear her to where her children are embark'd, 
r the royal galley on the river. 

[Salem ENES htart her cf. 
S(tr. \sv/as\ Thb, loo— 

And this too must I suf^r— I. who never 
lofhcied purposely on human hearts 
A voluntary pang I But that b fals^^ 

She loved me» and I loved her.— Faial passion I 
^^’'hy dost thou not expire at 9n<t in hearts 
Which thou hast lighted up at once? Zarina I 
I must pay dearly Itx tl>e a»olaiion 
Now brought upon thee. Had 1 never loved 
But thee 1 shoun have been an unopposed 
Monarch of honouring nations. To what gulfs 
A single deviation from the track 
Of human duties leads even those who claim 
The homage of mankind as their bom due, 

And find it, till they forfeit it themselves I 

^uhr MvaitHA. 

Sar. Yau here I Who call'd you ? 

No one— but 1 heard 

Far on a voice of wall and lamentation, 

And thought— 

Sar. It forms no portion of your duties 
To enter here till sought for. 

_ Tltwigh T might, 

Perhaps, recall some softer words of yours 
(Although they top w/r/ (kidiwg), which reproved 
Because 1 ever dreaded to Itttnide ; 

Resisting my own wish and your in>uneiiork 
1 0 heed no time nor presence, but approach you 
Uncall'd for retire. 

. Yet stay-being here. 

I pray you pardon me : events have sour’d me 
Im 1 wax peevish— heed it not: [ shall 
Scon be myself again. 

^ .. * wait with patience, 

What I shall see with pleasure. 

- 4®''’ Scarce a moment 

Before your entrance tn this hall. Zarina 
Queen of Assyria, departed hence. 

Myr. All I 

Sar. Wherefore do you start ? 

.. DWldoso? 

Sar. \ u AS well you enter' d by another porta I 
El« you hjid «i«L That pang at least b spared 
AJyr. 1 know to feel for her. [her I 

A if' A . ^ *t>o much, 

And beyond nalura— (is nor mutual 
Not possible. You cannot dty her. 

Nor she aught but 

Despise the favotoite slave ? 
Not otore than 1 have ever scorn'd myself 
5> ^ Scoro'd I wbai, to be the envy of your 

And lord it o'er the heart of the world's toed ? 


Myr. Were you the lord of twice ten thou- 
sand worlds — 

As you are like to lose (he one you sway’d— 

I did abase myself as much in being 

Your paramour, as (hough you were a peasant— 

Nay. more, if that the peasant were a Greek. 

Sar. You talk it well 

Myr. And inily. 

Sar. In ihe hour 

Of man's adversity all things grow daring 
Against the falling ; but as I am not 
Quite fall'n. nor now disposed to bear reproachm^ 
Perhaps because I merit them too often. 

Let us then part while peace is Still between us, 
Afyr. Pari ! 

Sar. Have not all past human beings parted. 
Aod must not all the present one day part? 
Myr. Why? 

Sar. For your safely, which I will have look’d 
W'ith a strong escort to your native Jand ; [to, 
And such gifts, as, if you had not been all 
A queen, shall make your dowry worth a king- 
A/yr. 1 pray you talk not thus. [dom. 

Sar, The queen Is cone : 

You need not shame to follow. I would laU 
Alone— I seek no partners but in pleasure. 

Myr. And 1 no pleasure but in parting not. 
You shall not force me from you. 

Sar. Think well of it— 

It soon may be loo late. 

Myr. So tel it be ; 

For (hen you cannot separate me from you. [It. 
Sar. And will not ; but 1 thought you wbh'd 
Myr. I } 

Sar. You spoke of your abasement. 

Myr. And I feel It 

Deeply— more deeply than all things but love. 
Sar. Tlien fly from it. 

Myr. 'I'will not recall the ]>«st— 

'Twill not restore my honour, nor my heart. 
No— here I stand or fall. 1/ that you conquer, 

. I live to joy in your great triumph : should 
Your lot be differem. I'll not weep, but share it. 
You did not doubt me a few hours ago. [now ; 

Sar. Your courage never— nor your love till 
And none could make me doubt it sav^e yourself. 
Those words ■ 

Myr. W'ere words. I pray you. let (he proofs 
Be m the past acts you were pleased to praise 
This very night, and in my further bearing, 
Beside, wherever you are borne by fate. 

Sar. I am conient : and, irusl ing in niy cause, 
Think w« may yet be victors and return 
To peace- the only victory I covet. 

'1*0 me war is no gl w y co nquest no 
ReiKAvn. To be forced thus to uphold my right 
Sits heavier on my heart than all the wrongs 
These men would bow me down with. Neve 
never 

Can I forget this night, even should 1 live 
To add it to the memory of others. 

I thought to have made mine inoffensive rule 
An era of sweet peace 'midst bloody ann^ 

A green sfol amidst desert centuries 
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On which the future would turn back and smile, 
And cultivate, or sigh when It could not 
Kecall Sardanapalus* golden rdgn. 

1 though! to have matle luy realm a paradise, 
And every moon an epoch of new pl^ures. 
t took ihe rabble s shouts for bve— the breath 
Of friends for truth— the Ups of woman for 
My only guerdon— so they are, my Myrrha ; 

\H<khsti ktr. 

Kiss me. Now let them take my realm and life I 
I’hcy shall have both, but never thee I 

Myr. No, never 1 

Man may despoil his brother man of all 
That’s sreat or glittering— kingdoms fall. —hosts 
yield, — (more 

Friends fail.— slaves fly. — and all betray- and 
Than all, (he most indebted— but a heart 
That loves u ithout svIMove 1 *Tis here— now 
prove it. 

Enter Salem ENBS. 

Sal. \ sought you— flow I she here agnjnf 

Sar. Return not 

to reproof: methinks your aspect speaks 
Of higher matter than a woman's presence. 

Sal. I'he only woman whom it much imports 
At such a moment now is safe in absence— [me 
The queen's embark'd, 

Sar. And well? say (hat much. 

Sal. Y»- 

Ker transient weakness has pass'd o'er ; at least, 
It settled into tearless silence : her 
Pale face and glittering eye. aAer a glance 
Upon her sleeping children, were still fix’d 
Upon the palAce towers as the swiA galley 
Stole down (he hurrying streem beneath (he star- 
But she said nothing, : 

Sar. Would ( felt no more 

Than she has said I 

Sat. ’Tis now too bte to feel I 

Your feelings cannot cancel a sole pang : 

To change them, my advices bring sure tidings 
That the rebellious hledes and C haldecs. mar- 
By their two leaders, are already up (sliall'd 

In arms again ; and, serrying their ranks, 
Prepare to attack : they have apparently 
Been Join'd by other satraps. ^ ^ 

Sar. What ! more rebels? 

Let us be flrst, then. 

Sal. That were hardly prudent 

Now, though it was our first intention. If 
By noon to-morrow we are jan’d by those 
I’ve sent for by sure nwssengers, we shall be 
In strength enough to venture an aitick, 

Ay, and pursuit too ; but, till then, my voice 
Is to await the onset. 

Sar. t detest 

That waiting; though it seems so safe to fight 
Behind high walls, and hurt down Joes loW 
Deep fosses, or behold them sprawl on spikes 
Sirew’d to receive them. sliU I like it not— 

My soul seems lukevrant ; but when I set on 
them, 

Tbougb they were piled on mountains. 1 would 


A pluck at them, or perish in hot blood I— 

Let me then charge, 

Sal. You talk like a young soldier. 

Sar. I am no soldier, but a man : speak not 
or soldiership, I loathe (he word, and those 
Who pride themselves upon it ; but direct me 
Where 1 ra.iy pour upon them. 

Sal. You must spare 

To expose yonr life too hastily : 'lU not 
Like mine or any other subject’s breath : 
llie whole war turns upon it — with it ; ibis 
Alone creates it, kindles, ana may quench it— 
[*r^<mg it^nd it. 

Sar. Then let us end both i 

Twere better thus, perhaps, than prolong either; 
I’m sick of one, perchance of both. 

\A trumpet ianndi wthaut. 

Sal. Harkl 

Sar, Ut ta 

Reply, not Usieo. 

sal. And your wound ? 

Sar. ’Tis bound— 

'Tis hwl’d— I had forgotten it. Away I 
A leech’s lancet would nave scratch’d me deep^i 
The slave that gave it might be well ashamed 
*ro ha(‘e struck $0 weakly. 

Sat. Now, may none this hour 

Strike with a better aim I 

Sar. Ay, if »e conouer ; 

But if not. they » iH only leave to me [themi 
A task they might have spared iheir king. Upon 
{Trumpet taundi at**"- 

Sal. 1 am with you. , 

Sar. Ho, my arms I again, my arms 1 
' • [Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

SCENB I.— TAr same Halt in the Palaee. 

Myrrha and Balea. 

Afyr. [at a vindatv\ The day at la*l 
lirokcn. What a night 
Hath usher’d it I how beautiful in heaven 1 
Though vRried with a transitory storm, 

More beautiful in (hat variety 1 
How hideous upon earth I where P«ace mo 
A nd love and revel, in an hour were iramplcfl 
By bumao passions to a hunran chaos, 

Not yet resolved (o separate elements— 

Tis warring still I And enn the suo so nse, 

So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than the unclouded «y. 
With goldeti pinnacles, and snowy mountain. 
And Wllows purpler than the ocean s. making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the caftJi, 

^ like we almost deem it permanent ; 

So fleeting, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision, ’tis so transiently 
Scatter’d along the eternal vault: Md yet 
It dwells upon the soul and soothes the sou. 
And bl»ds iiaelf into the soul, until 
Sunrise and sunset form the hRunteri epocis 
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Of sorrow aad of love ; which they who mark 

QO(, 

Know not (he realms where (hose twin genii 
(Who chasten and who purify ouf hearts. 

^ that we would not change their sweet rebukes, 
For all the boisterous joys that ever shook 
The air with clamour) build the jalaccs 
Where their fond votaries repose ami breathe 
Briefly but in that brief coul calm inhale 
j Enough of heaven to enable them to bear 
I’he rest of common, heavy, humari hours. 

And dream them th rough in placid sufferance. 

Though seemingly entploy'd like all the rest 

Of toiling breathers in alotted tasks 

Of pain or pleasure, tw names for eee feeUng. 

Which our internal, restless agony 

Would vary in the sound, althotigh the sense 

Escapes our highest efforts to be happy. 

Bat. You muse right calmly i and can you so 
The sunrise which may be our last ? [watch 
Myr. U is 

Therefore that 1 so watch it. and reproach 
Those eyes, which never may behold it more. 
For having look'd upon it oil. too oft. 

Without the reverence and the rapture due 
To that which k6e|4 all earth from bnng as 
fragile 

As I am in this form. Come, look upon it. 

The Chaldee’s god, which when I gaae upon 
I grow almost a convert to your Baal. {earth 
Sat. As now he reigns in heaven, so once on 
He sway'd. 

Myr. He sways it now far more, then : never 
t Had earthly monarch half the power and glory 
'Which centres in u single ray of his. 

Bat. Surely he is a god I 
. Myr. So we Greeks deem too ; 

And yet I sometimes think that gorgeous orb 
Must rather be the abode of gods than one 
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breakn 
Through all the clouds, and fills my eyes with 
light 

That shuts the world out. I can look no more. 
Bat. Hark 1 heard you not a sound ? 

Myr. Mo, ’twas mere fancy ; 

They battle It beyond the wall, and not 
As In late midnight conflict ia the very 
Chambers : the palace has become a fortress 
»oce that insidious hour ; and here, within 
The very cent re, girded by vast courts 
And regal halls of pyramid proportions. 

Which must be carried one by one before 
They penetrate to where (hey then arrived 
We are as much shut in even from the sound 
Of peril as from glory. 

-rt ^h'd 

Thus far before. 

D 1 u ^ surprise, and were 

V Beat back by valour : now at once we have 
' Courage and vigUanco to guard us. 

-Myr. That Is the pray w of many, and 
The dread of more : it is an orujous nour < 


I strive to keep it from my thoughts, Alas r 
How vainly I 

It is s.'iid the king’s demeanour 
In the late action scarcely more appall’d 
The rebels than astonish'd his true subjects. 

A/yr. *Tis easy to astonish or appil 
The vulgar moss which moulds a horde of slaves j 
But he did bravely. 

Slew he not Bvtesvs? 

I heard the soldiers say he struck him down. 
Myr. I’he wretch was overthrown, but nacued 
to 

Triumph, perhaps, oer one who vanquish’d him 
in nght. os he harl spared him in his ]>eril ; 

And by that licedless piiy risk’d a crown, 

Harkl 

.\/yr. You are right ; some stops approach, 
but slowly. * ^ ' 

SitUr SoLOlfcas, i/$ SAtKMKNks 

-waunM. HMth a broken jovelin in hn iiHe: 
they uat him upon one 0 / the couekes whuh 
furuisk the Apartment. 

Myr. Oh, Jo>'el 

RM. Then all is over, 

. Th.u Is false. 

Hew down the slave who says so. if a soldier. 
Myr. Spare him-^hes nonej a mere court 
butterfly. 

That fluiicrs in the pageant of a monaich. 

^A Let him live on then. 

. . So will thou, 1 trust. 

otfA \ fain would live this hour out. and the 
event, 

But douU ii. Wherefore did ye be.ir me here ) 
Sol. By (he king's order. When tlie Javelin 
struck you. 

You fell and fainted : 'twos his Strict cytnmand 
To bear you to ihUhall. 

_ '^"A Twas not ill dona : 

For seeming slam In that cold diesy tr.mce. 

The sight miRhl shake our soldiers— but— ’(is 
I feel It ebbing 1 (vain, 

Myr. Let me see Ihe wound ; 

lam not quite skllless : In my native land 
Tis pan of our instmetion. War bring consUnt. 
We ye nen'ed to look on such ihinp. 

-ru' 1 . extract 

1 he javelin. 

Myr. Hold I no, no, it c.-mnoi be. 
oal. I am sped, then 1 

Myr. Wiih ihe blood that fast must follow 
Inc extracted weapon, 1 do fear thy life, 

Sal. And 1 mot death, vhiere was the kmc 

when you ® 

the spot where I was stricken? 
same ground, and encouraging 
With voice and gesture the ftispirited troops 
Who bad seen you fall, and falter’d back. 

Whora heard ye 

Named next to the command } ' 

*5^; « . hear. 

Sal. Fly then, and (eU him, ’twos my Lost 
request ' 


i20 


SARDAffAPALUS. 


[act V. 


That Zames take my post until the jaDciton. 

So hoped for, yet delay'd, of Ofratanes, 

Saintp of Susa. Leave me here ; our iro<^ 
Are not so numerous as (o spare your absence. 
Sol, But, prince^— 

Sul. Hence, I say ! Here's a courtier and 
A woman, ihe b^t chamber company. 

As you would not permit me to expire 
Upon the field. Til have no idle soldiers 
About iny sick couch. Hence! and do my 
biddi ng ( Extant tkt SOLDI £ RS. 

Myr. Gallant and glorious s^rit ! must the 
So soon resign thee? {earth 

Sal. Gentle Myrrha, 'its 

The end I would have chosen, had 1 sa^’ed 
The monarch or the monarchy by thb ; 

As 'tis, [ have not outlived them. 

Myr. You wax paler. 

Sal. Your hand: this bcohen weapon but 
prolongs 

My pangs, without sustaining life enough 
To make me useful : I would draw it f^h 
And my Life with it. could I but hear how 
The fight goes. 

Enltr SARDANAPALUS and SOLDI RRS. 

Sar, My best brother I 

Sal. And the bailie 

Is lost? 

Sar. \ittyondingly\ You set mt ktrt. 

Sal. I 'd rather see rou tkui / 

{lit draws anl lift wtayom /ram tkt woMnd. 
and dits. 

Sar. And thus I will be seen : unless the 
succour. 

The last frail reed of our beleaguer d hopes. 
Arrive from Ofratanes. 

Myr. Did not 

Rec^ve a token from ^ur dying brother, 
Appointing Zameschief? 

Sar. I did. 

Myr. Where's Zames ? 

Sar. Dead. 

Myr. And Altada 

Sar. Dying. 

Myr. Pania? Sfero? 

Sar. Pania yet Uvea : but Sfero's fled or 
I am alone. [captive. 

Myr. And ball lost? 

Sar. Our walls, 

Though thinly maon'd, may still hold out 
against 

Thttr present force, or aught save treachery : 
But i' thefidd^^ 

Myr. I thought 'twas the mleni 

Of Elements not to risk a sally {^rs. 

Till ye were strengthen'd by the expected suc- 
ker. / overruled him. 

Myr. Well, the fault's a brave one. 

Sar. But fatal. Ob, m? brother 1 1 would give 
These realms, of wbkh thou wcrt the eniamwl. 
The sword and shield, the sole-redeeming 
honour, . 

To call back But I will not weep for thee 


Tbou shale be moun d for as thou wouldst be 
mourn'd. 

It grieves me most that iboucouldst quit tils lit* 
Believing that 1 could survive what thou 
Hast di^ for^our long rovalty of race. 

If I redeem it, t will eire thee blood 
Of thousands, tears of milUuns. for atonement 
(The tears of all the good are thine already). 

If not. we meet again soon.^if the spirit 
Within us liv'es beyond :—thou readesi mine. 
And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp 
That yet wann hand, and fold that throbl^ 
h<art. {Btnhratts the tody. 

To ihb which beats so tnlterV* 

The body hence. 

Stlditr. Where? 

Sar. To my proper chamber 

Place t beneaih my canopy, as though 
The king lay there : when this is done, we will 
Speak further of the rites due ic such ashes. 
[£rrv»r$OLDtcRStM7A Mr AH^e/'SALBUfiNBS 

Enter PaniA. 

Sar. Well, Pania! have you placed the guards 
The orders fix d on ? [and isflied 

Pan. Sire, 1 haveobe/d. 

Sar. And do ihe soldiers keep their hearts op J 
Pan. Sr 

Sar. 1 ‘m answer'd ? When a ki ng asks twice, 
And has a question as an answer to his question, 
It b a portent- What ! they are dishearten d f 
Pan. The death of Salcmenes, and the shouts 
Of Ihe exulting rebels on hb fall. 

Have made them— ^ . 

Sar. Rare— not droop— it should have been. 
We'll find the tr.eans to rouse them. 

/>«. Svich.loa 

Might sadden even a victory. 

oev. Alas 1 

Who can so feel it as I feel? but yet, 

Though coop'd within these walb, th« 

strong, and we .iiSfS 

Have those without will break their way h«w^ 
To make t he Ir sovereign's d well ing what tt was— 
A ; not a prison, nor a fortress. 

BnUr an OFFtCRR, hastily. 

Sar. Thy face seems ominous. Speak ! 

§f;. Dart not ? 

While milUoRS dare revolt with I*' 

That's strenge. I pray thee break that 

Which loathes to shock Ks sovereign ; we caa 
Worse than tbou hast to tell. , 

fian. Proceed, tbou 

OJl. Tbe wall which skirted near the nver a 

Is thrown down by the sudden *°VtidatioD 
Of the Euphrates, which now rolling* sworn 
From the enormous mountains where 
By the late raias of that tempestuous won. 
O'erfoods Its banks, and hath destroy d the buP 
watk 
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Pan. That’s a black augmy I U has bean said 
For ages» * That tM dty ne’er should yield 
To man, until the river grew its foe.' 

Sar. I can forgive the omen, sot the ravage. 
How much is swept down of the waU ? 

Offi. About 

Some twenty stadia.* 

$Qr. And all this is left 

Pervious to the assailants? 

For the present 

^ Ttie river’s fv.ry must impede the assault ; 

But when he shrinks into his wonted channel, 
And may be cross’d by the accustom’d barks, 
The palace is their own. 

Sar. That shall be never. 

Though men. and gods, and elements, and 
ontens. 

Have risen up 'gainst one who ne’er provoked 
My father’s house shall never be a cave [llwm. 
For wolves to horde and liowl in. 

Pan. With your s.anction. 

I will proceed to the spot, and take such mca* 
For the assurance of the vacant space [sures 
As lime and means permit. 

Sar. About It straight, 

And bring me back, as speedily as full 
And fair investigation may permit. 

Report of the true state oi this Irruption 
Of waters. [£x<ufti Pania and tkt O^PiCF.a. 

M^r. 1 bus the very waves rise up 
Against you. 

Sar. They are not my subjects, girl, 
And may be pardon’d, since (hey can't be pun* 
iih’d. 

^ Myr. I joy to see this portent shakes you not. 
Sar. \ am past the fear of portents : they can 
tell me 

Nothing I have not told myself since midnight : 
Despair anticipates such things. 

Myr. Despair I 

Sar. No; not despair precisely. When we 
know 

All lhat can come, and how to meet It. our 
Resolves, if firm, may merit a more noble 
Word than this is to give It utterance. 

But what are words to us 7 we have well nigh 
With them and all things. [done 

Myr. Save ant detd-^xYm Last 

And greatest to all morials : crowning act 
Of all that was. or is. or is to be— 

The only thing common to alt mankind. 

So (lifTerent in their births, tongues, sexes, na- 
tures, 

Hues, features, climes, times, feelings. Intelkcis. 
Without one point of union save In this. 

To which we tend, for which we're bora, and 
'Hie labyrinth of mystery, call'd life. (thread 
Sar. Our clew being well-nigh wound out. 
let’s be cheerful 

They who have nothing more (o fear may well 
Indulge a smile at that whkh once ap^’d ; 

As children at discover’d bugbears. 
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Racier Pahia. 

Pan. 'Tis 

As was reported : 1 have order’d there 
A double guard, withdrawing from the wall 
Where it was strongest the required addition 
To watch the breach occasion’d by the waters. 

Sar. You have done your duty faithfully, and 
My worthy Pania \ further ties between us [as 
Draw near a close, I pray you take this key : 

[Civti a kty. 

It opens to a se c ret ehamber. placed 
Behind the couch in my own chamber. (Now 
Press’d by a nobler weight than ere It bore— 
Though a long line of sovereigns have lain down 
Along its golden frame— as tearing for 
A time what late was Salemenes.) Search 
" he secret covert to which this will lead you ; 
I’is full of treasure ; lake It for yourself (ye. 
And your companions: there's enough to load 
Though ye be many. Let the slaves be freed 
And all ihe inmates of the palace, of [too ; 
W'haiwer sex. now quit it in an hour. 

Thence launch the regal barks, once form’d for 
pleasure. 

And now to serve for safety, and emterk. 

’I he ris'cr's broad and swoln. and uncommarided 
{More potent than a king) by these besiegers, 
riy ! and be Imppy I 

Pan. Under your protection I 

So you accompany your faithful guard. 

Sar. No. Pania ! that must not be ; get thee 
And leave me to my fate. [hence, 

Pan. 'Tis the first time 

1 e^’er disobey’d : but now^— 

Sar. So all men 

Dare benrd me now*, and Insolence within 
Apes Treason from without. Question no fur* 
iher : 

’TIs my command, my last command. Will 
Oppose it ? Ikon f [thau 

Pan. But yet— not yet. 

Sar. \\'ell, then, 

Sw‘ear that you will obey when I shall give 
The signal. 

Pan. With a heavy but true heart, 

I promise. 

Sar. 'Tis enough, now order here 
Faggots, pine^nuts, and wither’d leaves, and 
euch [spark ; 

Things as catch fire and blaze with one sole 
Bnng cedar, loo. and precious drugs and spices, 
Amt mighty planks, to nourish a tall pile, 

Bring frankincense and myrrh, too. for It Is 
For a great sacrifice 1 build the pyre 1 
And heap them round yon throne. 

Pan. My lord ! 

Sar. X have said it, 

And you have rwm. 

Pan. And could keep my faith 

Without a vow. [Pxi/ Pa.hia. 

Myr, What mean you ? 

You shall know 

Anou— whai (be whole earth ban ne'er forget. 
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Panta, returning with a HCRALD. 


P^n. My king, in going forth upon my duty. 
This hemid hns been brought before me. crav- 
An nudirnce. [ing 

Sir. Lei him speak. 

Her. The King Arhaces 

Snr. Whet, crown'd already ^ — But. proceed 
Her, Beleses, 

The anointed high-priesl — — 

Sar. Of M’hat god Or demon 

With new kings rise ne^vaJlnrs. Bui, proceed 
You are sent to prate your master's will, and 
Reply to mine. [not 

Her. And Satrap Ofratane s 

Sttr. Why, he Is ours. 

Her. \^sh<win» a ring\ Be sure that he is now 
In the camp of the conquerors : behold 
His signet ring. 

Sar. Tis his. A worthy triad I 

Poor Salemenes ! thou hast died in time 
To see one treachery the less : this man 
Was thy true friend and my most trusted sub* 
Proceed. [jeet. 

Her. They offer thee Ihy life, and freedom 
Of choice to single out a residence 
In any of the further provinces. [son. 

Guarded and watch’d, but not confined in pec* 
Where thou shall pass thy days in peace : but 
Condition that the three young princes are [on 
Given up as hostages. 

Snr. [ironieati^. The generous victors I 

Her. I wait the answer. 

Sar. Answer, slave I How long 

Have slaves decided on the doomof kinpf 
Her. bince tlicy were free. 

Sar. Mouthpiece of mutiny ! 

Thou at the least shall learn the penally 
Of treason, though its )>roty only. Pania ! 

Let his head be thrown from our walls within 
The rebels’ Unes. his carcass down the river. 

A w ay with him I 

[Pania and the Guards sthing him. 
Pan. I never yet obey’d 

Your orders with more pleasure th.in I he present. 
Hence with him. sokiiers I do not soil this hall 
Of royalty w ith treasonable gore ; 

Pul him to rest without. 

Her. A single word : 

My ofRcc, king, is sacred. 

Sar. And wh.it's miHet\ 

That thou shouldst come and dare to ask of me 
To lay it down ? 

Her. I but obey’d my orders, 

At the same peril if refused, as now 
Incurr’d by my obedience. 

Sar. So there are 

New monarchs of an hour’s growth as despotic 
As sovereigns swathed in purple, and enthroned 
Prom Unh to manhood I 
Her. My life wails your breath. 

YouTs (I speak humbly)— but it may be — yours 
Mity also be in danger scarce less imminent ; 
Would it then suit ibe last bouts of a line 


Such as is that of Nimrod, to destroy 
A pea^ul herald, unarm’d, in his office } 

And violate not only all (hat man 
Holds sacred betw een man and man— but that 
More hciy tie whkh links us wUh the gods f 
Sar. He’s right— Let him go free.— My life’s 
lost act 

Shall not be one of wrath. Here, fellow, take 
[Gives him a goJden tup from a tahU near, 
This goWen goblet, let it hold your wine, 

And think of Mr.* or melt it into ingots, 

And think of nothing but their weight and value. 

Her. I (hank you doubly for my life, and this 
Xfnsi gorgeous gift, which renders it more pre* 
But must I bear no answer ? [dons. 

Sar. Yes,— 1 ask 

An hour’s truce to consider. 

Her. But an hour’s? 

Sar. An hour’s : if at the expiration of 
That lime your masters hear no further from 
'Fhey are lo deem that 1 reject iheir terms, 

And act behicingly. 

Her. I shall not fail 

To be a faitliful legate of your pleasure. 

Sar. And hark I a word more. 

Her. 1 shall not forget it, 

VVhaie’erit be. 

Sar. Commend me lo Belcses : ^ 

And tell him. ere a year expire. 1 summon ^ 
Him hence to meet me. 

Her. Where ? 

Sar. At Babylon. 

Ai least from ihence he will depart to meet me. 
Her. i shall obey you to the letter. 

[Exit Hbralo. 
Sar. Pnni.al— 

Now, my good Pania 1 — quick — with what I 
Mderd. (ch»rgeii, 

Pan. My lord, — the soldiers are alrendy 
And see, they enter. 

[SOLDlPRScafrr, and firm a Ftuaaeut 

the Throne, 

Sar. Higher, my good soldief^ 

And ihkkcr )•« ; and see that the foundation 
Be such as will not speedily e.shaust 
Its own too subtle flame ; nor yet be qnencli a 
With a\ight officious aSd would bring to quell in 
Let ihc throne form the eore of It ? I would not 
..eave Ch.it. save fraught wilh fireunquenchal”*i 
To tl>e new comers. Frame the whole as if 
’Twere to enkindle the strong tower of our 
I n>‘eteraic encm ies . Now it bears an aspect 1 
How say you, Pania. will this pile suffice 
*^or a king’s obsequies? . . 

Pan. Ay, for a kingdom s. 

understand you, now. 

Sar. And blame? 

Pan. 

Let me but fire the pile, and share it with you. 
Afrr. Thkt duty’s mine. , 

Paa. A woman si . . 

Tis the soldier $ 
Part lo die fir hh sovereign, and why not 
‘The woman’s with ber lover? 
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Pan. Tis most stranfe I 

Myr. But not so rare, my Pania. as tbou 
ihmkst it. 

in the mean time, live tbou. — Farewell I the pile 
Is Tearly. 

Pan. 1 should shame to leave my so^’ereigfn 
With but a single female to partake 
His death. 

Sar. Too many far have heralded 
Me to the dust already. Get thee hence : 

4 Enrich (hce. 

Pan. And live wretched 1 
Sor. Think upon 

Thy vow ’tis sacred and irrevocable. 

Pan. Since It is so. farewell. 

Sar. Search well my chamber. 

Feel no remorse at bearing off the gold ; 
Remember, what you leave you leave tl>e slaves 
Who slew me : and when you have borne away 
All safe ofT to your boats, blow one long blast 
Upon the trumpet as you quit the pal.ice. 

The rivers brink is too remote, its stream 
Too loud at present to permit the eeho 
To reach distinctly from its banks. Then fly. — 
And as you sail, turn back ; but still keep on 
Your way along the Euphrates : if you reach 
l*he land of I'aphlagonia. where the queen 
Is safe with my three sons in Cotta's court. 

• Say. what you taw at parting, and request 
That she remember wtiat 1 jaid at one 
Parting more mournful sdll. 

Pan. That royal haj>d I 

Let me then once more press it to my Ups ; 

And these poor soldiers who throng round you. 
y 'Would fain die with you I (and 

{ TA4 Soldi eas uni Pa n 1 a tkrang ran ndk tm, 
kitiing kU hand and tha ktm a/hh rakt. 
Sar. My best t my last friends 1 

Let’s not unman each other : part at once : 

All farewells should be sudden, when for ever. 
Else they make an eternity of moments. 

And clog the last sad sands of life with teara. 
Hence, and be happy : trust me. I am not 
Now to be pilled ; or far more for what 
Is past than present ; for the future, ’(is 
1 11 the hands of the deities, If such 
’riicre be ! I shall know soon. Farewell— fare* 
well. 

{Bxiunt PANrA an/ S oldiers. 
Afyr. These men were honest : it is comfort 
siill 

That our last looks should be on loving faces. 

Sar. And ones^ my beautiful I— but hear 

If at this moment— for we now are on [me 
'I'he brink- thou fecrat an inward sbrinkuig from 
'I’his leap through flame into ihe future, say It : 
I shall not love thee less ; nay, perhaps more. 
For yielding to thy nature ; aud there's lime 
Yet for thee to eseaoe hence. 

Shall I light 

One of (he torches which lie heap’d beneath 
The ever>bunung lamp (hat burw without. 
Before BaaVs shnne in the adjoioing y 
Sar. Do so. Is that thy answer ? 


Myr. 


I'hou shall see. 
[Exit Myrrha. 
Sar. {iatus\ She's Arm. My lathers 1 whom I 
will rejoin. 

t may be. purified by death from some 
Of the gross stains of too m.aicrial being, 
would not lease your ancient first abc^e 
To the defilement of usurping bondmen : 
f I have not kept your inhent.ince 
As ye bequeath’d it, this bright p.irt of it. 

Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of arms and records, monuments, and spoils, 
n w’hich ikn would have revell*<l. I bear with me 
To you In that absorbing element. 

Which most personifies the soul as le.wing 
The least of matter uiiconsumed before 
ts fiery workings : and the light of this 
^fost royal of funereal pyres shall be 
Not a mere pillar ftKin of cloud and flame. 

A beacon in the horizon for a day, 

And then a mount of ashes, but a light 
To lesson agus, rebel nations, and [many 

Vohipiuous princes. I’imc shall quenc'h full 
A people’s records, and a hero’s acts ; 

Sweep empire after empire, like this first 
Of empires, inio nothing ; but even (hen 
Shall sp.'^re this dee<l of mine, and hold U up 
A problem few rlare imhaie. .iniJ none 
Despise— but, it may be, avoid the life 
Which led to such a consummation. 

Myrriia rttufMS with a UghUd tor<h in ant 
hand, and a eny in the ether. 

Myr. ! 

’ve III (he lamp which lights us to the start. 
Sar. And the cup ? 

Myr. 'Tis my country's custom to 

Make a libation to (he gods. 

Sar. And mine 

To make libations amongst men. I've not 
Forgot (he custom : and although alone. 

\\’iiT drain one draught in memory of many 
A joyous banquet |vui. 

[Sakdamaralus Utka the cuy, and a/ter 
drinking and tinkling the reverted eng. ai 
a drag /ailt, exelainu^ 

And this Ubaiion 

Is for the excellent Delcscs. 

Myr. Why 

Dwells (hv mind mi her upon that man’s name 
Than on his mate’s in vidany? 

Sar. The one 

Is a mere soldier, a mere tool, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend's hand ; the other 
Is a master-mover of his warlike puppet ; 

But 1 dismiss them from my mind.— Yet pause. 
My Myrrha 1 dost thou truly follow me. 

Freely and fearlessly? 

Myr. And dost thou think 

A Greek girl dare not do fur love, that which 
An Indian widow braves for custom ? 

Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 

Myr. It is long 
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In sounding. 

Sar, Now, fanweU : one last embrace. 
Myr. Embrace, but the last ; there is one 
more. fashes. 

Stir. True, the commingling fire will mis our 
Myr. And pure as is m/ l^e to thee, shall 

they, [sioo, 

Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly pas- 
Mix pale with thine. A ungle thought yet irUs 

Sar. Say it. [me. 

Myr. It is that no kind hand will gwer 
The dust of both into one urn. 

Sar. The better : 

Pat her let them be borne abroad upon 
The winds of heaven, and scatter'd into air, 
Than be polluted more by human hands 
Of slaves and tmitocs. In this biasing palace. 
And its enormous walls of reeking ruin. 

We leave a nobler monumetit than 
Hath piled in her brick mountains, o'er dead 
kings. 

Ox hint, for none know whether those proud piles 
Be for their monarch or their ox*god Ajhs : 

So much for monuments that have forg^ten 


Their very record 1 

Myr. Then farewdi, (hou eadh I 

Add loveliest spot of earth 1 farewell, loolal 
Be thou still free and beautiful, and tar 
Aloof from desolation \ my last prayer [thee I 
Was for thee, my last thoughts, save ear, wete of 
Sar. And that ? 

Myr. U yours. 

[Tht irumptt ^Pania soundi vitheut. 
Sar. Hark ! 

Myr. A'wf 

Sur. Adieu. Assyria I 

I loved thee well, my own. my fathers' land. 
And better as my country than my kingdom. 

I sated thee with peace and Joys ; and mis 
Is my reward ; and now I owe thee nothing. 
Not even a grave. [He mMirfs Mr />/r. 

Now, Myrrha I 

Afyr. Art thou ready? 

Sar. As the toreh in thy grasp. 

[MvaKHA/m/Ar/r/r. 

Myr. Tis find I I come. 

[Ai MVRKHA tprinn f^vMrd ta ihrsw 
ktrtttf inf Uu Jtamts, iht Cnrltiin/atb. 
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ACT I. 

Scene L— A Halt in Mr Oweal FaUa. 

Enttr LORBDANO nnd BARBARIC©, mu/ini'. 

Lpt. Where is the prisoner? 

BAt. Reponag from 

The Question. 

Lar, The boor's past— fi x d yesterday 

For the resumptioa of his trial.^Let us 


R^Mn our colleagaes in (he council, and 
Urge hisrecalL . . 

Bnr. Nay, let Wm profit by 

A few brief minutes for his tortured limbs . 

He was o'erwrought by (he Question yesterday. 
And mar die under it if now lepcated. 

I yWd »« «. it. lo« of Justice, 
Or bate of the amWtfous Foscari. . 

Father and son, and all their nonous race , 


SCENE t.] 


THE TWO FOSCARL 


Ou( (he poor wretch has suffer'd beyond nature’s 
Most stoical enducunce. 

Lor. Without owning 

His crime? 

Bar. Perhaps without committing any. 

But he avow'd (he letter to tbe Duke 
Of Milan, and his suflerings half atone for 
Such weakness. 

L^r. We shall see* 

Bar. You» Loredano, 

Pursue hereditary hate too far. 

Lcr. How far ? 

Bar, To extern i nai ion. 

Lcr'. When they are 

Extinct, you may say this.— I^t's in to council. 
Bar. Vet pause— the number of our colleagues 
is not 

Complete yei ; two are wanting ere we can 
Proceed. 

Lor. And the chief judge, (he Doge ? 

Bar. No— he. 

With more than Roman fortitude, is ever 
First at the board in this unhappy process 
Against his lost and only son. 

Lor. True — (rtie — 

His tait. 

Bar. Will nothing move you ? 

Lor. »#/, 4#, think you ? 

Bar. He shows U not. 

Lor. 1 have mark'd tlie wretch I 

Bar. But yesterday, 1 hear, on his return 
To the ducal chambers, as he pass’d the thrcsliold 
The old man fainted. 

L^r. It hegins to work. then. 

Bar. The work b half your own. 

And should be a// mine — 
My father and my uncle are no more. 

Bar. 1 have read the epitaph which says they 
By poison. [died 

Lor. When the Doge declared thu he 
^ould never deem himself a sovereign till 
The death of Peter Loredano. both 
The brothers sicken'd shortly x’j sovereign. 
Bar. A wretched one. 

Lor. What should they be who make 

Orphans ? 

oar. Out /id the D^e make you so ? 
Lor. 

Bar. What solid proofs 7 
Lor. When princes set themselves 

To work In secret, proofs and process are 
Alike made diflicQU ; but 1 have such 
Of the first, as shall make the second needless. 
Bar. But you will move by law ? 

xxtilf'i . ... By all (he laws 

which he would leave us. 

- Tlwy ate such in (hb 

Uur state as render retribution easier 
Than 'mongst remoter nations. Is it (tue 
^at you have written in your books of commerce 
(The wealthy practice of our liigliest nobtesL 
;^ge Foscarf, my debtor for the deaths 
Of Marco and Pietro Loredano, 

My and uncle?* 


Lor, It is written thus. 

Bor. And will you leave it unerased ? 

Lor. Till balanced. 

Bar. And how? 

[TwSenatOkS P-tJS ovor the iiagt. as in 
thrir wo/ to ' the Hall of the Couaeil of 
Tea* 

Lor. You see the number is compleie, 

Follow me . [ Exit Loredano. 

Bar. [solasX Follow theef 1 hav'e follow’d long 
Thy p.ich of desolation, as the wave 
Su’ceps after th.ic before it. alike whelming 
The wreck that creaks to the wild winds, and 
wretch 

Wlio shrieks within its riven ribs, as gush 
The waters through them ; but this son and sire 
Might move the elements to pause, and yet 
Must I on hardily like them— Oh I would 
I could as blindly and remorselessly !— [are 
Lo. where he conies 1 — Be still, my heart I they 
Thy foes, must be thy victims : wilt thou beat 
For (hose w ho almost broke thee 7 

Enter Guards with young FoscARi as prisoner, 
6re. 

CnafA. Let him rest. 

Signor, take time. 

Jae. Eos. 1 thank thee, friend. I'm feeble ; 
But thou may'll stand reproved. 

Guard. I'll stand the hasard. 

For. That's kind I meet some pity. 
I'his b (l>e first. [but no mercy : 

Guard. An<l might be the Iasi, did they 
Who rule behoki us. 

Bar. \advaneiiigto (he QHard\. There Is one 
who does : 

Yet fear not : I will neither be thy judge 
Nor thy accuser ; though the hour is past. 

Wall their Iasi summons— 1 am of MheTen,' 
And w’aiiing for that summons, saiiciion you 
Even by my presence : when the last call sounds, 
We'll In (ogei her.— Look well to the prisoner I 
Jae. Foi. What voice b that ?— ’Tb Bar- 
barigo'S \ Ah ! 

Our house's fue. and one of my few judges. 

Bar. *]’o ImUikc such a foe. If such there be, 
Thy father sits amongst thy judges. 

yae. Fos. True, 

He judges. 

Bar. Then deem not the laws too harsh 
Which yield so much Indulgenee to a sire, 

As to allow his voice In such high matter 
As the state's safety^— 

Joe. Fat. And hb son's. I'm faint ; 

Let me approach. 1 pray you. for a breath 
Of air, yon window which o'erlooks the waters. 

Enter an OFFICER, viho tohsspers Bar bar too. 

Bar. \to the Cuard^. Let him approach. 1 
must not speak with him 
Further than tnus : I have transgress'd my duty 
In this brief parley, and must now redeem it 
Within tbe CouBcii Chaml>r*r. 

\Rxit Bakbarioo. 


1 ♦ ♦ 
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[Ouard e9>Kiueting]fiC<y^ FosCARl 
window. 

Guard. Th^re, sir. ‘lis 

Cp«n.— How feel you I 
yat. Fas. Like a boy— Oh Venice 

Guard. And your limbs? [me 

yat. Fas. Limbs I how often have they bwne 
Rounding o'er yon blue tide, as I have skimm'd 
1 he gondola along in childish race, 

And, masqued ns a young gondolier, amidsl 
My gny competitors, noble as 1. 

Raced for our pleasure^ in the pride of strength ; 
Wiiile the fair populace of crowding beauties. 
Plebeian as patrician, cheer'd us on 
With dnstUng smiles, and « ishes audible. 

And waving kerchiefs, and applauding hands. 
Even to the goal ! — How many a lime have I 
Cloven with arm still lustier, breast more daring, 
Ihe wave all roughen'd: with a swimmer's 
stroke 

Flinging the billons back from my drench'd hair. 
And laughing from my lip the audacious brine, 
Which kiss'd it like a wine*cup. rising o'er 
The waves as they urose, and prouder si ill 
i'he loftier they uplifted me ! and oft. 

In my wantonness of S|>int, plunging down 
Into their green and glassy gulfs, and making 
My way to slvells and sea*weed. all unseen 
By those above, till they wox'A fearful ; ihen 
Returning with my grasp full of such tokens 
Asshow'd that 1 had search'd i he deep: exulting. 
With a rar«dashing stroke, and drawing deep 
The long'Suspendrd breath, again I spum'd 
The foam which broke around me, and pursued 
My track like a sea*hird.— I was a boy then. 

Guard. Be ft man now : there never was more 
0 ( manhood's st rength . [need 

yat. Fas. [/uuffag /ram iht ietfut.J My 
beautirnl, my own. 

My only Venice— rAo is hrtath / Thy brceie. 
I'hine Adrian sea^breese, how it fans my face I 
Thy very winds feel native to my veins, 

And cool them inio calmness I How unlike 
The hot gales of the horrid Cyclades. 

Which howl'd about my Candiole dungeon. 
Made myhc.irt sick! [nnrl 

Onars. I see the colour comes 

Back to yoitr check : Me.ivcn send you strength 
tob^r [on I. 

What more may be imposed I— 1 dread to think 
yat. Fas. Tliey will not banish me again ?— 
No— no. 

Let them wring on ; t am strong yet. 

Guard. Confess, 

And the rack will be spared you. 

Jac. Fas. I confess'd 

Once— twice before : both times thtv exiled me. 
Guard. And the third time wiU slay you. 
yaa. Fas. Let them do so. 

So 1 be buried in my birth* place : better 
Be ashes here than augbt that lives elsewhere. 
Guard. AikI can you so much love the smI 
which hales you ? [ibc soil 

F^f- 'Hie l-^h no^ it is tbe seed of 


Which persecutes me ; but my native earth 
Will take me as a mother to her arms. 

I ask no more lhan a Venetian grave. 

A dungeon, .what they will, so it he here. 

Fn/sr an OfFrcfift. 

0^. Bring in the prisoner \ 

Guard. Signor, you hear the order. 

yaa. Fas. Ay, I am used to such a summons : 
'tis [lend me 

The third time they have tortured me :— then 
Thine arm , [ To the Gtta rd. 

Ofi. Take mine, sir ; 'its my duty lo 
Be ne.arest to your person. 

Fas. You 1— you are he 

Wlio yesterday presided o’er my piings— 

.Away !— I’ll walk alone. 

OJi. As you please, signor ; 

1'he sentence w’as not of my signing, but 
I dared not dls<^y the Council when 
Thw— 

jae. Fas. Dade thee stretch me on theii 
honid ongine. 

pray ihec touch me not— that is, just now ; 
The lime will come tliev will renew that order, 
But keep off from me till ’tis issued. As 
I look upon thy hands my curdling limbs 
Quiver with the anticipated wrenching, [If^ 
And the cold drops strHin through my hrow, as 
But onward— I have borne it- 1 can bear it,— 
How looks myfainer? 

OJf. With his wonted aspect. 

yas. Fas. So does the earth, and sky, the blue 
cf Ocean. 

The bnghirtessof our city and her domes. 

The mirth of her Piarn. even now 
Its merry hum of nations pierces here, 

Bytn here, into these chambers of the unknown 
\Vho goi’em, and the unknown and the un* 
number'd 

Judged and destroy'd in silence,— all things wear 
i'he self*same aspect, to my ^‘ery sire I 
Nothing can sympaihiie with Foscari, 

Not even a Fuscail. — Sir. 1 attend yon, 

[A'xr*»f Jacopo Foscari, OmcKR, 

£uUr M CM MO and aHa^M^r Senator. 

Mem. He's gone— we arc loo late:— ihlok 
vouMheTen’ 

Wiirsit for any length of time to*day t 
Sen. They say the prisoner is most obdurate, 
Persisting in his first avowal ; but 
More I know not. . 

A/am. And that t» much : the secrets 

Of yon terrific chamber are as hidden 
From us. the premier nobles of the state. 

As from (be people. . _ 

Str. Save the wonted rumours, 

Which— bke the tales of spectres, that ate nk 
Nearnilo’d buildiogs-never h»ve 
Nor wholly disbeUeved : men know as bttle 
Of the state's real acts as of the grave s 
Unfaihom’d loysieries. . . e 

PutwilhlCTg<hofun!« 
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We gTiin 1 step in knowied^. and 1 look 
Forward (o be one day of (Ke decemvin. 

Sen. Or Doge ) 

Men. ^Vhy, no ; not if I can avoid il. 

Sen, 'Tis the 5nc station of the state, and may 
Be lawfully desired, and lawfully 
Attain’d by noble aspirants. 

Mem. To such 

I leave >t ; though bom noble, my ambition 
Is limited : I’d rather he an unit 
Of an united and imperial 'Ten.' 

Than shine a lonely though a gilded cipher.— 
Whom have we here? the wife of Foscari I 

Enter hf ARINA, wifk a femaU Attendant. 

Mar. What, no one?— Jam wrong, there still 
But they are senators. [are two ; 

Mem. Most noble lady, 

Command us. 

AArr. / Alas I my life 

Has been one long entreaty, and a vain one. 
Mem. I understand thee, but 1 must not an* 
swer. 

Mar. [/fereety]. Troc—none dare answer here 
save on the rack. 

Or Question save those-— 

Mem. [inUrru/fin/ Aer]. High-bom dame ! 
bethink thee 
Where thou now art. 

^ Mar. Where I now am I— It w.as 

My husband s father's palace. 

Mem. The Duke's palace. 

Mar. And his son's prison !— True, I have not 
forgot it : 

And If there were no other nearer, bitterer 
Remembrances, would thank the illustrious 
Metnmo 

For Minting out the pleasures of the pbce. 
Mem. Be calm I 

Mar l/aaAtny tmexirdi Aeaven\ I am : 
but oh. thou eternal God ! 

Canst thou conilnue so. with such a world ? 
Mem. Thy husband yet may be absolved. 
Mar. I If. j 

In hwven- I pray you, signor senator, 
bp«k nor of that ; you are a manof oflko. 

So is the Doge ; he has a son at stake 
Now. At this moment, and 1 have a huslsmd 
Or had ; they arc there within, or were at kasi 
f^« to face, as judge and culprit : 
Will Ae condemn Atm t 
Mem. j (rujj 

^ Bui if 

He does not, there are those will sentence both- 
Mem. They can. 

Mar. And with them power and will are one 
In wickedness :'^my husband's lost ! 

- Mem. „ . 

Justice is judge in Venice. ' 

sAs. 

There now would be no Veolce. But let it 
Uve on, so the good die not, till the hour 
Uf natures suenmous: but 'the Ten's' k 
quicker, • » 


Aod we must wait on't. Ah I a voice of wail I 

\A faint cry tcu'M/n. 

Sen. Harki 

Mem. Twas a cry o f 

^f<tr. No, noj not my husband's— 

Not Foscarfs. 

Mem. The voice wns^— 

Mar. Not his : no. 

He shriek ! No : that should be his father's part. 
Not his— not his— he'll die in silence. 

[A faint p^an again u>itAm. 
Mem. Whai ! 

Again I 

Mar. His voice ! it seem'd so : I will not 
Believe il. Should he shrink. I cannot ce.ase 
To love ; but- no— no— n^— it must have Iwcn 
A fearful pang, which wrung a groan from him. 
Sen. And feeling for thy husband's wrongs, 
wouldsi thou 

Have him bear more than mortal pain In silence? 
Mar. We all must bear our tortures. I have 
not 

Left barren the great house of Foscari , 

Though they sweep both the Doge and son from 
I have endured as much in giving life [life ; 
To those who will succeed them, as they can 
In leaving it ; but mine were joyful pangs : 

And yet they w rung me till I eould have shriek'd. 
But did not ; for my hope was to bring forth 
Heroes, and would not welcome them with (»!nrs. 
Mem. All's silent now. 

Mar. Perhaps all's over ; but 

I will not deem It ; he hath nerved himself. 

And now defies them. 

Enter «« OFFICER Aastily. 

Mem. How now, friendi what seek you ? 
Ofi. A leech. The prisoner has fainted. 

Officer. 

Mem. Lady, 

'Twere better to retire. 

Sen. [efering to assist Aer\. I pray thee do 80» 
Afar. Off I / will (end him. 

Mem. You ! Uemember, lady ! 

Ingrv-ss is given to none within those chambers. 
Except ' the I'cn,' .and their faiuiliars. 

Mar. Well, 

I know that none who enter there return 
As they have enter'd— many never ; but 
I'hcy shall not balk my cut ranee. 

Mem. Alas I this 

Is but to expose yourself tolinrsh i‘epulse. 

And worse suspense. 

Mar. Who shall oppose me ? 

Mem. They 

Whose duty 'tis to do so. 

Mar. *Tis their duty 

To trample on all human feelings, all 
'Ties which bind man to man, to emulate 
The fiends who will one day requite them In 
Variety of torturing ! Yet I'll pass. 

Men. It is impossible. 

Mar. That shall be tried. 

Despair defies even despotism ; there ia 
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That ia my heart would make its way through 
hosts 

With levelled spears ; and think you a few jailors 
Shall put me from my path? Give me, then, 
way ; 

This is the Doge's palace: I am wife 
Of the Duke’s son. the itiMMnf Duke's son, 
And they shall hear this ! 

Ji/tm. It w ill only serve 

More to exasperate hb judges. 

S/ar. What 

Are who give way to anpr ? they 
Who do so are assassins, Give me way. 

l £ xi '/ Makina. 

S<it. Poor Udy I 

A/tm. 'Tis mere desperation : she 

Will not be admitted o’er the threshold. 

Stn. And 

Even if she be so. cannot save l>er husband, 
hut see, the officer returns. 

[TAi OPFrCER fasttt owr ikt stagt with 
dn^ktr Atrspn. 

Atm. I hardly 

Thought that ' the Ten ’ had even this touch of 
pity* 

Or would permit asdstance to this stifferer. 

Stn. Pity 1 U’t pity (o recall to feeling 
The wretch too happy to escape to death 
By the compasuonaie trance, poor nature’s last 
Resource against the tyranny of pain ? 

Mm. I marvel they condemn him not at once. 

Stn. Tliat’s not their polky : they’d have him 
Uve, 

Beoiuse he fears not death I and banish him. 
Because all earth, except his native land. 

To him Is one wide prison, and each breath 
Of for^gn air he draws seems a slow poison. 
Consuming but not killing. 

Aim. Circumstance 

Confirms his crimes, but he avows them not. 
Stn. None, save the Letter, which he says 
was written, 

Address'd to Milan’s duke, in the full knowledge 
That it would fall into the senate’s hands. 

And thus he should be re^convey’d to Venice. 
Mm. But as a culprit. 

Stn. Yes. but to ha country ; 

And that was all hesmighi,— so he avouclies. 
Aim. The accusation of the bribes was 
proved. 

Stn. Not clearly, and the charge of homicide 
Has been annuH’d by the death-bed confessim 
Of Nicholas Erino. who slew the late 
Chief of 'the Ten.' , . 

Mem. Thea why not clear him ? 

Stn. 

They ought to answer : for it is well known 
Hi at Almoro Donato, as I said. 

Was rial n by Eris» for private vengeance. 

Mtm. There must be mote in this sitange 
process than 

The apparent crimes the accused dfaewso^ — 
But here come two of ' the Ten ; * let us retire. 

\Rxennt MkuMO and SSNATOB. 


Enter Loredano and BaKBARIGO. 

Bar. \addres5ing LoR.]. That were too much; 
believe me. *iwas not meet 
The trial should go further at this moment, 

Ltr. And so the Council must break up, and 
Justice 

Pause in her full career, because a woman 
Breaks in on our deliberations? 

Bar. No, 

That’s not the cause; you saw the prisoner's 
Ltr. And had he not recover’d ? (state. 
Bar. To relapse 

Upon the least renewal. 

Lor. “Twas not tried. 

Bar. ‘Twas in vain to murmur ; the nuijority 
In council were against you. 

Lnr. Thanks to yoi i , sir. 

And ilie ok] ducal dotard, who combined 
The worthy voices which o'cMuled ray own. 
Bar. 1 am a judge; but must confess that 
pan 

Of our stem duty, which prescribes the Ques- 
And bids us sit and see iu sharp Infliction, 
Makes me wish — > 

Ur. What ^ , 

Bar. That yau uould itmtiimu fesh 

As 1 do always. 

l-^r. Go to. you’re a child, 

Inlirin of feeling as of purpose, blown 
About by every oreaih, shook by a sigh. 

And melted by a tear— a precious judge 
For Venice \ and a worthy statesman to 
Be partner in my policy. 

Bar. He shed 

No tears. 

Lar. He cried out twice. 

Bar. A saint had done SO, 

Even with the crown of glory in his eye. 

At such inhuman ariiflce of pain 


As was forced on him : but he did not ciy 
For pity ; not a word nor groan escaped him, 
And those two shrieks were not in supplication. 
But wrung from pangs, and follow d by no 
prayers. . , 

Ur. He mutter'd many times belweCT bis 
Bui inarticulately, 

Bar. Thai I heard not ; 

You stood more near him. 

I did so. 

Methought, 

To my surprise, too. you were touch’d wiD 
mercy. 

And were the ftrsi to call out for assistance 
Wheo be was failing. 

I believed that swooo 

Bar. ‘ And have I not oft heard thee name 
His and his father's death your nearest wisbV 
Ur. If be dies innocent, that is to sa)% 

With bis gujii unavew'd, be'U be lamenieii. 

B^r. V?h.t. would*, .hou 

His slate descend to his chMreni as it roust, 
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if be die unattaiated ? 

War with tktm too 7 

Lor. With all their house, till thdra or mine 
are nothing. 

Bar. And the deep agony of his FKOe wife, 
And the repress'd convulsion of the high 
And princely brow of his old father. Nt hkh 
Broke forth in a slight shuddering, iltough rarely. 
Or in some clammy drops, soon wiped away 
In stern serenity : these moved you not? 

[Exit LOMKDAKO. 
He's silent in bis hate, as Foscari [me 


the Turic. or the powers of Italy ; 

The state had need of some repose. 

Doft. No doubt 

I found her Queen of Ocean, and I leave her 
Lady of Lomhardy ; it Is a comfort 
That 1 have added to her diadem 
The cems of Brescia and Ravenna ; Crema 
And Bergamo no less are hers : her realm 
By land has grown by thus much in niy reign, 
V^ile her sea-sw ay has not shrunk. 

Sen. 'Tis most true, 


Was in his suffering ; and the poor wretch moved 
More by his silence than a thousand outcries 
Could have efTccied. 'Twas a dr&tdful sight 
When his distracted wife broke through into 
The hall of our tribunal, and beheld 
What we could scarcely look upon, long used 
To such sights. 1 must think no more of this, 
Lest [ forget In this compassion for 
Our foes, their former inhiries. and lose 
The hold of vengeance Loredano plans 
For him and me ; but mine would be content 
With lesser retribution than be thirsts for. 

And I would mitigate his deeper haired 
To milder thoughts ; but for the present. Foscari 
Has a short hourly respite, granted at 
The instance of the elders of the Council, 

Moved doubtless by his wife's appearance in 


[me And merits all our country's gratitude. 


Perhaps sa 

S/m. Which should be made manifest, 

1 have not complain'd, sir. 

5r«. My good lord, forgive me. 

DofOn Forwhai? 

S/a. My heart bleeds for you. 

Oofo. For me. signor 7 

S</t. And for your^— 

Do*e. Stop I 

It must have way, my lord : 
1 have too many duties towards you 
And all your house, for past and present kind* 
Not to M deeply for your son. [ness. 

Was this 


Not to feel deeply for your son. [ness. 

Doxt- Was this 

Id your commis.Hion7 
Sen . What, my lord ? 

Dofo. This prattle 

The hall, and his' own sufferings.— Lo ! they I Of things you know not : but the treaty's signed. 


tome : 

How feeble and forlorn I 1 cannot bear 
To look on them again In this extremity : 

.ril hence, and try to soften Loredano. 

Bar SARI GO. 


ACT U. 

SetNE 1-—^ HaU ia tJU DoCS's Paha. 

Tht DOGB and a ScmatoR. 

Stn. Is it your pleasure to sign the report 
Now', or postpone it till to-morrow 7 
. Oo/tt. ; 

I overlook'd U yesterday : it wanta 
Merely the signature. Give me the pen— ^ 
\Tkt DoGB tiU dawn and ligni Ikt 
There, signor. jil is not signed. 

Son. [Looking at tkt /aptrX too have forgot; 
Dcfo. Hot sign'd? Ah, I percsive my eyes 
begin 

To wax more weak with age. I did not see 
1 hat I had dipp'd the pen without effect. 

Sin. [dipptnf /kt Un into th$ ink. and 
»*/ tkapaprr U/on iJu DOOE). Your hand, 

too. ^akes, my lord : allow me. thus 

Oogi. Tis done, 1 thank you. 

.SrM. Thii* 




Return with it to tliem who sent you. 

Sin. I 

Obey. I had in charge, too, from the Council 
That you would fix an hour for their reunion. 
Dogi. Say, when they will— now, even at this 
moment, 

If it so ^ase them : I am the stale's servant. 
Stn. They would accord some time for your 
repose. 

Oogi. i have no repose, that is, no&e which 
shall cause 

The loss of an honr'a time unto the state. 

Let them meet when they will, I shall be found 
iVkon I should he. and wkai I have been ever. 
[e.xii Senator. Tki Does rtmaint in 
siUna. 

Bntiran AtTBKDAHT. 

Ait. Prince I 
Doxt. ^y on. 

Att. 11m: illustrious lady Foscari 

Requests an audience. 

Oo^t. Bid her enter. Poor 

Marina I 

[Exit AtTBNDANT. Tki DocsrvMtfiAr 
in si Una as ki/ort. 

£i«rrr Marina. 

Mar. 1 have ventured, father, od 


ora. Thus the act confinn'd v/ar Drivaev 


A-.- -!*!• T •7TT' •«««.«. Data. 1 nave none trom you, my enua 

A* 1o^ e^sU re^ d it ; may « be Command my time, when not commanded by 

cmb 1 Pne stat^ 

Thiit;.{oui ot n»lv ‘ to sp«k lo yoa of kirn. 


I wiah'4 to speak to you of him. 
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Your husband ? 

Mcr. 

Dogt. 1 


And your son. 


A high cnme. which 1 neither can deny 
Nor palllaie. as parent or as Duke : 


. . . Proceed, my daughter 1 Hart he bui borne a liitle, lidJe longer 

iV^r. I had obtain d perm isswn from ’the Tea Hb Candiote exile, I had hopes 


To attend iny husband for a limited number 
Of hours. 

Dog«. You had so. 

Mar. Xjs revoked. 

By whom ? 


Hb Candiote exile, I had hop^^— he has 
He must return. [quench’d ihem^ 

Mar. To exile? 

Oagt. I have said 1 1. 

Mar. And can I not go with him ? 

Oa^. You well know 


Star. ‘ The Ten. '—When w'e had reach’d • the This prayer of yours was Iwlce denied before 


Bridge of biglis.* 

\Miich 1 prepared to pass with Fosoari, 

I he gloomy guardian of that passage first 
Demurr’d : a messenger was sent back to 
' The I’en ; '—but as the court no longer sate. 
And no permission had been given in wniing, 
I WAS thrust back, with the assurance that 
Until that high tribunal re*assembled 
The dungeon walls must still divide us. 

Dagc. True, 

The form has been omitted in the haste 


By (he assemUed ' Ten.’ and hardly now 
Will be accorded to a third request. 

Since aggravated errors on the pan 
Of your lord renders them still more austere. 

Austere? Atrocious! The old human 
fiends. 

Wi th one foot i n the g rave, with d im eyes, st range 
To tears save drops of dotage, with fong white 
And scanty hairs, and sliaking handit. and heads 
As palsied a$ their he.artsareliard. (hey counsel. 
Cabal, and put men’s lives out. as if li(e 


W i th which t he court adjourn’d ; and till i t meets. Were no more t han t he feelings long extinguish 'd 


'I’Is dubious. 

Mar. Till it meets 1 and when it meets, 
T^ey II torture him again ; and he and I 


In their accursed bosoms. 

Dogt. You know not— 

Mar. \ do— I do— and so should you. methinks 
That these are demons : could It t>e else (hat 
Men. who have been of women bom and 
suckled— [given 

Who have loved, or talk'd at least of love^ave 
Their hands In sacred vows— have danced their 
babes [them— 

have no children— you deserve I Upon their knees, perhaps have mourn’d above 

I In pain, In peril, or In death— who are. 

Or were at kasi in seeming, human, could 
Do as they have done by yours, and you you^ 
Yau. who abet them ? [self— 

T>art. I forgive this, for 

You know not what you say. 

Mar. You know It well 

And feel it nothing. 

Dagt. I have borne so much, 

That words have ceased to shake tn^ 

Mar. Oh, no doubt! 

You have seen your son's blood flow, and your 
flesh shook not ; 

And after that, what are a w oman's words ? 

No more than woman's tears, (hat they should 
shake you. 


Must purchase by renewal of the rack 
The interview of husband and of wife. 

The holiest tie beneath the heavens 1—^ God I 
Dost thou see tlib ? 

£>«gt. Child— child— 

Mar. \abmftly\ Call wrnot 'child !' 

You soon will Kave iw children— you deserve 
non^ 

You, who can (elk thus calmtv of a son 
In circumstances which would call forth tears 
Of blood from Spartans I Though these did rtot 
weep 

Their boys who died in battle. Is it written 
That they beheld them perish piecemeal, nor 
Stretch'd forth a hand to save them ? 

Dogt. You behold me : 

I cannot vreep— I would I could : but if 
Each white hair on (his head were a young life. 
This ducal cap (he diadem of earth. 

This ducal ring with which I wed the waves 
A talisnian to still them— I’d give all 
For him. 

Mar. 'NVilh less be surely might be saved. 
Oogt. I’hat answer only sitows you know not 
Venice. 


Zkw. Woman, this clamorous grief of thine, 
Itdl thee, 


Venice. iieiitnce, 

Alas I how should you? she knows not herself, fs no more In the balance weigh'd with (hat 
In all her mystery. I’^jr me— they who aim Whlch^— but I pity thee, my poor Marina i 

At Foscari, aim nolos at his father \ Mar. Pity my husband, or I cast it from me : 

The sire’s deslruction would not save the son : Pity thy son I TAau pity !— 'tls a word 
They work by different means to the same end, Stranp to thy heart- how came it on thy lips r 

And that is but they have not conquer’d yet. Oogr. 1 must bear these reproaches, thougn 

Mar. But they have crush'd. they wTong me. 

iw/ Nor crush'd as yet— I live. Couldsi thou but read- — — , , 

Mar. And your son, -how long wUl be Uve ? Mar. "Tis not upon thyj>^ 

I trust, Nor in thine eyes, nor in thine acts.— wto men 

For all tnat yet la pass'd, as many years Should I behold this sympathy ? ' 

And happier than his father. Tfee rash boy, Dcge. **'®***"''‘^1‘ ,k 

With womanish Impatience (o return, Mar. . - w t • wbea 

Hath ruin'd ail by Sat detected letter ; To which I aa tendiug . ut" 
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U lies upoD this heart, far UghtUer, though 
Loaded with marble, than the thoughts which 
Now, you will know me better. [preas it 

Kfar. Are you. then, 

Indeed, thus to be pitied? 

Pitied ! None 

.^hall ever use that base word, with which men 
(Hoak their soul’s hoarded triumph, as a At one 
To mingle with my name ; that name shall be, 
As far as / have borne it, what it was 
When t received it. 

Muf. But for the poor children 

Of him thou canst not, or thou wilt not save. 
You w«:e the last to bear it 
Oo^t. Would it were so \ 

Better for him he never had been born : 

Better for me.— I have seen our house dishon* 
our'd. 

Miir. Tliat’s false 1 A truer, nobler, inistier 
heart. 

More loving, or more loyal, never beat 
Within n human breast. I would not change 
My exiled, persecuted, mangled husbiuHl. 
Oppress’d but not disgraced, crush’d, over- 
whelm’d. 

Alive, or dead, for prince or paladin 
In story or in ftble, with a world 
To back hi s suit . Dlshonou r’d ! — Ar d Isltonour’d 1 
1 tell thee. Doge, ’tis Venice U dishonour’d I 
Kis name shall be her foulest, worst reproach. 
For what he suffers, not for what be did. 

*Tls ye who are all traitors, tyrant !~ye ! 

Did you but love your country like this victim 
Who totters back in chains to tortures, and 
Submits to ail things rather than to exile, 

You’d fling yourselves before him, and Implora 
Hit grace for your enormous guilt. 

He was 

Indeed all you have said. I better bore (me 
The deaths of the two sons Heavun took from 
Than Jacopo's disgrace, 

. That word again ? 

Do/it. Has he not been condemn'd ? 

Is none but guilt so? 

U9gt. Time may restore his memory— I would 
hope so. 

He was my pride, my— but ’tis useless now— 
am not given to tears, but wept for joy 
\\ hen he was bora : those drops wen* ominous. 

Mar, \ say he’s innocent I Anti were he not 
Is our own blood and kin to shrink from us Iso. 
In fatal moments? ^ 

Ti fV?* * shrank not from him : 

But 1 have other duties than a father’s ; 
she state would not dispense me from those 
duties : 

Twice I demanded it. but was refused • 

1 hey must then be fulfill’d. 

Enter an ATTENDANT. 

'■llleW- Am«Mg.froD. 

Who bears it? 

Noble Loredano. 


Doge. He I — but admit him. 

[Exit Attend ANT. 
Mar. Must I then retire? 

Daj^e. Perhaps it is not requisite, if this 

Concerns your husband, and if not Well. 

signor. 

Your pleasure 7 [Ta Lor e d a s o entering. 
Lar. 1 bear that of ' the Ten.* 

Oage. Tiiey 

Have chosen A^ell their envoy. 

Lar. *Tis their choice 

Whkh leads me here. 

Dage. It does their wisdom honour. 

And no less to their courtesy.- Proceed. 

Lar. We hasN: decided. 

Oage. We ? 

har. ' The Ten ’ In council, 

Dage, >A’hat ! have they met again, and met 
Apprising me? fwiihout 

Lor. They wish'd to spare your reelings. 
No less than age. 

Oage. Thavs new— when spared they either? 
1 thank them, notwithstanding. 

You know well 

That they have power to act at their discretion. 
With or without the presence of iJie Doge. 
Oag€. ’Tis some years since I team’d this, long 
before Imcni. 

I became Doge, or dream ’d of siicli advance* 
You need not school me, signor ; I sate in 
That council when you were a young p.Tirician. 
Lar. True, in my father’s time ; I have heard 
him and 

The admiral, his brotlicr, say as much. 

Your highness may remember them ; tliey both 
Died suddenly. 

Oage, And if they did so. better 

So die than live on Ungeringly in pain. 

Lar. Ko doubt : yet most men like to live 
Dagt. And did not they ? (their days out. 
Lar. The grave knows best j they died. 
As 1 said, suddenly. 

Oage. Is that so si range, 

That you repeat the word emphalically? 

Lar. So far from strange, that never was there 
In my mind half so natural as theirs. [death 
Think not so? 

Oage. NN'hat slionlri [ think of mortals? 
Lar. That they have luurial foes. 

Oage. I undcrst.ind you ; 

Your sires were mine, and you are heir in all 
things. 

t^r. You best know If I should be so. 

a./., Ido. 

Your fathers were ray foes, and I have heard 
Foul nin>ours were abroad ; I have also read 
Their ^icaph, attributing their deaths 
To poison. ’Tis perhaps as true as most 
InscriMions upon tomte. and yet no less 
A fable. 

Lor, Who dares say so ? 

n-Tkirue 

Your faihecs were mine enenii<s. as bitter 
As (hdr sons e’er can be, and 1 no less 
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W&$ (heii^ : but I wts optaly thdr foe : 

I never work’d by plot in council, nor 
Cabal in commonwealth, nor secret means 
Of practice against life by steel or dru^. 

I'he proof is, your existence. 

Lor. 1 fear not. 

Do’^. You hove no cause, being what I am ; 
but were 1 [now 

1'hai you would haN’e me thought, you long ere 
Were past the sense of fear. Hale on : 1 care 
not. 

Lor. \ never yet knew that a noble's life 
In Venice had to diead a Doge's frown. 

I'hat is. by open means. 

Doge. But I. good signor. 

Am, or at least toer. more than a mere duke. 

In blood, in mind, in means ; and that they know 
Who dreaded to elect me. and have since 
Striven all they dare to weigh me down : be sure. 
Before or since that period, had 1 held you 
At so much price as to require your absence. 

A word of mine had set such spirits to w’oHc 
As would have made you nothing. But in all 
things 

I have observed the strictest reverence : 

Not for the laws alone, for those you have 
(1 do not speak of but as a single (streio'd 
Voice of the many) some^vhat beyond wut 
I could enforce, or my authority. 

Were 1 disposed to bmul ; but. as I said, 

1 have observed with veneration, like 
A priest's for the high altar, even unto 
Tm sacrifice of my ou n blood and quiet. 

Safety, and all save honour, ihe decrees. 

The Health, the pride, and welfare of the state. 
And now. ilr, do your business. 

Ijor. *Tls decreed. 

That, without further repeiition of 
The Question, or continuance of the trial, 
Which only tends to show how stubborn guilt is 
(' The Ten,' dispensing with the strkter law 
Which still prescribes the Question till a full 
Confe^on. and the prisuner partly having 
Avow'd his crime in not denying that 
The letter to the Duke of Milan's his|. 

James Foscari return to banishment. 

And sail in the same galley which convey'd him. 
Mar. Thank God I At least they will not 
drag liim more 

Before that horrible tribunal. Would he 
But think so, to my mind tlie happiest doom. 
Not he alone, but all who dwell here, could 
Desire, were to escsipe from such a land. 

Doge, 'll! at is not a Venetian thought, my 
daughter. (***lf.^ 

Mar. No, 'twas too human. Ma^ I share his 
Lor. Of this the ‘ Ten ' said nothmg. 

Mar. ^ 1 thought 1 

That were too human, also. Bat it was not 
Inhibited? 

Lor. It was not tutmed. 

Mar. [To Me Docb). Then, father. 

Siurelv you can obtain or grant me thus muen : 

' ' [To LonfiDAWO. 


And you, sir. not oppose my prayer to be 
Permitted to accompany my husband? 

Dogt. I will endeavour. 

Mar. And you. signor? 

Lor. l<ady I 

Tis not for me to anticipate Ihe pleasure 
Of the tribunal. 

A/ar. Pleasure 1 what a word 

To use for the decrees of— “— 

Doge. Daughter, know you 

In what a presence you pronounce these things? 
A/ar. A prince's and his subject's. 
l.or. Subject ! 

Mar. Oh t 

It galls you well, you are his equal, as 
You think ; but that you are not. nor would be. 
Were he a peasant nell. then, you're a prince, 
A priiMely noble ; and what (hen am 1 ? 

Lor. Ihe oAspring of a noble house. 

Aior. And wedded 

To one as noble. What, or whose, then, is 
The pn^ence that should silence my free 
(houghis ? 

tor. presence of your husband's judges. 
Doge. And 

'fhe deference due even to the lightest word 
That falls from those who rule In Venice. 

Mar. Keep 

Those maxims for your mass of scared me* 
chunks. j y 1 , 

Your merchants, your Dalmatian and Green 
Your tributaries, ^ur du mb cUiiens. [slai’cs, 
And musk'd nobility, your sbirri. and 
Your spies, your galley and your other slaves, 
To whom your midnight carryings off and 
drownings, . 

Your dungeons next the palace nott or under 
The water's level : your mysterious mcelings. 
And unknown dooms, and sudden executions. 
Your • Bridge of Sighs,' your strangling chaiif 
ber. and . _ 

Your torturing instniments. have madeyc seem 
The beings oi anoiher and worse world I 
Keep such for (hem ; 1 fear ye not. I know yc . 
Have known and proved your worst, in the m« 
ferttal 

, Process of my poor husband I T real rne os 
Ye treated him you did so, m so 
With him. Then what have I to ies^/rom you 
Even if I were of fearful nature, wbkh 

You hear, she .peak, 

^r. No. *iKly. ye. «o. 

Utter'd within these walls I bear no further 
Than to the ihreahoW, saving wch as . 
Between the Duke and me on the state s service, 
you .ugh. to 

TVucrfe ; it may be also from a parent. 

Lor. My misrioo kae is to the Doge.^^ 

TU^&ge will choose his own aml»ajfador, 

Or statein p era op what is meet : ana 
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The father — - 

L^. I remember mint . — Faiewell I 

I kis$ the hands of the illustrious lady« 

And bow me to the Diake. [£;r7r Loredako. 
Mar. Are you content ? 

Dogt. I am what you behold. 

Mar. And that's a mysiery. 

All things are so to mortals ; who can 
read them 

Save He who made? or. if they can. the few 
And gifted spirits, who have studied long 
*1 hat loathsome volume— man, and pored upon 
n iiose black and bloody lenses, his heart and 
But learn a magic, which recoils upon [brain, 
The adept who pursues it : all the sins 
We find in others, nature made our own j 
All our advantages are those of fortune : 

Ditih, wealth, health, beauty, are her accidents 
And when we «y out gainst Fate, ’iwerc well 
We should remember Fortune can take nought 
Save what ihtgave^xht rest was nakedness* 
And lusts, and appetites, .nnd vanities. 

The universal heritage, to battle 
With as we may, and least in humblest stations 
Where hunger swallows all in one low want, 
And the original ordinance, that man [sions 
Afust sweat for his poor pittance, keeps all pas- 
Aloof, save fear of famine I All is low. 

Anti false, ai>d hollow— clay from first to Iasi 
The prince’s urn no less than potter s vessel, 
fame is In men’s breath, our lives upon 
than their breath ; our durance upon days. 
Our days on seasons ; our whole being on 
So^meihmg which is not uj /—So, we are slave. 
E iiie greatet u the meanest- nothing rets 
Upon our win ; the will Itself no less 
Depends upon a straw than on a storm ; 

And when we think we lead, we arc most led. 
And still tovrards deih, a thing whkh conve e 
much 

Without our act or choice as birth, so that 
Methinks wo must have sinnd in some old world 
And /Au u hell : the bet is, that it is n« 
F.temal. 

Mar. Thee are th i ngs we cannot judge 
Un earth. foiher 

And how then shall we judge each 
Wo are all earth, and I, who am calfd upon 
To judge my son? I have administec^d 
My country fatihfully-vicioriously— 

I dare them to the proof, the </,art of what 
&r.e w'w and is : my reign he doubled realms • 
And. in reward, the grati tude of Ven ice 
Has left, Of U about to leave, mt single. 

Ay., You shall be so 

Tht» much they cannot well deny. 

Mar. * Kr,A'< 

-5 Tl^ should, I wiU fly with biru. 

And fhlther would you fly ? '^^ 

^ J know not. reck not 

To Syria, Egypt, to (be Ottoman— 


Anywhere, wlwre we ntighi respire unfetter d. 
And live nor girt ^ spies, nor liable 
To edicts of inquisitors of state. 

Whal, wouldst thou have a renegade 
Artd turn him into traitor? [for husband, 

A far. He is none ! 

Tl>c country is the traitress, which thrusts forth 
Her best and bravest from her. Tyranny 
Is far the worst of treasons. Dost thou deem 
None rvbels except subjects ? The prince who 
Neglects or violates his trust is more 
A brigand (han the robber-chief. 

I cannot 

Cl«^e me with such a breach of faith. 

Mar. is'o; thou 

Observ si, obey’st sttch laws as make old Draco’s 
A code of mercy by comparison. 

Drxt. 1 found the law: 1 did not make It. 
Were I 

A subject, siill I might find pans and portions 
Fit for amendment : but as prince, I never 
WouU change, for (he sake of my house, (he 
Left by our failieis. [charier 

Mar. Did (hey make it for 

'Tlie ruin of (heir children ? 

Under such laws, Venla 
Has risen lo whal she is— a slate to rival 
In deeds, and days, and sway, and, let me add, 
In glory (for we have had Roman spirits 
Amongst us), all (hat history has bequeath’d 
Or .Rome and Carthage in iheir best times, when 
The people sway d by senates. 

^Mar. Rather say, 

Oroan d under the stem oligarchs. 

n . , Perliaps so 

Bui yet subdued the world : in such a state 
An individual, be he ricl>cs( of 
^ch r.ink as is permitted, w (he meanest. 
Without a name, is alike nothing, when 
Tlie policy, irrevocably tending 
To one great end, must be mat main ’d in vigour 
A/itr. This means that you are more a Doga 
than father. * 

R meant, I am more citizen than either 
II wc had not for many centuries 
Had tb^nds of such ciiitens. and shall. 

1 trust, have still such, Venice were no city 
Mar A«urscd be the city where the laws 
Would sdfl * nature’s I 

. 1 as many sons 

As I bai;e yfc.rs, I would have given them all. 
Not without feeling, but I would bave given 
tliem 

I® * fulfil her wishes 

On the flood, in the field, or, if it must be, 

As it, alas I has been, to oetracbm, 

Exik, or chaios, or whatsoever worse 
She might decree. 

M ar. And thu is patriotism ? 

I o me It seems (be worst barbarity. 

^ me seek oui my husband : the sage *T«l 
W ith all its jealousy, will hardly war ^ 

So far with a weak woman as deny me 
A momeat's access to hb dunces. 
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Doge. ru 

So far take on myself a$ order ihat 
You may be admitted. 

And what shall I say 
To Foscari from his father? 

Dege. That he obey 

•*110 laws. (him 

Mar. And nothing more? Will you not see 
2re he depart ! U may be the last time. 

Doge. The last !— my boy I— the last time I 
shall see 

My last of children I Tell him I will come. 

{P.xeHHt. 


ACT III. 

SCENB I. — TAr Prison ^^JACOPO FosCARf. 

Jae. Fos. {sc/ns\ No light save yon faint 
gleam which show's me walls 
Which never echo’d but to sorrow's sounds, 

The sigh of long imprisonment, the step 
Of feet on which the iron clank'd, the groan 
Of death, (he imprecation of despair I 
And yet for this I have return'd to Venice, 

With some faint hope, 'tis true, that time, which 
wears 

The marble down, had worn away the hate 
Of men's hearts ; but I knew them not, and here 
Must 1 consume mv own, which never beat 
For Venice but witn such a yearning as 
The dove has for her distant nest, when wheeling 
High in the air on her return to greet 
Her callow brood. What letters are these which 

{Affrnatking the sm //. 
Are scrawl'd along the inexorable wall ? 

Will the gleam let me trace them? Ah I (he 
Of my sad predecessors in this place, (names 
The dates of their despair, the brtef words of 
A grief too great for many, This stone page 
Holds like an epitaph their history ; 

Anil the poor captive's tale is graven on 
His dungeon barrier, like the lover's record 
Uiion the bark of some tall tree, whkh bears 
His own and his beloved's name. Alas I 
\ recognize some names familiar (o me, 

And blighted Uke to mine, whkh I will add. 
Fittest such a chronicle as this. 

Which only can be mad, as writ, by wretches. 

[Me engraves Mis name. 

Enter a Famiitar of ' the Ten* 

Fam. I bring you food. 

Jae. Fos. 1 pray you set it down ; 

I am past hunger : but my lips are parch'd 

The water I _ 

i'am. There. [b^ler. 

Jae. Fas. [after drinking I thank you : I am 
Fam. 1 am commaoded (o infona you that 

Your further trial is postponed. 

Ja<.P». nuwto? 

Fam. 1 know not— U Is also » my orders 
rbat your UlusCxious lady be adnutred. 


Jae. Fos. Ah I they relent, then— 1 had ceased 
Twasljme. [to hope it: 

Enter MaR!NA. 

Mar. My best beloved 1 
Jae. Fos. [embracing her'^. Mytmewfe, 

And only friend I What happiness! 

Mar.' Well part 

No more. 

Jae. Fos. How I wouldsl thou share a dua- 

Afar. 

rhe rack, the mve, all— anything with thee, 
Ant (he tomb l^st of all. for there we shall 
Rc ignonijit of each other, yet I will 
Share ih.il— .ill things except new separation ; 

It IS too much to have survived the htst, 

How dost thou? How are those worn lit"®** 

Why do 1 ask? Thy paleness (" , 

fae.Fas. 'Tlsthejoy 

Of seeing thee again so soon, and so 
Without expectancy, has senl the blo^ 

Back to my heart, and left my cheeks Uke thine, 
For thou art pale too, my Marina i 
Mar. 'Tis 

The gloom of this eternal cell, which never 
Knew sunbeam, and the sallow sullen glare 
Of the familiar's torch, which seems «in 
To darkness more than light, by lending to 
The dungeon vapours its bi turn! nous smokft. 
Whkh cloud whate'er we gaze on, even thioe 

«y«- 

No. not thine eyes— they sparkle-how jUV 
Joe. fos. And thine! but I am blinds ^ 
the torch. - 

Mar. As I had been without it Couldst iMu 
Jae. Fos. Nothing at first ; but use and uroo 
had taught me 

FamlUarity with what was darkness ; 

And the grey twilight of such glimmerings « 
Glide through the Cfevkes made by the wt"®* 
Was kinder to mine eyes than the full sun, 
When gorgeouriy o'ergllding any toweis 
.^ve those of Venice ; but a moment ere 
Thou earnest hither I was busy wniing. 

Mar. What? ^ jTSSd 

Jae. Fos. My name : look, th ihm recorded 
The name of him who here preceded me, 
Ifdtmgeon dates say true. 

Jae. Fos. These walU are silent of mens 

Were ne«r pled on highjnve o ^ , 
Or ihose who soon roust 
Thou odt«si.-WbiU of me ? tnay.syn te yh j- 
With the like answer-doubt and 
U">-tbouteU-.tn.yUle.^^^^^,^l^;^ 

Jae. Fas. And wherefore not ? All then sb»l 
sp«ak of me : 

The manny of silence is not lasung, , 
And.^gh events be hidden, Jf ■ 

Will burst all cerement, even a bving gi«» 

1 do not doubt my memosy, but my we . 
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And odiher do I feaf. 

Mar. Tb/ life is safe. 

Joe. Pos. And liberty ? 

Mar. The mind should make !<$ own. 

y<ic. pos. That has a nohie sound ; tut 'tis a 
sound, 

A music most impresdve. but too transient : 

The mind is much, but is not all. The mind 
Hath nerved me to endure the ri^ ^ death, 
And torture positive, far worse than death 
(If death be a deep sleep), without a groan. 

Or with a cry which rather shamed my judges 
Than me ; but 'lis not all, for (here are things 
More woful— sueh as this sniaJl dungeon, where 
[ may breathe many yean. 

Alaal and this 

Small dungeon 1$ aU that belongs to ihee 
Of ibis wide realm, of which thy sire is prtnee. 
Jai. F«s. That thought would scarcely aid 
me to endure it. 

My doom is common ; many are in dungeons. 
But none like mine, so near their father's palace* 
Rut then my heart is sometimes high, and hope 
Will sirean^ along those moled rays light 
Peopled with dusty atoms, which afford 
Our only day i for. save the gaoler s torch. 

And a strange hreAy, which was quickly caught 
Last night in yon enormous spider's net 
( ne'er saw aught here like a ray. Alas I 
I know if mind may bear us up. or no, 
ror 1 have such, and shown it before men * 

It sinks in solitude : my soul is social. 

Mar. 1 will be with thee. 

But Mitnhev never granted— nor will grant, 
And 1 shall be alone : no men— no books— 
Those lying likenesses of lying men. 

outlines of their kind. 

Which they term annals, history, what you will. 
Which men bequeath as portraits, and they were 
Refus^ rne,— so these walls have been my study 
pictures of Venetian story. ' 
Withal their blank, or dismal stains, than is 

high bears Oft 

Hundreds of doges, and their deeds and dates. 

Mar. X wme to tell thee the result of their 
Last council on thy doom. 

1 know it— look 1 

7JC.F.S. ^ What then? 

Return to Candla. ^ 

Jac. P^. Then my last hope's tone 

I cou d endure my dungeon, for 'ivS^vSce* 
could support the torture, there was somethine 
}r^ my native air that buoy'd my spirits up ^ 
Uke a ship on the ocean loss'd bv stoni^ 
proudly sOJl bestriding the Mghll^^, 

And holding on its course ; but there. 

In (hat accursed isle of slavea and capuS, 


And unbelievers, like a stranded wreck. 

My vepr soul seem'd mouldering in my bosom. 
And piecemeal 1 shall perish, if remanded. 
Afar. And here f [briefer. 

7«ic. pfis At once— by better means, as 
^Vhat ! would they ev'en oeny me my sires' 
As well as home and heritage? [sepulchre, 
Mar. My hu&b^tnd ! 

I have sued (o accompany ihce hence. 

And not so hopelessly. I'his love of thine 
For an ungrateful and tyrannic soil 
Is passion, and not patriotism ; for me, 

So I could see thee with a quiet aspect. 

And the sweet freedom of the earth and air, 

I would not cavil about cUmes or regions. 

This crowtl of p.iUces and prisons is not 
A paradise; its Arst inhabitants 
Were wretched exiles. 

7at. Fes. W'ell I know kmv wretched I 

Mar. Aftd yet you see how, from their ban ish» 
Before the l a nor into these s.'iH isles. [ment 
Their antique energy of mind, all that 
Remain'd of Rome for iheir inheritance, 

Created by degrees an ocean Rome ; • 

And shall an ev*if, which so often leads 
T^ood, depress thee thus? 

Fes. Had I gone forth 

From my own land, like the old patriarchs, 
seeking 

Another region, with their Aocks and herds ; 
Had I been cast out like the Jews from Zion, 

Or like our fathers, driven by Aiiila 
From fertile Italy, to barren islets. 

I would have given some tea rs to my late cou nlry, 
And many thoughts ; but afccrw.ards address'd 
Myself, with those about me. to create 
A new home and fresh state : perhaps 1 could 
Have borue iliis— (bough I know not. 

Aier. Wherefore oot? 

It was (he lot of millions, and must be 
The &te of myriads more. 

^ Ay— we but bear 

Of the survivors' toil in (heir new lands, 

Their numbers and success ; but who can 
number \\ng 

The hearts which broke in silence at that pan- 
Or after their departure : of that malady t 
^ich calls up green and native fields to view 
From (be rough deep, with such identity 
To the poor exile's fever'd eye. that he 
On scarwiy be restrain'd from treading them? 
That melody, J which out of tones and tunes 
Collects such pasture for the longing sorrow 
Of the sad mountaineer, when far avvay 
From the snow canopy of cliffs and clouds. 
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I'hat he feeds on the sweet, but poisonous 
(houfht. [stren^. 

And dies. You call this v>t<tkHtstt It is 
I say,— the parent of all honest feelinf, 

Ke who loves not his country, can love iMthin^. 

Mar. Obey her, then : *iis she that outs thee 
forth. curse 

Jac. Foi. Ay, (here it is ; 'tis like a mother's 
Upon my soul— the mark is set upon me. 

The exiles you speak of went forth by nations. 
Their hands upheld each other by the way. 
Their tents were pitch'd together — I'm alone. 

Mar. You shall be so do more— I will go with 
thee. 

Jac. Fes. My best Marina! and our children? 

Mar. They. 

I fear, by the prevention of the state’s 
Abhorrent policy (which holds all ties 
As threads which may be broken at I ler pleasure), 
Will not be suffer'd to proceed with us. 

Jac. Fos. And cans! thou leave them ? 

Mar. Yes. With many a pang. 

But— I ^411 leave them, children as they are, 

To teach you to be less a child. From this 
Learn you to sway your f< ulings. when exacted 
By duties paramount : and 'tis our first 
On eanh to bear. 

Ja<. fat. Have I not borne? 

Mar. Too much 

From tyrranous injustice, and enough 
To teach you not to shrink now from a lot. 
Which, as compared with what you have under' 
Of iate, is mercy. 

Jae. Fes. Ah I you nexer yet 
Were far away from Venice, never saw 
Her beautiful lowers in (he receding distance. 
While every furrow of the vessel's track [never 
Seem'd ploughing deep into your heart : you 
Saw day go down upon your native spires 
So calmly with its gold and crimson glory. 

And after dreaming a disturbed vi^on 
Of (hem andtlieirs. awoke and found (hem not. 

Mar. I will divide this with you. Let us think 
Of our depsirture from this much'loved city 
(Since you must tav€ it, as It seems), and this 
Chamber of state, her gratitude allots j^. 

Our children will be cared for by (he Doge, 

And by my uncles : we must ssil ere night. 

Jat. Fat. That's sudden. Shall t not behold 
my father ? 

Mar. You will. 

Ttftf. Pas. Where? 

Mar. Here, or in (tic ducal chamber— 

Ke said not which. I would (hat ymt could bear 
Your exile as he bean it. 

Jos. Fas. Blame him not 

I sometimes murmur for a moment : but 
He could not now acSvtherwise. A show 
Of feeling or compas^on on his part 
Would have but drawn upon his aged bead 
Suspicion from ‘the Ten,' and upon mine 
Accumulated ills. 

Mar. Accumulated I 

What pangs are those they have ^>ared you t 


Jat. Fas. That of leaviof 

Venice without beholding him or you* ^ 
Which rnight have been forbidden now, as (was 
Upon my fonner exile. 

Mar. That is true. 

And thus 1 am also the slate's debtor. 

And shall be more so when I see us both 
Floating on the free waves— away— auay— 

Be it to the earth’s end. from this abhorfd, 
Umust, an d 

Jac. Fas. Curse it not. If I am silent, 
Who dares accuse my country? , , 

Mar. Men and angels I 

The blood of myriads reeking up to heaven. 
The groans of slaves in chains, and men in don' 
geons, 

Mothers, and wives, and sons, and sires, and suo- 
Hekl in the bondage of ten bald-heads ; „ 

Though last, not least. ikysUtHati CauldsttAsu 

Aught ^n its favour, who would praise like f 
Jae. Fas. Lei us address us then, sjnee s^» 
To out departure. Who comes here? iinust oe. 

Eattr Lor EDA NO, afUadtd iy FamUars. 

Lor. [ta tks FamWars]. 

But leave the torch. [Ersunt tk« tw Fa'aiMrj. 

7ae. Fas. Most welcome, noble stT^ 

I did not deem this poor place could have drawn 
Such presence biiher. . 

ler. 'Tis not the first one 

( have visited these places. 

Her. 

The last, were all men s merits well mwardeo* 
Came you here to insult us. or remain 
As spy upon us, or as hostage for us 7 
Lar. fseiiher are of try office, noble afly 
[ am sent hither to your husband, to 
An^^n«e’.heT.n,'d«r«. 

Has bmn anticipated : it is known. 

Lar. As ho»v 7^ him, not so genllT- 


Mar. 


I 


Doubtless, as your nice feelings would 
The indulgence of your colleagues : but ^ 

If you come for our thanks, take 

Tbedungeon gloom is d«p enough 

And full of reptiles, not less loathsome, tb ug 

T(«>rs.»je ish«.««r. ^ 

can avail such words? 

Mar. 

That he is known. 

Lor. 

Her sex’s privilege. . 

jifar. * I have some sons, sir. 

Will day thank you better. 

Toou'rse them wisely. Foscari-you kw>w 

Your sentence, then? 

fiat. Return to Caadia f 


7ae. Fas. 
\Vhaic 


To let him know 
Let the fair dame presen* 


Trufr- 


For life. 
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I said— for life. 


7ac. Eat. Not long. 

Zar. ... . .. 

fae. Fes. And I 

Ropeat— not long. 

Zor. A y«ar*$ imprisonment 

[n Canea— af(er\sacds tbe freedom of 
The whole isle. 

fae. Fas. Both .he same (o me : the after 
Freedom as Is the first ImprisonmenL 
is*t true my wife accompanies me? 

« Lar. Yes, 

If she so wills it. 

Mar. Who obtain'd that justice ? 

Lor. One who wars not with women. 

Mar. But oppresses 

Men : howsoever let him have my thanks 
For the only boon I w'ould have ask'd or taken 
Prom him or such as he is. 

Zor. He receives them 

As they are offer d. 

Mar. May they thrive with him 

So much t— no more. 

Jae. Fas. Is this. Sir. your whole mission ? 
Because we have brief time for preparation, 

And vou perceiva your presence doth disquiet 
This lady, of a house noble as yours. 

Mar. Nobler I 

Aar, How nobler ? 

Mar. As more generous I 

We say the generous steed ' to express the purity 
Of his high blood. Thus much I've learnt 
although 

Venetian (who see few steeds save of bronse). 
From those Venetians who have skimm'd the 
i or Egypt and her neighbour Araby : fcoasts 
And why not say as soon the '/eaeraus man?' 
If race be aught, it is in qualities 
More than in years ; and mine, which is as old 
^ yours, Is better In iis product, nay— 
l^k not so stern— but get you back, and pore 
Upon your genealogie tree's most green 
Of l«ves and most mature of fruiu. and there 
Blush io find ancestors, who would have blush'd 
For such a son— thou cold Inveterate bater ‘ 

7ee. Fat. Again, Marina I 

. V Again ! still Marina. 

S« you not, he comes here to glut his hate 
With a last look upon our misery ? 

Let him partake ft I 
Jae. Fm. That wero difficult. 

Mar. Nothing more easy. He partakes it 
Ay. he may veil beneath a marble brow Inow— 
And sneenng lip the pang, but he partal^ H. 

A few brief words of truth shame the deviVs 
servants 

No less than master ; I have probed his soul 
A moment, u the eternal fire, ere long, [me I 

wi h ^ ^ shrinks from 

With death, and chains, aod exile in his hand 
^ i? Matter o er bis kind as ha thinks fit • 

They aiu his weapons, not hU nimouf, for 
I have pier«d him to the core of his cold hean 
i core not for his frowns I We can but die. 
And he but live, for him tbe very worst 


Of destjoks : each day secures him more 
His tempter's. 

fat. Fos. This is mere insanity. 

Afar. It may be so ; and tuho hath made iii 
Zar. Let her go OQ ; it irks not me. f 

Mar. That’s false I 

You came here to en}oy a heartless triumph 
Of edd looks upon manifold griefs I You came 
To be sued to in vain— to mark our tears. 

And hoard our groans — to gaae upon the wreck 
Which you have made a prince's son— my hii$> 
band ; 

In short, to trample on the fallen— an office 
The hangman shrinks from, as all men from him I 
How have you sped ? We are wretched, signor, os 
Your plots could make, and vengeance could 
And bfim feel you f [desire us, 

Zar. As rocks. 

Afar. By thunder blasted. 

They feel not, but no less are shiver'd. Come, 
Foscari \ now let us go. and leave this felon 
The sole fit habitant of such a cell, 

Whkh he has peopled often, but ne’er fitly 
TiU he himself shall brood in it alone. 

Enter the DOGB. 

Fas. My father I [son I 

^eUmAradny kirn). Jacopo 1 my son -my 
fae. Fas. Kfy father still I How long Is it 
«nce I 

Have heard thee name my name— name I 
Date. My \ 

Couldst thou but know ^ 

Jae. Fat. I rarely, sJr, have murmur’d. 
Dage. 1 feel loo much thou hast not. 

Mar. Doge, look there \ 

[SMe faints la I^kkdano. 
Dage. I see the man— what mean’s! thou? 

Mar. Caution f 

^iiig 

The virtue which this noble lady most 
May practise, she doth well to recommend it. 
Mar. Wretch \ ’lis no virtue, but tlie policy 
Of those who fain must deal perforce w itl) vice : 

, As such I recommend it, as 1 would 
To one whose foot was on an adder’s path. 

Dage. Daughter. It is superfluous ; 1 have long 
Know’n Loredano. ^ 

4^* You may know him better. 

Mar. Yes : warse he could not. 

Joe. Fas. Father, let not these 

parting hours be lost in listening to 
Reproaches, which bool nothing. 1$ it— is it. 
Indeed, our last of meetiogs? 

You behold 

These white hairs I 

Jae. Fas. And I feel besides, that mins 
WiU never be so white. Embrace me. father 1 
I loved you ever— never more than now. Iren • 
Look to my children— to your last child’s child- 
^ them be all to you which he was once. 

And never be to you what 1 am now. 

May I not see them also? 

Mar. No— ^ 
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Jac. Pos. They might behold their parent 
anywhere. 

Mar. I would IhAt they beheld their father in 
A place which would not mingle fear with love. 
To freeze t heir you ng blood in i rs natural current . 
They have fed well, slept soft, and krtew not that 
Their sire was a mere hunted outlaw . Well. 

1 know his fate may one day be a heritage ; 

But let it only be their htritat^e. 

And not their present fee. Their senses, though 
Alive to love, are yet awake to terror ; [wave 
And these vile damps, too, and yon tkUkgrttM 
Wltich i^oats above the place where we now 
A cell so far below the water s level, (stand— 

Sending its pestilence through every crevice. 
Might strike them : this is not Mrfr atmosphere. 
However you— and you— atKl most of all. 

As worthiest- sir, noble Loredano I 
May breathe it without prejudice. 

Jae. Fos. \ have not 

Reflected upon this, but acquiesce. 

I shall dep.art, then, without meeting tlkcm? 
Dogi. Not so : they sh,dl await you in my 
chamber, 

yae. P9S. And must \ leave them— e//f 
l^r. You must. 

Jac. Fas. Not one? 

Lar. They are the suce's. 

Mar. \ thought they had been mine. 

Ur. They are, in all inaiernai things. 

Mar. That is 

In all Ibings painful. If they re sick, they wiU 
Be left to me to lend them : should they die, , 
To me to bury and to mourn : but if 
They live, tbey‘H make you sokliers, senators, 
Slaves, exiles— whai/va will ; or if they are 
Females with portions, brkles and hrikts fur 
nobV^s 1 

Behold the state's care for its sons and mothers I 
Ur. The hour approaches, and (he wind » 
fair- (genial wind 

Jae. Fas. How* know you lhal here, where the 
Ne'er blows In all its blustering freedom ? 

Ur. ‘Tw SO 

When 1 came here. The galley aoais wilhm 
A bow-shot of the * Rtva di Schiavoni . 

Jac. Fas. Father! I pray you to precede me. 
Prepare my children to behold their father. Land 
Dart' Be Arm, my son 1 
Jac. Fas. I will do my endeavour. 

Mar. Farewell I at least to this detested 
dungeon. 

And him to whose good offices you owe 
In Dart your past imprisonment. 

lor. And present 

Liberation. 

zW. He speaks truth. 

Joe. Fas. No doubt I but bs 

Exchange of chains for heavier chains \ owe him. 
He knows (his or he had not sought (o <^ge 
But I reproach not. [tbem. 

lor. The time narrows, sign^. 

7<se. Pas. Alas I I little (bought so liogenogly 
To Ittve abodes like this : but when I M 


That every step I take, even from this cell, 

Is one away from Venice, I look back 

Even <HJ these dull damp walls, and 

Dagt. Boy I no tc^ 

Mar. Let them flew on : he wepl not on i« 

To shame him. and theycanrol shame him n^. 
They will relieve his heart- that too kind bean- 
And I will find an hour to w ipe away 
Those tears, or add my own. I could weejj now, 
Bui would not giaiify yon wretch so far. 

Let us proceed- Doge, lead the way. . 

Ur.\l. Familiar\ The torch 'toe I 

Mar. Yes. light us on, as to a funeral pyre, 

With Loredano mourning like an heir. 

Oage. hfy son, you are feeble ; take (his 
Jac. Fas. . . 

Mtisi youth support itself on age, and J 
Who ought (o be the prop of yours 


Ur. 


Take minC' 


Mar. Touch i( not, Foscari ; Hwill sdng yoti* 

Stand offT'be sure, lhal if a grasp of youts 
Would raise us from ihe gulf wherein we are 

No hand odours would stretch Itself to 
Come, Foscari, take tlw» hand the altar ga«yW. 
It could not save, but will support 


ACT IV. 

SesNS l^A Hall in the Ducal FaUU- 
£m/ct LOkEDANO and BarBARICO. 

Bar. And have you confidence in such a ^ 

Ur. 1 have. . . _ 

Bar. ‘TU hard upon bis ye^- 

Kind to relieve him from the cares of 
Bar. 'Twill break his heart, . 

Ur. Age h« no hart 10 ^ 

He has seen his son's half broken, and, 

A start of feeling In his dungeon, never 

his countenance. I grant you. never . 
But I have seen him sometimes jd a c^ 

So desolate, that the clamor^r'* ^ 
Had nought to envy him wiibm. 

Ur. In his own portion of die palace, wim 
His son. and the whole race of Fosans* 

Bidding Assoonheshdl 

Bidtohisdukedom, 

Ur. Forthwith— when (bis long leave is 
Hmc to admonish them again. . 

Retrench not from theic moments. ^ 

Wetmve higher business for^ 

I Shall be the lest of the old Doge s 
As the first of his son's last bamsbideatr 
And that is vengean^. 
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In my mind, too deop. 
•not eveti Ufe for life, the 


Bar. 

Lor. TU cnoderal 
rule 

Denounced of retribution from all time : 

They owe me siill my father's and my uncle's. 
liar. Did not the Doge deny tLb strongly ? 
Lor. Doubles. 

Bar. And did not this shake your suspicion ? 
Lor. No. 

Bar. But If this deposition should i.ake place 
By our united influence in the Council. 

It must be done uith all the deference 
Due to his years, his station, and hb deeds. 

Lor. As much of ceremony as you will. 

So that the thing be done. You may, for aught 
I care, depute ihe Council on their knees 
<Uke Barbarossa to the l*opc). to beg him 
To have the courtesy to abdicate. 

Bar. What If he will not ? 

Lor. We 11 elect anot her. 

And make him null. 

Bar. But will the laers uphold us ? 

Lor. What laws * The Ten ' are laws : and 
if they were not. 

1 will be legislator in this business. 

Bar. At your ow n peril ? 

Lof‘ I here is none. I tell )‘ou, 

Our powers are such. 

Bar. But he has twice already 

Solicited permission to retire. 

And twice it was refused. 

The better reason 

To grant it the vhird time. 

Bat. Unwk'd? 

It shows 

The impression of his former instances : 

If they were from his heart. Iw may be thankful : 
If not, 'twill punish his hypocrisy. 

Come, they are met by this time ; let us join 
them. 

And be thou fix'd In purpose for this once. 

I have prepared such arguments as will not 
Fall to move them, and to remove him : since 
Their thoughts, their objects, have been sounded, 
do not 

You. with your wonted scruples, teach us pause. 
And all will prosper. 

^ certain 

1 nis is no prelude to such persecution 
or the tire as has fallen upm the son. 

1 would support you. 

** * **** I 

His fourscore yeam and five may linger on 
As long as he can drag them ; 'tis his throne 
Alone is aim d at. 

Bar. Blit discarded princes 

Are seldom long of life. 

More seldom stiIL * ' 

' Bar. And why not wall these few years ? 
Lor. Because we have waited long eooush 
and he 

Uved longer than enough. Heoc«| to tocoaflcfll 
IBfftffit LoREVANo atrd Barpariqo. 


Ea/or MeuuO and a SENATUK. 

S<u. A summons to * the Ten I ’ why so y 

AUu*. * The Ten ' 

Slone can answ'er : they are truly w’oni 
To let clKir though is anticipate (heir purpose 
By previous procUma lion. We are $u m mon d 
I'hai IS enough. 

Sfo. For them, but not for u$ ; 

I would know' w hy. 

A/out. You will know why auoi.. 

If you obey : and. if not. you no less 
Will know why you should have obey'd. 

S<u. 1 meuii not 

Towpose them, hut 

A/tm. In Venice * hu/”s a tr.Jior, 

But me no * hufs,' unless you would pass o’er 
I'hc Bridge w hlch few repass. 

Sou. I am silent. 

iW<m. Why 

Thus hesitate? 'The Ten ' have calld in aid 
Of their deliberation flso and twenty 
Patricians of tlie senate^you are one. 

And I another ; and it seems to me 

Doth honour'd by the choice or chance wlilch 

To mingle with a body so august. [kMds us 

Sou. Tlost true. I say no more. 

Mom. As we hope, signor, 

And all may honestly (that is. all tho»e 
Of noble blood may), one day hope to be 
Decemvir, It is surely for the senate's 
Chosen d«le|taies a s’diool of wisdom, to 
Be thus admitted, thougli as novices. 

To view the mysteries. 

Soa. Lot us view them : they 

No doubt are worth it. 

A/<m. Being worth our lives 

If w« divulge them, doubtless they are worth 
^mething. at least to you or me. 

Bom. 1 sought not 

A place within the sanctuary : but being 
Chosen, however reluctantly so chose h, 

I shall fulfil my otBce. 

Mem. Let us not 

Be latest in obeying ' the Ten’s ' summons. 

Sou. All arc not met, but 1 am of your thought 
^ far— let's in. 

A/im. 1 he earliest are most welcome 

In earnest councils— vre will not be least so. 

iBxtuai. 

EuUr tkt DOGB, Jacopo Poscari, and 
Marika. 

Joe. Rot. Ah, father f though I must and will 
Yet — yet— 1 pray you lo obtain for me Idepan, 
That 1 once more return unto my home. 
Howe'er remote the period. I.ec there be 
A Mtnf of time, as b^con to my heart. 

With any pei^ty annex'd they please, 

But let roe still return. 

Doga. Son Jacopo. 

Go and obey our country's will : 'tis not 
For us to kwk beyond. 

*fat. Ros. Gut siill I mus( 
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Look back. 1 pray you think of me. 

Doge- Alas 1 

You ever were my dearest offspring, when 
They were more numerous, nor can be less so 
Now you are last : but did the slate demand 
The exile of the disinterred ashes 
Of your ihiee goodly brothers, now in earth. 
And their desponding shades came ftitiing round 
To impede the act. I must no less obey 
A duty, piiramount to e«‘ery duty. 

Mar. My husband I let us on: this but pro* 
Our sorrow. (lonp 

Jac. Fos. But we are not summon'd yet : 
The galley's sails are not unfurl'd :^who knows? 
The wind may change. 

Mar. And if It do. it will not 

Change their hearts, or your lot : the galley's 
Will quickly clear the harbour. (oars 

7tf^. Fat. 0 ye elements ! 

where are your storms ? 

Mar. In human breasts. Alas \ 

Will nothing calm you? 

Jae. Fos. Never yet did mariner 

Put up to patron saint such prayers for pros* 
perous 

And pleasant breezes, as I call upon you, 

Ye tutelar saints of my ow^n city I which 
Ye love not with more holy love than I. 

To lash up from the deep the Adrian waves. 
And waken Auster, sovereign of the tempest ! 
Till the sea dash me back on my own shore 
A broken corse upon the barren Lido, 

Where I mny rtiingle with the sands which skirt 
The land 1 love, and never shall see more I 
Mar. And wUh you this with me beside you? 
yae. Fqs. No— 

No— not for thee, too good, too kind ! May'si 
thou 

Live long to be a mother to those children 
Thy fond hdeliiy for a lime deprives 
Of such support I But for myself alone. 

May all ilie winds of heaven howl down the 
And tear the vessel, till tlie mariners, [Gulf, 
Appall'd, turn their despairing eyes on me. 

As the Phenicians did on Jonah, then 
Cast me out from amongst them, as an offering 
To appease the waves. The billow which de* 
stroys me 

Will be more merciful than man. and bear me 
Dead, but stHl hear me to a native grave. 

From fishers' hands, upon the desolate strand. 
Which, of its thousand wrecks, hath ne'er re- 
ceived 

One lacerated like the heart w hich then (I ? 
>Vj|l be.'-But wherefore breaks it not 7 why live 
Mar. To man thyself, I frusi, wiih time, lo 
master 

bnch useless passion. Until now thou wert 
A sufferer, but not a loud one : why 
What is this to the things ibuu bast borne la 
J mprisonnieni and actual torture ? [sflence— 
yae. Fes. Doubly 

Tiiple. and tenfold torture ! But you axe right, 
|i must be borne. Father, joett Messing- 


Dage. Would 

It could avail tbee 1 but no less thou bast It, 
yac. Fas. Forgiv e 
ZVgr. What? 

Joe. Pot. My poor mother, for my With, 

\nd me fur having lived, and you yoursdf 
(As I focgiw you), for the gift of life, 

Which you bntow'd upon me as my sire. 

Mar. NYhat hast thou done ? 

Jae. Fas. Nothing. I cannot charge 

My memory with much save sorrow j but 
I have been so beyond the common lot 
Chasten'd and visited, I needs muu think 
That I was wicked. If it be so, may 
What I have undergone here keep me from 
A like hereafter I 

A/ar. Fear not : that's reserved 

For your oppressors. 

7tf r. Fas. Lei me hope not. 

iur. HppenW? 

Jae. Fas. I cannot wish them alt they hive 
infiicted. . ^ 

Afar. Alii the consummate fiends 1 a Inw* 
s.'uwl-fold, . . I 

May the worm which ne'er dieih feed upon them I 

Jae. Fas. They may repent. 

Afar. And if they do. Heaven wiU net 

Accept the tardy penitence of demons. 

Enter an OPri Ce R G WARM. 

O/i. Signor ! the boat is at the shore— ihe wCi« 
Is nsing— we are ready to attend you. 

Jee.Fas. And I to be at tended. Gnceiw^ 
Your hand I WCr 

Dare. Take it. Alas I how thineowniremb »t 
Jae. Fas. No— you misiake ; tis yours inat 
shakes, niy father. 

Farewell I . , » 

Dare. Farewell ! Is there avtfht 
Jae. Fas. No— noth! ng. [Ta the OPPrO** 

me your orm, good 

Let mi support you-paler-bo I some aid theitl 
Some water ! 

Afar. Ah, he is dyiog 1 . 

Jae. Fas. How, I J 

My eyes swim Mrmtigely— where s the dot^r 

Mar. , , /s Awt 1 

Let me support him— my best love I 0 
How fainily beats ihU heart— this pui^ I 
Ter, Fas. 

/sit the light?— I am faJni. ^ 

T^eW, doorh i» th.. 

Ob Fe««i. how 

jae. ras. ^ 

He's gone I 

^No-DibbeaDCdeodi 
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There must be Hie yet lo that heart^h« could 
Thus leave me. [oot 

£^ge. Daughter ! 

Mar, Hold thy peace, old maa ! 

1 am no daughter now— thou hut ao son. 

Oh, Foscaril 

Ofi. ^Ve must remove the body. 

Mar. Touch it not. dungeon miscreants! 
your base oifice 

Ends with his life, and goes not beyond murder. 
Even by your murderous laws. Leave hb re> 
To those who know to honour them. [mains 
Offi. I must 

Inform the signory, and learn their pleasure. 

Dep. Inform the signory from mt. the Doge. 
Th^ have no further power upon those ashes : 
While he lived, he was theirs, as fits a subject— 
Now he is mfArr— my broken*hearted boy I 

[Exit Officer. 

Mar. And I must live t 
Dap. Your children live, Marina. 

Mar. My children ! true— they live. and 1 roust 
live 

To bring them up to serve the state, and die 
As <hed their father. Oh ! w hat best of blesrings 
Were barrenness in Venice \ Would my mother 
Had been so I 

Dap. My unhappy children \ 

Mar. What \ 

Yau feel it then at last— /eir/— Where is now 
The st^e of the state 1 


D^t. I ihank you. If the tidings which you 
Mng 

Are evil, you may say them : nothing further 
Can touch me more than him thou look'st on 
there; 

If they be good, say on ; you need not fear 
That they can me. 

Bar. I would they could 1 

\ spoke not to you, but to Loredano. 
H< understands me. 

Mar. Ah ! I thought it would be so. 

Do^t. What mean you } 

Mar. Lo 1 there is ihe blood beginning 
To Aow ihroutth the dead Ups of Foscan— 

The body blevds m presence of the assassin. 

{To Lore DA NO. 
Thou cowardly murderer by law, \ ehold 
How death useh bears witness to thy deeds ! 

Dogt. My child 1 this is a phantasy of grief. 
Bear hence the body. [To kis atttutfunisX 
Signors, if it ple.ise you. 

Within ait hour I’ll hear you. 

{Extunt DocE, Maki.va. 

Manent 


and atUndants 
LoREr>ANO and 


with tht My. 

Barrakico. 

Bar. He must not 

Be troubled now. 

ler. He said himself that nought 

Could give him trouble further. 

Bar. Ibese are words : 


But grief is lonely, and the breaking io 
Dop. {throwing kimul/ down ky ttu My\.\ Upon it barbarous. 
turtt I Lor. 

Ay, weep on I 

I thought you had no tears— you hoarded them 
Until they are useless : but weep on 1 he never 
Shall weep luore— never, never more. 


£nUr LOKEDANO and Baibarico. 

What'S here? 

Mar. Ah \ the devil come to insult the dead I 
Incarnate Lucifer I 'tU holy ground. [Avauot I 
A martyr's ashes now lie there, which make it 
A shrine. Get thee back to thy place of torment! 

Bar. lAdy, we knew not of this sad event. 
But pnss'd here merely on our path from cotincll. 
Mar. Pass on. 

We sought the Doge. 

Mar. {fointing to tM DOGB. who it jiill on 
tfu pound hy h it sons My]. He's busy, look. 
About the business you proriM for him. 

Are ye content } 

We will not interrupt 
A parent's sorrows. 

Mar. No, ye only make them. 

Then leave thern. 

Dop [riring]. Sirs, I am ready. 

„ , No— mjt now. 

Ur. Yet 'I was important. 

, If'twas so. t can 

Only repeat— I am ready. 

Bar. It shall not be 


Sorrow preys upon 
Its solitude, and nothing more diverts it 
From its sad visions of i);e other world. 

Than calling it at moments back to thb. 

The busy have no time for tears. 

Bar. And therefore 

You would deprive this old man of ail business t 
Lor. The thing's decreed. The Giunu and 
• the Ten * 

Have made it law — who shall oppose that law ? 
Bar. Humanity I 

Lor. Because his son Is dead ? 

Bar. And yet unburied . 

Lor. Had we known this when 

The act was passing, it might have suspended 
lu passage, impedes it not— once past. 

Bar. ril not consent. 

Lor. You have consented to 

All that's essential- leave the rest to me. 

Bar. Why press his aiidication now ? 

Lor. The feelings 

or private passion may not interrupt 
The public benefit ; and what the state 
Decides to^y must not give way before 
To-morrow for a natural accident. 

Bar. You have a son. 

Lor, I Atf vr-^nd had a father. 

Bar. Still SO inexoraMe ? 

Lor. Still. 

Bar. But let him 


lust now, though Venice totter’d o’er the aeep Inter his son before we press upon him 
Like a irml vessel I respect your gri^ tkw •Aw.t 


This edict. 
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i.oK L«c him call up into life 
My sire and uncle— I consent. Men may, 
F.ven a?ed men, be, or appear to be. 

Sires of a hundred sons, but cannot kindle 
An atom of their ancesiore from earth. 

The victims are not equal ; he has seen 
His sons expire by natural deaths, and \ 

My sires by violent and mysterious maladies. 

I nsed no poison, bribed no subtle master 
Of the destructive art of healing, lo 
Shorten the path to the eternaj cure. 

His sons— and he had four — are dead, without 
My dabbling In vile drugs. 

Bar, 

He dealt in such ? 

/-O'*. Most sure. 

And yet he seems 

AU openness. 

Lor. And so he seem'd not long 

Ago to Carmagnuola. 

Bar. The attainted 

And foreign traitor? 

Lor. Even so : when kt, 

After the very night in which ' ihe Ten ' 

(Join'd with the Doge) decided his destruction, 
Met the great Duke at davbreak with a Jest 
Demanding w’heiher he should augur him 
* The good day or good night ?' his Doge^ip 
answer’d, 

'That he in truth had pass’d n night of vigil, 

In which Ihe added with a gracious smile}, 

1 here often hns been question about you.’* 
'Twastrue : the question was tlie death resolved 
Of Carmagnuola. eight months ere he died ; 
And ilie old Doge, who knew him doom’d, 
smiied on him 


Left- Why, what should change me? 

That whicli changes me : 
But you. 1 know, are marble to retain 
A feud. But when all is accomplish’d, when 
'1 he old man is deposed, his name degraded. 
His sons all de.'id. Ills family depress d, 

And you and yours triumphant, shall you sleep? 
Lcr. More soundly, 

Bar. That's an eiror, arid you'll find k 

Ere you sleep with your fathers, 

Lor. They sleep not 

In their accelerated graves, nor will 
Till Foscari fills his. Each night I see them 
And art thou sure | Stalk frowning round my couch, and, pointing 

towiwds 

The ducal palace, marshal me to vengeance. 
Bar. Fancy’s disiemperature I There is no 
passion 

More spectral or fantastical than Hate ; 

Not even its opposite, Love, so peoples air 
With phantoms, as this madness of the heart. 

Enttr an OS'FICBR. 

Lor. Where go you, simh ? 

By the ducal order 
To forward the preparatory rites 
For Ihe late Foscan’s interment. 

Bar. Thelt 

Vault has been often open'd of late years, 

Lor. Twill be full soon, and may ^ 

Oji. May I pass on? 

Bar. 

This last calamity ? 

With desperate firmness. 

In presence of another he says little. 


[for ever. 
You may. ^ _ 

How Kars the 


[band— , 

With deadly cosenoge, eight long montlis before* But I perceive his Ups move now end <ken : ^ 
Eight months of such hypocrisy as is And Kceor twice 1 heard him, from the adjcin- 

Learnt but in eighty years. Brave Carmagnuola ing ,, 

Is dead ; so is young Foscari and his brethren— Apartment, mutter tori h the words— 'My son i 
I never smtUd on thorn. Scarce audibly. J must proceed. 

Bar. Was Carmagnuola OfFJcM 

Your friend ? Bar. This stroke 

Lor. He was the safeguard of the city. Will move aU Venice io bis favour. 

In early life its foe, but, Id his manhood. 


lie saviour first, then victim. 

Bar. Ah ! that seems 

I'he penally of saving cities. He 
Whom we now act against not only saved 
Our owo, but added others to our sway. 

Lor. The Romans (and we ape them) gave a 
crown 

To him who took a d(y : and then gave 
A crown to him who sav^ a citizen 
In battle : the rewards are equal. Now, 

If we should measure forth the cities taken 
By (he Doge Foscari, with citizens 
Destroy’d by him. or through him, the account 
Were fearfully against him, although narrow'd 
To private havoc, such as tetween mm 
And my dead father. 

Bar. Are you tbeo thus fix'd ? 

• As UiMr<e«l Oct Sc« fixau. Mb IL 


Ur. Right I 

We must be speedy \ let us call together 
The delegates appointed to convey 
The Coundl's resolution. 

Bar. I protest 

Againsl it at this moment. 

Ur. As you pleaso- 

ru take their voices oo it ne’enheless. 

And see whose most may sway them, youts oi 

{Exmt BAKBARtGO ani LORBDAKO, 


ACT V. 

SceKB \.^TkiOfAit%Afanmtnt. 
Tk* Doge and Attewdanis. 

Att. My Ind. the deputation Is in wBllitrfi: 
But add, that if another boor wouM 
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Accord wUh your will, they wiM mnke it theirs. 

I'o me all hours are abke. Let tbem 
approach. [Ex if ArreNDANT, 

An OJiter. Prince I 1 have done your bidding. 
D^e. What command 7 

Om. A melancholy one — to call the attendance 
Of 

thgt. True— true^true ; 1 crave your pardon. 
Be^n to fail in apprehension, and [1 

Wax very old^ld almost as my years. 

Till now 1 fought (hem off. but they begin 
To overtake me. 

Enltr the DEPUTATION, fMsistiHfe/ tix of 
the SlGNOHY and the CHIBF OF THE TeN. 

Noble men, your pleasure I 
Chief cf the Ten. In the first place, (he 
Council doth condole 

With the Doge on his late and private grief. 
D»/e. No more— no more of that. 

Chief of the Ten. Will not the Duke 

Accept the homage of respect ? 

Doge. I do 

Accept It as *<ls given— proceed. 


Chief of the Ten. 


The Ten; 




With a selected Giunia from the senate 
Of (wenty'five of the best bom paihdans. 

Having dcUberaied on the state 
Of the republic, and the overwhelming cares 
Which, at this moment, doubly must oppress 
Your years, so long devoted to your country, 
Have judged U fitting, with all reverence, 

Now to solicit from your wisdom (which 
Upon rejection must accord in this), 

'I'ha resignaiion of the ducal ring. 

Which you have worn so long and venerably : 
And to prove that they are not ungrateful, nor 
Cold to your years and service. (Iiey add 
^ appanage of twenty hundred golden 
Ducats, to make retirement not less splendid 
Than should become a sovereiga's retreat. 

Dege. Did 1 hear rightly } 

Chief of the Ten. Need 1 say again? 

Doge. No— Have you done? 

Chief of the Ten. 1 have spoken. Twenty- 
four 

Hours are accorded you to give an answer. 
Doge. 1 shall not need so many seconds. 

Ch ief of the Ten. We 

Will now retire. 

four-and-twenty hours 
Will alter nothing which 1 have to sav. 

Chief of the Ten. Speak I 
Doge. When I twice before reiterated 

My y/isit to abdicate, it was refused me : 

And not alone refused, but ye exacted 
An oath from me that I would never more 
Renew the instance. I have sworn to die 
In full exertion of the functions which 
My country call’d me here to exerdse. 
According to my honour and my consde&co— 

I cannot break my oath. 

Chief of the Ten. Reduce ns not 
Jo the alternative of a decree. 


Instead of your compliance. 

Doge. Providence 

Prolongs my days lo prove and chasren me : 

But ye have no right to reproach my length 
Of days, si nee e^ ery luMir lias been t he coun i rv's . 

1 am re^y to lay down my life for her, 

As I have l.aid dovin de.ucr things than life : 

But for my dignity— I hoUl it of 

The republic ; whim k\\o gener.jf will 

1$ manifest, then loii sh.all all be answer’d. 

Chief of the ten. W'v ^neve for such an 
Avail vou aught. (.answer : but it c.innoi 

Doge. I can submit to all things. 

But nothing will advance ; no. not a moment. 
What you decree— decree. 

Chief of the Ten. With this, then, must we 
Return to tlwse who sent us ? 

Doge. You have heard mo. 

Chief of the Ten. With all due reverence we 
retiio. {Exeunt the Dei'UTation, 6^. 

Enter an ATTENDANT. 

Ait. My lord. 

The noble dame Marina craves an audience. 
Doge. My time iv UtY. 

Enter KlAHlNA, 

Mar. My lord. If 1 Intrude— 

Perhaps you faiu would be alone? 

Doge. Alone? 

Alone, come all the world around me, 1 
Am now and evermore. But we will bear it. 
Mar. W't will, and for the sake of those who 

f^ndcavour Oh, iny husband I [arc. 

Doge. Give it way : 

cannot comfort (live. 

Mar. He might have lived, 

So form’d for gentle privacy oi life. 

So loving, so Gloved : the native of 
Another land, and who so blest and blessing 
As my poor Koscari ? Nothing was wanting 
Unto his happiness and mine save not 
To be Venetian. 

Doge Or a prince's son. 

Mar. Yes; all things which conduce lo olher 
Imperfect happiness or high ambition, [tnon’s 
By some strange destiny, to him proved deadly. 
The country and the people whom he loved, 

I'he prince of whom he was the elder bom, 
And^— 

Doge. Soon may be a prince no longer. 

Mar. How? 

Doge. have taken my son from me, and 
now aim 

At my too long wont diadem and ring 
Lei them resume iheir gewgaws I 
Mar. Oh, (he tyrants I 

In sucb an hour loo 1 
Doge. *T'i$ the finest time ; 

An hour ago 1 should have felt U. 

Mar. And 

Will you not now resent U?— Oh, for vengeance 1 
But be. wbo, had he been enough protected, 
Might have repaid protection In this mooient, 


Caanot assist his father. 


You are io|;en]ou5, Loredaoa« in 


f^or should do so Your modes of vengeance, nay. poetical, 
Against his country, had he a thousand Uves A very Ovid in the art oikaUne: 

Inswad of that— Tis thus (although a seconded object. 

They tortured from him. This Yet hate has microscopic eyes), to you 
May be pure pamoiism. I am a woman : I owe by way of f«| to the more «alous, 

I o me my husband and my children were This undesired association in 

Country and home. I los-ed 4^ bow I loved Your Giunta's duties. 

, . How i— m Giuata I 

I have seen him pass through such an ordeal as Bar. Y^ursl 

1 he old martyrs would have shrunk from ; he is They speak your language, watch your Dod,a|h 
gone, prove 

And I, who would have given my blood for him, Your plans, and do your work. Are they ool 


H.ive nought to give but tears ! But could I 
compass 

The retribution of his wrongs I^Well, well I i 
1 have sons, who shall be men. I 


lar. You talk unwarily. Twere best they 
This from yog. (hear not 

Bar. Oh I thw'll hear as much one day 
From louder tongues than mine ; they have gone 


Your grief distracts you. beyond 

} thought 1 could have borne it, when Even their exorbitance of power: and when 
I saw him This happens in the most contemn'd and abject 

l^w d down by such oppression : yes, I thought States, stung humanity will rise to check it. 


That I would railier look upon his corse Lar. You talk but idly. 

Than his prolong'd captivity :— | am punish'd Bar. Th 

For that thought now. ^Vould I were in his Here come our colleagues, 
gmve I 

I must look on him once more. Ba/fr fkt Deputai 

Mar. Come with me J Chief of tht Ten. 

^ge. Is he We seek bis presence ? 

Mar. Our bridal bed is now his bier. A//. He 

And he is In his shroud 1 

Mar. Come, come, old man I ITie Duke is with I 

[Exennf iht DoGB and Marika. Chief af the Ten. 


^hat remains for proof. 


Enter the DEPUTATION at he/ore. 

Chief ef the Ten. Is the Duke awire 

We seek bis presence t 
Att. He shall be Inform d. 

f£«'/ArrBNrANT, 

Bar. lire Duke is with hU son. 


Bar. lire Duke is with his son. 

Chief af the Ten. If i I be so, 

T We will remit him till (he rites are over. 

Enter BAREARtco and Uredano. ^e^ ..j.., to-mnT«w. 

Attendant]. Where is the c^r. Bar-). Now the rich mans heU- 

Doger upon your tongue. 

Unquench'd, unquenchable 1 TU have U tom 
With the Illustrious lady his son s widow. from its vik? babbling roots, till you sh^l utter 

Lar. Where? Nothing but sobs tlirough blood, for lh4 1 Sag 

At/. To the chamber where the body lies. i pny ye be not hasty. (signors 

Let us return, then, r // / \^AUud la the etMri 

Ler. You forget, you caanot. Bar. But be human I 


We have the implicit order of the Giunta 
To await their coming here, and join them in 
Tlieir office : they'll ^ here soon after us. 

Bar. And wlU they press their answer on the 
Doge? [done promptly. 

Lot. ^Twas his own wish that all should ^ 
He answer'd quickly, and must so be answer'd ; 
His dimity is look'd to. his estate 
Cared for — what would he more ? 


From its vik? babbling roots, till you «h^^ 
Nothing but sobs tlirough blood, for lh4 ! oage 
I pray ye be not hasty. 

\AUui ta the ethtru 
Bar. But be human I 

Lor. See, the Duke comes I 
Enter the Does. 

Doge. I have obey’d your sumnt«* 

Chief ef the Ten. We come once more to 
urge our past request. 

Dage. And I to answer. 

Chief ^ the Ten. What I 

£>agi. Myonlyanswtf- 


Dk in his robes : I You have beard iL 


SUU liaT« WBiU lb . , ^ 

He could not have Jived long ; but I have done Chi^f ef the Ten. Hear yen then tne^^ 
My best to save his honours, and opposed Definitive and absolute I ... 

This proposition to the last, though vainly. Dage. To the ^nt ^ 

Why would the genei^ vote compd me hither? To the pmnt J I know ef old thefomwoiom 
Lor. 'Twas fit that some one of such difierent And gentle preludes to strong acia w on ^ 
thoughts Chief af the Ten. You are no longer Doge » 

From oure should be a witness, lest false tongues you are released 

Should whisper that a benh majority From your impertai oath as sovereign , 

Dreaded to have its acts beheld by olbere. Your ducal robes must be put off i oww 

Bar. And not less. I must needs think, for Your services, the state allots the apFj^« 
the sake Already mention'd in our former congr^ 

Of bumbling me for my vain oppoeitios. Three days are left you to remove uom aem 
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Under (he penalty to see coniiscaied 
AU your own private fortune. 

That last clause. 

I am proud to say. would not enrieh the trea* 
sury. 

Chif/ 0 / Ikt Ten. Your inswtr. Duke ! 

Ler. Your ans^^-er, Francis Foscari ! 

Dege. If I could have foreseen that my old age 
Was prejudicial to the state, the chief 
Of the republic never would have shown 
Himself so far ungrateful, as to place 
His own high dignity before hU country ; 

But this having been so many years 
useless to that country. I would fain 
Have consecrated my last moments (o her. 

But the decree being tender'd. I obey. 

Chii/o/ the TtM. If you would have the three 
days named extended. 

We willingly will lengthen (hem to eight, 

As sign of our esteem. 

Oegt. Not eight hours, signor. 

Nor even eight miimtes^there's the ducal ring, 

( Taking effkU ring and <ag. 
And there the ducal diadem. And so 
The Adriatic's free to wed another. 

Cl U/ 0 / ike Ten . You go not forth so quickly. 

. 1 am old, sir, 

And even to move but slowly must begin 
lo move betimes. Methinks 1 see amongst you 
A face 1 know not.— Senator 1 your t»ame. 

You, by your garb. Chief of the Forty I 
, Signor. 

1 am the son of Marco Memmo. 

Ah I 

Your father was my friend. -But tern aiwl 
What, ho I my servants there 1 [fytken t 
• My prtnce I 

t. prince— 

There am the princes of the prince I [Fain/inr 
ie ike Ten't Propa« 

To part from hence upon the instant. 

Ckte/e/tke Ten. Why 

So whiy ? ' twill give scandal . 

Answer that ; 

« t, . [Ta ike Ten. 

n is your provioce.-Slrs. bestir yourselves : 
fVH. [Te ike ServanO. 

There is one burthen which 1 beg you hear 

n P«l all further ham— 

But [ will look to that myself. 

Ear. 


Ibebody of his son. 
Dege. 

My daughter 1 


He nieans 
And call Marina, 


Chge. 

Elsewhere. 

Mar. 

P^i*- 


Enter MaR(na. 

Get thee ready, we must mourn 


And everywhere. 

True 


but in freed om , 

o the fTeaL 
J?i“ *hat »ould VMmore? 

We are^ going do you fear (hat we 




«*. *. we *>«ait bear 

Tbe palace with US > H»e« walls, ten lima 


.4s aid as I am. and Tm veiy old. 

Have served you. so have 1. and I and they 
Could tell a tale : but I invoke them not 
To fall upon you 1 else they would, as erst 
The pillars of stone Dagon's temple on 
The Israelue and his Philistine fucs. 

Such power I do believe there might exist 
In such a cuise as mine, provoked by such 
As you ; but 1 curse not. Adieu, good signors I 
May ihe next duke be better than the present I 

Ler. The duke is Paschal Malipioro. 

Dage. Not (ill I pass the thrahold of these 
doors. 

Lor. St htark's great bell is soon about to toll 
For hb inauguration. 

D^e. Earth and heaven 1 

Ye will reverberate this peal ; and I 
Lixw to hear this :— the first Doge whoe er heard 
Such sound for his succasor : happier he. 

My attainted predecessor, stern Fallero- 
This insult at the least was spared him. 

Ler. What I 

Do you regret a traitor ? 

i^ge. No— 1 merely 

Envy the dead. 

Chief 9/ ike Ten. My lord, if you indeed 
Are Dent upon this rash abandonment 
Of the state's palace, at the least retire 
Bv the private staircase, which conducts you 
1 ne landing-place of (he canal. [towards 
Dage. No. I 

Will now descend the stairs by which I mounted 
To sovereignty— the Giant's btairs. on whose 
Broad eminence I was invested duke. 

My services have call'd me up those steps, 

I'he malice of my foes will drive me down (hem. 
T'Arr/hx'e and thirty >‘ears ago was I 
Install'd, and traversed these same halls, from 
1 never thought 10 he divorced except (which 
A corse— a corse, it might be. fighilng for tnem— 
Ihii not push'd lienee by felloiv-citiMns. 

Bui come ; my son and ! will go together— 

He to his grave, and 1 to pray for lume. 

Chief af ike Ten. What I thus in public ! 

De^e. I w as publicly 

Elected, and so will I be deposed. 

Marina! art thou willing? 

Mar. Here's my arm ! 

Da^. And here my ttaf : thus propp'd will I 
go forth. 

Chief ef ike Ten. It must not be— the people 
wall perceive it. 

Dege. The people !— There's no people, you 
well know it. 

Else you dare not deal thus by them or me. 
There is a pegulaee, perhaps, whose looks 
May shame you : but they dare not groan or 
Save with their hearts and eyes. (curse you, 

Chief ef the Ten. You speak in passion, 

Else^— 

t>age. You have reason. I have spoken much 
More than my woat : it b a foible which 
Was not of miae, but more excusa you. 
Inasmuch as K shows (bat I apprcAcb 
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A dotage which may justify thU deed 
Of yours» although the law does i»ot, not wUl. 
Farewelh sirs I 

You shall not depart without 
An escorl fining past and present rank. 

W'ti will accompany, with due respect. 

The Doge unto his private palace, I 
My brethren, w’ill we not 7 
Oigertnt voUts. Ay ! — Ay I 

Oogt. You shall not 

Stir^in my train, at least. I enter’d here 
As sovereign go out as ciiisen 
Bv the same portals, but as cltlsen. 

All these vain ceremonies are base Insult^ 
Which only ulcerate Che heart ilic more, 
Applying poisons there as antkloics. 

Pomp is for princes-'-I am ee/VcA—T hat's false, 
( am, but only to these gales. — Ahl 
Lcr^ Haik I 

f Tkt rrtat Ml a/ St ,\farM't Mh. 
Bar. The bell I 

Chitfaf Ihi Ten. St Mark's, which lolb for 
Of Malipiero. [the election 

Dagi. Well I recognise 
The sound I I heard it once, but once before. 
And that is five and thirty years ago \ 

Even then \ vjos not young. 

Bar. Sit down, my lord ! 

You tremble. 

Dogt. *Tis (he knell o( my poor boy 1 
My heart aches biiterly. 

Bar. I pray vou sit. 

Doge. No my seat here has been a throne 
Marina I let us go. [llll now. 

Mar. Most readily. 

Doge [wotkj a few itefs and then stogj]. I feel 
athirst— will no one bring me here 
A cup of water? 

Bar. 1^— 

Mar. And 

Lor. And t 

[ The Does takes a gohlet from the hand of 
LOKBDANO. 

Doge. \ lake^vrr, Loredano. from (he hand 
Most fit for such an hour as this. 

Lor. Why so 7 

Doge. Tis Mid that our Venetian crystal has 
Such pure antipathy to poisons as 
To burst, If aught of venom touches It. 

You bore this goblet, and it is not broken. 

Ur. Well, sir i 

Doge. Then it k false, or y<M are Irue. 
For my own part, 1 credit neither, '(is 
An idle legend. 

Mitr. You Ulk wildly, and 

Had belter now be sealed, nor as yet 
Depart. Ah { now you lo^ as look'd my hus> 
band I 

Bar. He sinks I — support him I— quick — a 
chair— support him 1 

D^e. The bell tolls onl— let's beoce — my 
braio's on fire ! 

Bar. 1 do beseech you, lean upon us I 

Nol 


A sovereign should die standing. My poor 
boy I— 

Off with your arms '.— Thai MU 

\ The Doge drags dawn and dm. 
Mar. My God) My God I 

liar, {/o Lon.) Behold I your work’s com- 
pleted 3 

Chief of the Ten. Is there iben 

No aid ? Call in assistance I 
Aft. Tis all over. 

Chief of the Ten. If it be so, at least his Ob' 
seqmes 

Shall he such as befits his name and nation, 

His rank and his devotion to the duties ^ 

. Of i]>e realm, while his age permit led him 
' To do himself and them full justice. Breirireiii 
bay. shall it not be so 7 
Bar. He has not had 

The misery to die a subject where 
He reign'd : then let his funeral riles be princely* 
Chief of the Ten. We are agreed, then? 

Ail, exeegt Lor., answer, . . j.®: 

Chief of ike Ten. Heaven's peace be with 

Mar. fegnors, your pardon: *his is mecxetyi 
Juggle no more with that poor remnani. wmcn. 
A moment aioce, while yet it had a soul, 

(A soul by whom you have increa«d 

And^^e your power as proud as wa? "I* 

You banish'd from his palace, and 

From his high place, with such x^enDess^^o 

And now. when he can neither know ihew 
Nor would accept them if he could, you. sign rs, 
Purpose, with idle and superfluous . 

To make a pageant over what you trampiw* 

A princely funeral will be your reproach. 

And not his honour. 

Chief of the Ten. Lady, we revoke nol 
Our purposes so readily. 

Mar. I know il. 

As far as touches torturing the living. 

I ihwighi the dead had been beyond even^^ 
Though {some no doubt) consignd to pow« 
which may 

Resemble that you exercise on earth. . 
Leave him to me ; you would have done » 

His dregs of life, which you have kindly 
It is my last of duties, and may prove len 
A dreary comfort in my desolation. 

Grief is faniasUca], and loves (he dead. 

And the apparel of the grave. 

Chief ^ the Ten. Do you 

pretend still lo this office 7 
Mar. I do. signor. 

Though his possessions have been all consumed 
In the Stale's service. I have stjU m:y dowry. 
Which shall be consecrated (o his nres. 
AiHiihQ»of — 

Chiefs the Tern. Best retain it for your enu 
Mar. Ay. they are fatherJess, I tha^k 
CawKircomply tsii your request. His relics 
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Shall be exposed with wooted pomp, and follow'd 
Uoco their home by (be new Do^ not clad 
As Dogi, bu( simply as a senator. rinterr’d 
M^r. I have brard of murderers, wno have 
TheiT victims : but ne’er heard, until this hour. 
Of so much splendour in hypocrisy [tears—* 
O’er those they slew. I've heard of widovrs' 
Alas I I have shed some — ’always thanks to youl 
I've heard of htirt in sables — you ha^‘e left none 


* The Venetlaas te ha*« teH a rartkittar tors tor 

br«*kin|{th« lic*rts«4 Ibdf TlK Moviw « fti»«ibcr 

lastSK* ef »be bind in tW^c Mate* : he ««» 

fveeecded \rr hit hroUier wltete chtH 

•erV k» hete m«ni>oAe<1.— 1.« d^ce. IdetsVde cee^ 

siaiB»«e( Mil centRMlicteMr «( uit «en«e«r ti aMerdaraten 
rrtfe. Iwk dii on |eur erntdein evoteil : * Mekaite AwM<a«. vom 
laMee tewl vecre ^uM« umr MUr at* awn ; r»m eevt 
blue d« Btc sueeedef ; nub. ti let euiret *m« eoM»bteM 
•utol hitR qge Je tew cenuii, ilt n’aureM nrde dc *«ui 
dlire. LSdeuui U«t levs, imu de ««(*re. rewn dA»t tea at^ 
MrteiMiiL et eieim dMk|wc« J««et aprtv Ce Otec. «««ur« 
(•Mtl U • Oalt eapeft*. rtii la aw(cetw«e Wa« 

luTdMA^ C4t»ttMiMri(edeat(««*iHart h lem MMe: 
au«^ S a t pMV de t’4ir« mi» en eMWlaa am H «a«f d« 
U rd^Mda^WDAltU. Ht$t. 4t VfiZt, t. U y. 5p. 


To the deceased. $0 you would act the part 
Of such Well, sirs, your will be done I as one 
I mist. Heaven's will be done too I {day. 

Chiefs/ tkt Ten. Know you, lady, 

To whom ye speak, and perils of such speech ? 

A/ar. 1 know the former better than you rsel ves ; 
Tlie latter— like yourselves ; and can face both. 
Wish you more funerals } 

Bar. Heed not her rash words \ 

Her circumstances must excuse her bearing. 
Ckttfo/ the Ten. We will not note them doivn. 
Bar. [^turning to Lor., ii writing ugon 
kit tnktetf]. What art thou wrlling, 

With such an earnest brow, upon thy tablets? 
0>r. [^inUng to the DoGC'S ^dy\. I'hat ht 
has paid me ! * 

Chief of tkt Ten. What debt did he owe you ? 
L^. A long and just one ; Nature's debt and 
mine. [Curtain fitth. 

I * * C'k^ A* b«tenc«l fuv S«< Hiet. 44 Vtnttt, 
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CAIN: 

A MYSTERY, 

1821. 

‘K9V ibt Serpent «u nM« tlun My be*M •Ttht Sdd «M«a (h« L^rd kbd »ed«.*-<eo. HI %. 


TO SIR WALTER SCOTT. BART, 

THIS HY^rSftY OP CAIK tS INSCRISSO. 

BY HIS ORUCSD FRIgHD AND PATTHPUL SEBVAHT, 

THE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 


^ ^ Mystery.* in conformity with (he ancient title annexed to 

opon simitar subjects, which were styled • Mysteries, or Moralities.* The author has by 
hv 151**'"* hbCTtics with his subject which were common formerly, as may be seen 

curi^ enough to refer to (hose very profane productions, whether in English, 

Jitdeavoured to preserve lh*» lan ^ piafTC adapted to 
t rareiyj taken from acti^^ ^ rin/u ri. he has made 
H* pyrniif^ The reader wilP recoh^i tnat 



♦. yrosna me rovihm woukt p^npif, 1 ne reader wilt recoiled thal 

rK«r rsT,iu v Evc was tempted by a demon, but by * the serpent and 

tan ??* of a« the beasu of the fieW.' Whatever^terprela- 

J h»ve put upon this. I take (he words as I find them, and 

“poo amitaf occasions, when (he Fathers we« quoted to him, as 
Cambridge, • Behold (be Book I '—holding up the Scripture. It is 
im if PW^t Mbiect has nothing to do with the New Testament, to which 

w^ut^anachrootam. With the poems upon simila^ topics I 
^ ^ I have never read Milton ; but I had read 

him so frequently before, that this may make BtiU difference. Qesnef s Denti of AM I have 
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never read since I was «gh( years of age, a( Aberdeen. The general imprest of my rec^ 
leciion is delight ; but of the contents I remember only that Cain's wife was called Mahala.j^ 
Abel's Thiraa: in the following pages I have called them 'Adah 'and ‘Zillah,’ 
female names which occur in Genets : they were those of Lamech's wives : those of Cam aM 
Abel are not called by their names. Whether, then, a coincidence of subject may have caused 
the same expression. I know nothing, and care ns U tele. u 

The reader will please to bear in mind (what few choose to recollect), that there is no allusion 
to a Uiture state in any of the books of Moses, nor indeed in the Old Testament, For a 
for this extraordinary omission, be may consult Warburton's Dtvrut Ltgation : 
factory or not, no better has yet been assigned. I have therefore supposed it new to L4in» 
without, I hope, any perversion of Holy Writ. ^ , 

t With regard to the language of Lucifer, it was difficult for me to make him talk uke a tteijj 
man upon the same subjects ; but 1 have done what 1 could to restrain him within the douow 
' of spiritual politeness. .... .v WMirnf 

I If he disclaims having tempted Eve in the shape of the Serpent, it is only because ine D« 
Genesis has not the niost distant allusion to anything of the kind, but merely to the berpenif 
I his serpenlire capacity. , . .. of 

Wo/c.— The reader will perceive that the author h.TS partly adopted m this poem the 
Cuvier, that the world had been destroyed several times before the creation of 
SDCculation. derived from the different strata and the bones of enormous and unknown m 
found in them, is not contrary to the Mosaic account, but rather confirms it ; 
have yet been discovered in those sirau. although those of many known animals are wu 
the remains of the unknown. The assertion of l-uclfer, that the 
peopled by rational beings much more Intclilgent than man, and proportionably powen 
mammoth , etc. etc., b, of course, a poetical nctioii to help him to wake out his ^ 

J ought to add, that there is a Miamelogedla' of Alficri, called ASiU.—\ have never rcaa 
nor any other of the posthumous works of the writer, except his life. 



DRAMATIS PERSONe«. 

4 

aiCH. 

sptam. 

WOUBN, 

ADAM. 

Anobl op thb Loao. 

EVK. 


LUCtPBB. 

ADAH, 

A8DL. 


ZtLLAH. 


ACT I. 

SeSNB I.— 7*41 L4itd vritAcMt ParadUt.^ 
Timt, Sunriu. 

Adam, Eve, Cain, Avst, Adah. Zillah. 
sftring 4 sacrijiu. 

Adam. God, the Eternal 1 Infinite! All- 
wise 1— 

Who out of darkness on the deep didst make 
Light on the waters with a word— all hail 
lehovah. M'ith returning light, all hail ! 

£vt. Cod I who didst name the day and 
separate 

Morning from night, till then divided never— 
Who didst divide the wave from wave, and call 
of Thy work the firmament— all hail I 
AM. God I who didst call the eknients into 
Earth— oc»n— air— and fire, and with (he day 
And night, and worlds, which these illuminate, 
Or shadow, madesl brings to enjoy (hem. 

And love both tliem and Thee— all haill all 
bail I 

AdoA. God, the Eternal ! Parent of all things 1 
Who didst create these best and beauteous 
brings, 


I To be beloved, more than all, hall I 

Let me love Thee and them :-All I 
^Zillah. OGod I who loving, making, 

Yet didst perm it the Serpeiit to ^ ^ 

And drive my father forth from . . 

Keep us froii furiher evil :-Hail I 
Adam. Son Cain, my first-born, wherefore a« 
thou silent? 

Catn. Why should I speak 7 

ti:- 

We ba«. mofl J 

C«rfe. 

Have heaid you. ^ i .rust 

Adam. So will God. I IrusL ^ 

A^'m. But thou, my 

C,J.. -Tis b«.er I eUld be *, ? 

Caia. , 

Dost thou not hve? I wrtdle? 

✓ CatM^ ^ai I 

SV€, 
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The fruit of our forbidden dee beeiiu 
TofaU. 

Adam. And we must^ther it again. Hedge? 
p God ? why didst Thou plant the tree of know* 
./ Cain. And wherefore p\uck‘d ye not the tree 
I Ye might have (hen defi^* Hiro. [of Ufe ? 
Adam. Oh I my son. 

Blaspheme not : these are serpents* words. 

Cain. Why not? 

The snake spoke truth ; it wts the tree of know* 
♦ leoge ; * 

It t^oj the tree of life : knowledge is good. 

And life is good : and how can both be evil ? 

Eve. My boy 1 thou speakest as 1 spoke, in 
Before thy birth : let roe not see renew'd (sin, 
My misery in thine. I have repented. 

Let me not see my offspring fall into 
The snares beyond (he walls of Paradise. 

Which e'en in Paradise destroyed his parents. 
Content thee with what is. Had we been so. 
'ptou now hadst been contented.— OU. iny son ! 
V Adam. Our orisons completed, let us hence. 
Each to his task of toil— not heavy, though 
Needful : the earth is young, and yields us 
Her fruits with little labour, (kindly 

Cain, my SOD. 

Behold thy father cheerful and resign'd. 

And do as he doth. \Ba<uHi Aoaw and Evs. 
Zillah. Wilt thou not. my brother ? 

AM. Why wilt thou wear this gloom upon 
thy brow. ^ 

Which can avail thee nothing, save to rouse 
The Eternal anger? 

Adah. My beloved Cain. 

k4. Wilt thou frown even on me> 

t Adah I DO ; 

1 fain would be alone a little while. 

Abel. Ttn sick at heart ; but it will pass. 

Precede me. brother— I will follow shortly. 

And you too, sisters, larry not behind : 

Your fCDileneM must not be harshly met : 

I U (allow you anon. 

If not. I wiU 
Return to seek you here. 

The peace of God 

oe on your spml, brother I 

p ZJtLAH. eff,rfADAH. 

Cainj^iusl And this is 

e l— Toll I aod wherefore should 1 toil?— 
because 

IK. *'** P'"* ‘n E<l«n I 

What had / done in this?— I was unborn • 

I sought not to be bom ; nor love the lUte the 
To which that birth has brought roe. Why did 
Yjc d to the serpent and the woman ? or, ^ 

why ^er? What was (here in this? 

K not, why place him near it. where it crew 
The fairest in the centre? Tbw have but ' 

• $JJ qutttions, ''fwas ffis wlU. 

1 I *hat? Because 

He ^ all^werful, must all-good, too. follow? 
{judge but by the fruits— and th^ are bitw— 
Which I must feed on for a fault ut 


\/uh 


Whom have we here?— A shape like to the 
Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect [angels 
Of spiritual essence : why do I quake ? 

Why should I f^t him more than other spirits, 
Whom I sec daily wave their fiery swords 
Before the gates round which 2 Unger oft. 

In twilight’s hour, to catch a glimpse of those 
Gardens which are my just inheritance. 

Ere the night closes o’er the inhibited walls 
And the immortal trees which overtop 
’The cherulHm^cfcnded battlements? 

If 1 shrink not from these, the fire-arm’d angels 
Why should I quail from him who now ap- 
proaches ? 

Yet he seems mightier far than them, nor less 
Beauteous, and yet not all as beautiful 
As he hath been, and might be : sorrow seems 
Half of his immortality, And is it 
So? and can aught grieve save humanity 
He cometh. 

Enter LvctFEK. 

Lnei/tr. Mortal 1 

Cain. Sl^rit. who art thou f 

Lnei/er. Master of Spirits. 

Cain. And being so, const Ihoo 

Leave them and walk with dust? 

Lkei/er, I know the ihoughtl 

Of dust, and feel for it, and wit It you, 

How? 

You know my thoughts? 

Lkei/er. They are Ihe thoughts of all 

Worthy of thought ;— ’lis your immortal part 
WhKh speaks within you. 

What immortal part? 
This has not been reveal’d : the tree of life 
Was withheld from us by my father’s folly. 
While that of knowledge, by my mother’s haste 
Was pluck’d loo soon ; and all the fruit is deaih i 
Luei/er. They have deceived thee ; thou shall 
live. 

Cain. [ 

But live to die : and, living, see no thing 
To make death hateful, save an Innate clinging, 
A loathsome, and yet all invincible 
Instinct of life, which I abhor, as I 
Despise myself, yet cannot ovet-come— 

And so 1 live. Would I had never Jived I 
Lkei/er. Thou livest. and enust Uve fur ever t 
think not 

The earth, whkh is thine outward cov* ring, is 
Existence— it will cease, and thou wlU be 
No less than thou art oow. 

Cain. Ko less ! and why 

No more? 

Luei/er. It may be thou shalt be as we. 

Cain. And ye ? 

Luei/er. Are everlasd ng. 

f”*; 1 ., . . Arc ye happy? 

Lka/tr. We are mighty. 

Cain. Are ye happy ? 

No: art thou? 

Cam. How should 1 be so ? Look on me i 
Lkci/tr. Poor clay i 

iO 
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Aad thou pretendest to be wretched I Thoa 1 
Cain, t am and thou, with all Chy roi^ht. 

what an thou ? and 

Lucifer. One who aspired to be what made 
Would not Imvc made tnee what thou art. 

Cain. Ah ! 

Thou look'st almost a god ; and 
Lucifer. I am none : 

And having fajVd to be one, would be nought 
have w hat I am. He conquer'd ; let Him reign ! 
Cain. Who? 

Lucifer. Thy sire’s Maker, and the earth's. 
Cain. And heaven's. 

And all that in them 1$. So I have heard 
His seraphs sing ; and so my father sailli. 
Lucifer. They say— what they must »ftg and 
say. ori pain 

Of being that which I am— and thou art— 

Of spirits and of men. 

Cain. And what is that ? 

, Lucifer. Souls who dare use their immor> 
tality— 

Souls who dare look the OinniMtent tyrant in 
His everlasting (ace, and tell Him that 
His evil is not good \ If He has made. 

As He sail h— which 1 know not, nor believe— 
But if He made us— He cannot unmake ; 

We are immortal I— nay. He’d have us so, 

That He may torture :— let Him. He is great — 
But, in His greatness, no happier than 
We in our conflict I Goodness would not make 
Evil : and what else hath He made ? But let Him 
Sit on His vast and solitary throne. 

Creating worlds, to make eternity 

Less burthensome to His immense existence 

And unparticipated solitude : 

Let Him crowd orb on orb : He is alone 
Indefinite, indissoluble tyrant ; [boon 

li Could He but crush Himself, ’twere the best 
r He ever granted : but. let Him reign on. 

And mu^ipiy Himself in misery I 
Spirits and men, at least we sympathise- 
And, suffering in concert, make our pangs. 
Innumerable, more endurable. 

K ie unbounded sympathy of all 

all I But Hef so wretched in His height. 
So restless in His wretchedness, must still 
Create, and re-create ■ P®*'? have swum 

Cain. Thou speak'st to me of things which 
In vi^ons through my thought f I never could 
Reconcile what \ saw with what I heard. 

My father and my mother talk to me 
Of serpents, and of fruits and trees : I see 
The gales of what they call their Paradise 
Guarded by fiery*sworded cherubim. 

Which shut them out, and me t I feel the weight 
Of daily toil and constant thought : I look 
Around a world where 1 seem nothing, wth 
Thoughts which arise within me, as if they 
CouW master all things— but I tbm^ht alooe 
TTiis misery was mine . — My father is 
Tam^ down ; my mother has foi^ot the jmtw 
Which made her thirst for knowledge at the nsK 
oif an etcR^ curse : my brother b 


A watclring shepherd boy, who offers up 
The firstlings of the flock to Him who Wds 
The earth yield nothing to us without sweat 
My sister Zillah sings an earlier hymn 
Than the birds’ matins ; and my Adah, my 
Own and beloved, she. too. understands Mt 
The mind which overwhelms me ; never tut 
How met I aught to sympathise with me. 

•TIs well— 1 rather would consort with 
Lueifer. And hadst thou not been fit by imn* 
own soul 

For such companionship, I would not now 
Have stood before thee as I am J a serpent 
Had been enough to charm ye. as tieiort. 

Cain. Ah I didst iMcn tempt my nioth^r 

i*--'/"-- ' 

Save with the truth : was not the ‘ 

Of knowledge? and was not the 

Still fruitful ? Dkl / bkl her pluck them iwt? 

Did / plant things proUibiiol within 

The reach of beings innocent. *"4 

By their own in nocence i I would have n e 

Oodt : and even He who thrust ye » 

In thunder. . Ir ' u« 

Lnetfer. Then who was fhe demon, » 

Who would not let vc Uve, or he who wou 
Have made ye live for ever in the joy 

^ wiSfchey h«l bo* 

On.Uyoun.1«drl 

The oiMf may be still. 

C... Bybeio* 

YoutSl^ in your resistance. 

Quench the mind. If the mind 
And centre of surrounding things-^ ^ 

^ Cdlfa^But didst thou tempt my pamtits ? ^ ^ 

P^T‘^y\ what shculd 1 tempt them i». ^ 

They say the serpent was a 8^^ 

Sa^h^ilat'? It Is not written so • 

•Ihe Proud One will not so 
Though man's vast fears nature 

Would make him cas^pon f®J^"Lsnak«- 
Hb own low failing. 

No inot*,andye. 

In nature being earth *5 Stkocw 

ilince he could overcome them. «diw 
The knowledge fatal to ;h«f that 

TT.ink’st thou I’d lake »he shai* erf ihmp , 
Cain. But the thing had a oo0 

In^hosel^ apako to with his 

I tell thee that the seipent 

Than a mere serpent : ask the cheruouu 
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Who puafd the tcmptiBg tree. Wtem thou- 
sand ages [seed's, 

Have roll'd o'er your dead ashes, and your 
The seed of the then world may thus array 
Their earliest fault m fable, and attribute 
To me a shape I scorn, as I scorn all [bend 
That bows to Him, who made things but to 
Before His sullen, sole eternity ; 

But we who see the truth must speak it. Thy 
Fond parents listen’d to a creeping thing. 

* And fell. For what should spirits lemot iImmo } 
^ What 

Was there to envy in the narrow bounds 
Of Paradise, that spirits who pervade 

Space but I speak to thee of what ihoti 

know'st not, 

With all thy tree of knowledge. 

_ Cain. But tliou c.anst not 

Speak aught df knowledge which 1 would not 
know, 

And do not thirst to know, and bear a mind 
To know. 

Luei/tr, And henrt to look on } 

proved. 

Luct/tr. Darest thou look on Death 't 

^ He has not yet 

Been seen. 

Luti/er. But must lie undergone. 

Catn. My father 

Says he Is something dreadful, and my mother 
Weeps when he is named ; and Abel Hfu his 
eyes 

To heaven, and Zillah oasis hers to the earth, 
And sighs a prayer ; and Adah looks on me. 

A And sfwak.snoi. 

Luci/tr. And thou? 

- Thoughts unspeakable 

^ burning, when f hear 
Of this almighty Death, who is. It seems, 
Inevitable. Could I wrestle with him? 

I wrestled with the lion, when a b^, 

In play, till he ran roaring from my gripe. 
Lnttftr. It has no shape, but will absorb all 
things 

Tliai bear the form of earth-born being. 

Ctf /*. ^ j 

I thought it was a being : who could do 
buch evtl things to being save a being ? 

Luo/tr. Ask the Destroyer, 
f"'*- Who? 

The Maker-call Him 
Which nanw thou wilt j He makes but to destroy. 

thought It. since I 

Of death : ali^hough I know not what it is, 

Yet it seems hombic. I have look’d out 

And when 1 saw giganuc shadows in 
pe umbrage of the walU of Edeo, cbeouer’d 
^ cheniU' swortsf 

iweb d for what I thought bis cornel for 
With fear ruse longing in my bean to 

amaT* ^ all— but nSLing 


And then t turn'd my weary eyes from ofi 
Our native and forbidden Paradise, ‘ 

Up to the lights above us. in ^ azure. 

Which are so beautiful : shall they. too. die ? 

Lneifrr. i Vrh.aps— but long ou lli ve bot h i h i ne 
and thee. (them die^ 

Cain. I’m glad of that ; I would not have 
Tliey .ire so lovely. What is death ? I fear, 

I feel it is a dreadful thing : but what, 

I cannot compass: ’tls denounced against us. 
Both thorn who sinn'd and sinn’d not, as an ill— 
Wluit ill ? 

Lttei/er. To be resolved into the earth. 

Cain. Out shall I know it ? 

Lurif^r. As I know not death, 

I cannot answer. 

Cain, Wore I quiet earth. 

'I'hai were no evil : tvould I ne’er had been 
Aught eHc but dust \ 

Lnd/tr. Thar is a grovelling wish, 

\jn& ihan thy father’s, for he wiah'tl to know. 

Cain. But not to Ih’e. Or wherefore pluck'd he 
The life* tree? [not 

I.nri/tr. He was hinder'd. 

Cain. Deadly error I 

Not 10 snatch first that fniit but ere he pluck'd 
'J1tc knowledge, he was ignorant of death. 

Alas, I scarcely now know what It is? 

And yet 1 fear It— fear I know* not w’hat. 

Lnd/<r. And I. who know all things, fear 
nvthing: see 
What H true knowledge. 

Cain. XS'ilt thou teach me all? 

I.n(ifir. Ay. upon one condition. 

Cain. Name it. 

Luci/tr. lhat 

Thou dost fall down and worship me-ihy Lord. 

Cain. Thou art not the Lord my father wor* 
ships. 

Luci/tr. hfo, 

Cain. His equal ? (w| i h h i in I 

Luci/tr. No : I have nought in common 
Nor would: I would be aught above— bencaih— 
.^ught save a sharer or a servant of 
His power. 1 dwell apaii ; but I am great J— 
Many there are who worship me, and more 
Who shall— be thou among the first. 

Cain. \ never 

As yet have bow'd unto my father's God, 
Although my brother Abel oft implorttt 
lhat \ would >oin with him in sacrifice;^ 

Why slioukl [ bow to thee? 

Luci/tr. Hast ihou ne'er bowed 

To Him? 

Cain. Have I not said it ?— need I say it? 
Could not thy mighty knowledge teach thee that? 

Luei/tr. He w ho bows not to Him has bow'd 
Cain. But 1 will bend to neither. [to me I 
.Laci/tr. Ke'er less, 

I nou art my worshipper : not worshipping 
Him. makes thee mine the same. 

_ And what is that ? 

Lmtt/er. Tboull know here - and hereafter. 
Cain, Ltij me but 
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Be taught the mystery of my bein^. 

f.urtftr. Follow 

Where 1 lead thee. 

Cain. But I must retire 

To till (He earth — for I had promised 

Lucifer. What? 

C^in. To cull some firscTniita. 

• Lkeifcr. Why? 

Cain. To offer lip 

With Abel on an altar. 

Lucifer. Saidst thou not 

Thou ne'er hadat bent to Him who made thee? 

Cain. Yes 

But AbeVs earnest prayer has wrought upon me: 
The offering is more his than mine>^and 
Adah 

Lucifer. Why dost thou hesitate? 

Oiie. She is my sister. 

Born on the same day, of the same womb : and 
She wrung from me, with tears, this promise; and 
Bather than see h^ weep. I would, rneihinks. 
Bear all— and worship aught. 

Lucifer. Then follow me ! 

Cain. I will. 


And truth in Its own essence ^aot be 
But good. . , . 

AJaM. But all we know of it has galh«r d 
Evil on ill : expulMon frooi our home, , 

And dread, and toil, and sweat, and • 

Remorse of that which was— and hope ol mat 
Which comet h not. Cain I walk not withtWi 
spirit. , , _ f 

Bear with what we have borne, and love mC'-* 

Luci^. hf ore than thy mother, and thy sire? 

AdaM. I do. Is that a sin, too?^ 

Lucifer. 


Enter ADAH. 


Adah. My brother. 1 have come for thee 
It is our hour of rest and )oy— and we 
Have less without thee. Thou hast labour'd not 
This mom ; but I have done thv task : the fruits 
Are ripe, and glowing as the light whkh ripens : 
Come away. 

Ca in. Seest i hou not ? 

Adah. I see an angel: 

We have seen many : will he share our hour 
Of rest ?— he is welcome. 

Cain. But he is not like 

The angels we have seen. 

Adah. Are there, then. Others? 

But he is welcome, as they were : they deign'd 
To Iw our guests— will he? 

Cain (/e LUCJPBR]. WiU thou ? 

Lueifer. I ask 

Thee io be mine. 

Cain. I must away with him. 

Adah. And leave us? 

Cain. Ay. 

Adah. And me t 

Cain. Beloved Adah ! 

Adah. Let me go with (bee. 

Lucifer. No, she must not. 

Adah. Who 


No, not yet : 

It one ^y will be In your children. ^ 

Must not my daughter love her brother Enoch? 

■' Adit''' \myGoi\ 

Shall they not love, and bring forth Ihmp ihX 

Out of iLf love ? have they "o' 

Out of this bosom? was not he, their iainer, 
Bom of the same sole womb, in 
tfWith me ? Did we not love each other ? an 
1 1 n m uUipIyIng ou r being mu 1 1 mly 
J Things wVkh will love each other « we 1^ 
^Them ?-And as I love thee, my Cain! go not 
Forth with this spirit ; he is not of ours. 

lueifer. The sin I speak of is not of my 
And cannot be a sin in ^ 

It seems in those who will replace ye m 

^^^Adah!' 5&UkSl js^he sin 
l^n in itself? Can circu mstance jMl^n 

^^Lueifer. Higher things than 
Than ibem or ye would he so, did they 
Prefer an independency or torture 
To the smooth agonies e,»yert, 

in hymns and harpings. andsel^khg P /** 
Jlo that which is omnipotwt. because 
||Tt is omnipotent, and not from Wve, 

Bui terror and self-hope. 

• Omnipoienee 

Must all eoodness. Edaa? 

Wrft^rflendl t«n>pt me no‘ «* **" ’^ ' 

thou art fairer ^ 

Than was the serpent, and os false. 


^^ri^urmother; beam she not the koo^ 

Art thou that steppest Uiween heart and heart? Of aoo eviu mother I thou ^ 



Than to thyself ; thou at ^ 


How know'st thou? 

He speaks like 


Adah. 

Cain. 

A god. , . 

Adah. So did the Serpent, and it bed. 
Lueifer. ITiou errest. Adah I— was not the 
Of knowledge ? [t rw that 

Adah. Ay— to our eternal sorrow. 

Lueifer. And yet that grief is knowledge— so 
he lied not : 

And U be did beany yon, 'twas with truUi i 


As true. 


Thy youth in Paradise, in 'onoceot ^ 
And happy intercourse with ?‘»PP^ 

But we. thy children, jgdorani of We • 

Art girt about by demons, ^ur ohH 

The words of God, and tempt ^ 
nissalis6ed and cunous 
Wert work'd on by the u. ^ 

And heedless, harmicas wantonness of b 
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I cannot answer ihjs immonal thing 
which stands before me ; I cannot abhor him • 
1 look upon him with a pleasing fear. 

And yet I fly not froin him : in his eye 
There is a fastening attraciion which 
R»es my fluttering eyes on his ; my heart 
beats quick ; he awes me. and vet draws me near, 

Nearer and nearer:— Cain— Cain— save ine from 
him I IspiKi 

Ctf />. \Vhal dreads my Adah ? This is no ill 
He is not God— nor God's • I have 
beheld 

The chembs and the seraphs ; be looks not 
Like them. 

Ctfiff. But there are spirits loftier still— 
The archangels. 

Lu<ify. And still loftier than the archangels. 
Adah. Ay— but not blessed. 

Luci/tr. 

Consists In slavery— no. 

Adah. I have heard it sakl. 

}h® s^phs lavt chcrulum know matt— 
And this should be a cherub —since he loves not. 
Uafir- And if the higher knowledge 
quenches love, 

what must ^ bt you cannot love when known ? 
bince the nlhknowjng cherubim love least. 

The seraphs' love can be but ignorance : 

Ihat they are not compatible, the doom 
Of Ihy fond parents, for their daring, proves- 
Lho<w betwixt love and knowlrtge— since 
there is 

No other choice : your tire hath chosen already ; 
His worship U but fear. ' 

^dah. Oh, Cain 1 choose love. 

Cere. For thee, my Adah, I choose not-it 
‘ me— but I love nought else. [was 

rtli' r\ \ .L I Our parents? 

CtfM. Did they love us when they snatch'd 
from the tree 

lliai which hath driven us all from Pjradlse ? 
ASah. We were not born then— and if we liad 
Deen. 

'I'i'dren, Ciun ? 

r li^’ .Wy Lnoch ! and his lisping sister ? 
Co^d I but deem them happy. 1 woSki^haif 
forget-— but u can never be forgotten 
Th rough thnee a ih ousand general ions ! Never 
wS remembrance of the man 

Who sew'd the seed of evil and mankind 

^d sin— and, not content with ibe?^n 

And all the unnumber'd and innumerable 

’ milhons, myriads, which may be 
To inherit agonies accumulated ^ 

Thv w ^ "Kh things I 

^y beauty and iby love-my love and iSf 
Tht raoiufous moment and tbeplarid bmir 
^ we love Ir our childreu and ^h 
But lead them and 

Ofsin and pain— or few, but «iH I? sorrow ^ 
iQtercbeck d with an instant of plSSu^ 


Melhinks the true 


To Death— the unknown 1 
of knowledge 
Hath not fulflll d its promise- if they srnn'd. 

At least (hey ought to have known all ihings 
that are * 

Of knowledge— and the mystery of death. 

What do they know?— that they are miserable. 
Wliat need of snakes and fruits to (each us that ? 

Adah. I am not wretched, Cain ; and i( thou 
Wert happy 

Ca/M. Oc thou happy, (hen. alone— 

I w ill have nought to do wiih happiness, 

Wliich humbles me and mine. 

Adah. Alone I could not, 

yotwoM/d be happy ; but with those around us 
I think I could be so. despite of death, 

\\hich. as I know It not, 1 dread not, though 
'i seems an awful shadow— if I may 


If the blessedness I Judge from whit I have heard' 


Luei/tr, And thou couldst not 

Ahnt, thou s.iy s(. be happy ? 

k. u ' Oh, my Godl 

Who could be happy and alone, or good ? 

Tq me my soliiude seems sin ; unless 

\\ hen I think how soon 1 shall see my brother 

Ills brotlwr. and our children, and our parents. 

Yet thy Ood is alone ; and is He 
Unely, and goorj } Ihaor^v 

The angels and the mortals to make happy. 

And thus becomes so in diffusing joy. 

What can^oy be. but the spreading joy ? 
/.#r//rr. Ask of your tire, the exile fresh from 
eden ; 

Or of his first-born son : ask your own heart : 

1 1 IS not tranquil. 

Alas I no ( and you— 

Are you of heaven? 

^ , If 1 am not, inquire 
?=*!'*** «”-»preading happiness 
1 1 Which ^u proclaim) of the all-great and good 
Maker of life and living things ; it is 
His secret, and he keeps it. Wt must bear. 
And some or us resist, and both in vain 
His seraphs s.iy ; but it is worth the trial. 

Smee better may not be without : there is 
A wi^^ m the spirit, whkh direcu 
To right, as in the dim blue eir the eye 
Of you. young mortals. Ugbts at once upon 
The star which watches, welcoming (he mom. 
AM. It IS a beautiful star; I love it foriis 
Lutt/tr. And why not adore ? [beauty 

Adah, Our father 

Ad^es the Invisible only. 

- "<‘M - . . , , But the sym bols 

Of the invisible are the loveliest 
Of what is visible ; and wn bright star 
»^dtf of the of heaven. 

^ih (hat he has belield the God Him^seJf ^ 

Who made bun and our mother. 

«en Him ? 

Adah. Yes — m His works. 

LMo/er. Butin His being/ 
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Adah. No— 

Save in my father, who is God's own image : 

Or in Ki$ angels, who are like to thee— 

And brighter, yei less beautiful and pow’erful 
In seeming : as the silent sunny noon. 

Ail light they look upon us ; but ihou seem si 
Like an ethereal night, where long while clouds 
Streak ihe deep purple, and un number'd stars 
Sp<tngle the wonderful mysterious vault 
With things that look as if Ihey would be suns ; 
bo beautiful, unnumber'd. and endearing. 

Not dassUng, and yet dravring us to them. 

They fill tny eyes with tears, and so dost thou. 
I'hou seem St unhappy : do not make us so. 
And i wiU weep for thee. 

Lucifer. Alas I those tears \ 

Couldst thou but know what oceans will be 

Adtih. Byrne? [shed 

Luci/cr. By aJI, 

Adah. Wbaiali? 

LHCi/er. The million nullions— 

'I'liG myriad myriads— Ihe alUpeopled earth— 
'I'he unpeopled earth— and the o*er>peopled 
Of w hich thy bosom is the germ. ( Hell. 

Adiih. O Cain 1 

This spirit curseth us. 

CuiH. Let him say on ; 

Him will I follow. 

Adi>k. Whither? 

Lkci/er. To a place 

W/tcMce he shall come back to thee in an hour : 
But in that hour see thinp of many days. 

Adah. How can that be? 

Lucifer. Did not your htaker make 

Out of old worlds this new one in few days? 
And cannot I, who aided in this work, 

Sihow in an hour what He hath made in many, 
Or hath destroyed in few ? 

Cain. Lead on. 

Adah. WiU he. 

In sooth, return within an hour? 

Lueiftr. He shall. 

With us acts are exempt from time, and we 
Can crowd eternity into an hour, 

Or stretch an hour into eternity; 

We breathe not by a mortal measurement— 
But that a a mystery. Cain, come on with me. 
Adah. WiU he return? 

Lueifer. Ay, woman I he alone 

Of mortals from that place (the e rat and last 
Who shall return, save On^) shall come back 
to thee* 

To make that silent and expectant world 
As populous as this : at present there 
Are few inhabitaats. 

Adah. Where dwellcst thou ? 

Lueifer. Throughout all space. Where should 

1 dwell 7 Where are 

Thy God or Gods— there am I r all things are 
Di^ed with me ; life and death— and time— 
Eternity— and heaven and earth— and tw 
\shiich is not heaven nor earth, but peopled with 
I'hose who ooce peopled orshaU peopte both— 
These are my reabns 1 So that I do dinoe 


Ws. and possess a kingdom which U not 
Nu. If I were aot that which I have said. 

Could I stand here? His angels are wiihm 
Your vision. 

Adah. So they were when the fair serpent 
Spoke w ith our mother first. . . 

Lucifer. Cajn I ihou hast heart* 

If thou dost lor»g for knowledge, \ can»tiai« 

That thirst ; nor ask thee to partake oi Ujuis 
WJjich shall deprive thee of a single good * 
The Conqueior has left thee, hollow me. 

Cain. Spirit. I have said it. jmu 

[Exeunt LuctFER 

Adah [faihixt, exelaimiitg]. Cam I m 
brother! Cain! 

ACT IL 

Scs;ne X.^The AfystofSfaa 
Cain. \ tread on air, and sink oot ; yet I 

'^^UAfer. Have faith in me, and thou shall be 
Borne on the air, of which I am the pnn» 

Cain. Can 1 do so wiinoui 
Lueifer. Believe— and sink noil doubt 
perish 1 thus . 

Would run the edict of the other God, 

Who names me demon lo His angels * 

Echo the sound to mlscraWe Ihingji 
Which, knowing nought beyond their sna^^ 

Worship the word which stnkrt ** tf 

Evil or good what is proclaim d lo inem 

I n their* abasen.en 1. I will have ^2 

Worship or worship not, thou shall oeno 

The aorlds beyond iliy liillB 

Amerced for doubts beyond i^y JjjUc li e. 

With torture of my dooming. There ^ 

An hour, when, loss d upon «me 

A man shall say to a JhSl'walk 

And walk the welers ; and ihe 

Tl>c billows and be safe. / will 

Believe in me, as a condibonal ,j 

To save thee : but fly with S' 

Of space an equal flight, 

What thoudar'si "<>» 
or past, and present, and of future vrtW 
<S7». Oh, god, or demon, or whaieer 

Dosl.hou«<«r^r>i» 

The dust which form'd your &thef ' ^ be? 

YtS^smdl blue circle, swinging In far elhaf, 

With an infeKor circlet iit« tt **"i.«i,iviughl? 
Which looks like that whi^ 

Isihbourl^aradise? Where art ds wai«* 

^ How Should 1? and 

' Gatbcn a halo round U, like the light 
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Which shooe the roundest of the Stan, when I 
Reheld them from the skins of Paradise : 
Meihinks chey both, as we recede from them, 
Appear to jcMn the ionumerable stars 
Which are around us ; and. as >ve tnove on. 
Increase their myriads. 

Luti/tr. And if there should be 

Worlds greater than thine own. inhabited 
By greater things, and they themselves far more 
In number than the dust ^ (hy dull eanh, 
Though multiplied to animated atonas, 

AU living, and all doom'd (o death, and wretched 
What wouldst thou think ? 

Cain. 1 should be proud of thought 

Which knew such things. 

Lnei/tr. But if that high thought were 

Link'd to a servile mass of matter, and. 

Knowing such things, aspiring to such things. 
And science still beyond them, were chain'd 
down 

To the most gross and petty paltry wants, 

All foul and fulsome, and the >eTy best 
Of thine enjoyments a ssveet degradation, 

A most enervating and 6Uhy cheat 
To lure thee on to the renewal of 
Fresh souls and bodies, all foredoom'd to be 

As frail, and few so happy 

Cain. SpiKt I I 

Know nought of death, save as a dreadful thing 
Of which I have heard my parents speak, aa cl 
A hideous hcKtage 1 owe to ilvem 
No less than life ; a heritage not happy. 

If 1 may judge, till now. But. spirit! if 
It be as thou hast said (and 1 wlihln 
Feel tl>e prophetic torture of Its tniih). 

Here let me die : for to give birth to those 
Who can but suffer many years, and dk, 
Methinks is merely propagating death, 

And multiplying murder. 

Lutiftr. Thou canst oot 

AU die^there U what must survive. 

Cain. The Other 

Spake not of this unto my father, when 
He shut him forth from Paradise, with death 
Written upon his forehead. But at l^t 
Let what is mortal of me perish, that 
1 may be in the rest as angels are. 

Lueiftr. I am angelic : wouldst thou be as I 
am ? . [power, 

Cain. 1 know not what thou art : 1 see thy 
And see thou show'st ne things beyMd my 
power, 

Beyond all power of my bom faculties, 
Although inferior still to my desires 
And my conceptions. 

Lutt/tr. What are tb^ which dwell 

So humbly In thdr pride, as losQjourD 
With worms in clay? 

Cain. And what art thou who dwellest 
So haughtily m spirit, and canst range 
Nature and ijnmortality->and yet 
Seere'sl sorrowful ? 

Luti/o’. I seem that which I am ; 

And therefore do I ask of thee, if tfeiou 


Wouldst be immortal ? 

Cain. Thou hast said, I must be 

Immonal in despite of roe. I knew not 
This until lately— but since it must be, 

Let me. or happy or unhappy, leam 
To anticipate my Immortality. 

Lnti/fr. Thou didst before 1 came upon thee. 
Cain. How? 

Lnciftr. By suffer! ng- 

Cain. And must torture be immurtal? 

Lucifer. We and thy sons will try. But now, 
Isit not glorious? [behold I 

Cain. Oh. thou beautiful 

And unimaginable ether ! and 
Ye multiplying masses of ittcreased 
And still increasing lights I what are ye? what 
1$ this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as 1 have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Lden? 

Is your course measured for ye ? Or do ye 
Sweep on In your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion— at whkh my soul aches to think— 
Intoxicated with eternity? 

O Cod \ 0 Gods 1 or whatsoe'er ye are I 
How beautiful ye aie I how beautiful 
Your works, or accidents, or whatsoe'er 
They may be 1 Let me die, as atoms die 
(If that iMy die), or know ye in your might 
And knowledge I My thoughts arc not Jn this 
hour 

Unworthy what 1 see, though my dust is. 

SfHrit I let me ex^re, or see them nearer. 
Lucifer . An thou not nearer 7 Look back to 
Ihine earth ! 

Cain. Where is h? I see nothing save a mass 
Of most innumerable lights. 

Luei/cr. Look there I 

Cain. 1 cannot see It. 

Lucifer. Yet it sparkles itilL 

Cain. That I— yonder I 
Lucifer. Yea. 

Cain. And wilt thou tell me so ? 

Why. I have seen the hre^lhes and hre-worms 
Sprinkle the dusky groves and the green banks 
In the dim twilight, brighter than yon world 
Which bears them. 

Lucifer. Thou hast seen both worms and 
worlds. [them? 

Each bri^t and sparkling— what dost think of 
Cain. That they axe beautiful in their own 
sphere. 

And that night, which makes both beautiful, 
Tbe little shining fire<fly id 1i$ flight. 

And tbe immonal star Id its great course. 

Must both be guided. 

Lucifer. But by whom or what ? 

Cain. Show me. 

Lucifer. Oar's! thou behold 7 

Cain. How know I what 

I iare behold ? As yet thou hast shown nought 
1 dare not gase <» further. 

Lucifer. On, then, with me. 

Wouldst ibou behold thiop mortal or immortal? 
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Cain. Why, whai are things? 

Luciftr. Beth parUy i bat what doth 

5?it next thy heart ? 

Cain. The things I see. 

Luiifer. But what 

S-iU nearest it ? 

Cain. The things I hare not seen, 

Nor ever shall^the mysteries of death. 

Lucifer. What, if I show to thee things which 
have died. 

As 1 have shown thee much which cannot die ? 
Cain. Do so. 

Luci/cr. Away, then, on our migh^ wings 
Cain. Oh, how we cleave the blue I The stars 
fade from us 1 
The earth I where is my earth? Let me look on 
For 1 was made of it. [it 

Lucifer. ’Tis now beyond thee. 

Less, in the universe, than thou in it ; 

Yet deem not that thou canst escape it : thou 
Shalt soon return to earth and all its dust ; 

Tis part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Where dost thou lead me ? 

Lucifer. To what was before thee 

The phantasm of the world ; of which thy world 
Is but the wreck. 

Cain. What ! 1$ It not then new? 

Lucifer. No more than life is ; acul that was 
ere thou 

Or I were, or the things which seem to us 
Greater than either : m.'iny things will have 
No end ; and some, which would pretend to 
have 

Had no beginning, have had one as mean 
As thou : and mightier things have been extinct 
To make way for much meaner than we can 
Surmise ; for moments only and the space 
Have been and must be ail unekaug^Me. 

But changes moke not death, except to clay : 
But thou art clay— and canst but comprehend 
That which was clay ; and such thou shalt be* 
hold. (survey. 

Cain. Clay, spirit I what thou wilt, I can 
Lucifer. Away, then I 

Cain. But the lights fade from me fast, 
And some till now grew larger as w e approach’d. 
And wore the look of worlds. 

Lucifer. And such they are. 

Cain. And Edens In them ? 


Lucifer. It may be. 

Cain. And men? 

Lucifer. Yea, or things higher. 

Cain. Ay ? and serpents too ? 

Lues/tr. Wouldst thou have men without 
them ? must no reptiles 
Breathe save the erect ones.? 

Cain . How the ligb ts recede I 

Where fly we? 

Lucifer. To the world of phantoms, whkb 
Are beings past, and shadows still to come. 
Cain. But it grows dark, and dark — the stars 
Lucifer. And yet thou seest. (ate gone I 
Cain. Tis a fetfful light 1 

No sun, no moon, no lights inaumerable. 


The very blue of the empurpled oigbt 
Fades to a dreary twilight, yet 1 see 
Huge dusky masses : but unlike Otfs 
We were approaching, which, begirt with ugnt, 
Seem'd full of life even when their 
Of light gave way, and sbow'd them taluDg 
shapes . . 

Unequal, of deep valleys and vast mowtuos . 
And some emitting sotrks, and some djylay“8 
Enormous liquid plains, and some begirt 
With luminous belts, and floating moons, whicn 

Uke them, the features of fair earth Mnsiead, 

TlHW^ 5 «^t to behoM death and dead tWnp ? 

Cain. I seek it not : but as I kn^ 

Such, and that my sires sin makes him ana loei 
And all that w'e inherit, liable 
To such, I would behold at once, what i 
Must one day see perforce. 

luci/er. And SO it shall be ever ; but we wiu 
Unfold its gales 1 

Cain. Enormous vapoun roll 

Apart— what's this? 

En.,rl , 

Lucifer. Return I be sure ; how else sho 


death be peopled ? , -uum 

Its present realm is thin lo what It will » 

Through thee and thinc. . 

Cail 'Hieeloudssiin;^^ 

And wider, and make widening circle 
Lucifer. Advance 1 

Sc£H& \ tides. 

Enter LVCIFCR and CAirt. 

Cain. How silent and how vast art 

awlds! J iitmon 

}T they seem more than one, and . I, 
..lan the huge bfilliaoi lurrmo^ 

So thickly in the upper air. that i t. ^ 
Had deem'd them rather the bnght popui»» 
Of some all unimaginable Heaven, 

Than things to beTnbabited Ihems^^ 

But that on drawing near them I bwe 
Their swelUng into paJwble 2 to dw 

Of matter, which seemed made ® 

Rather than life itself. But her* all » 

.So shadowy and so full of twilight, that 
Itsp»ksofa day past. . . 

2^. l/is the r^"> 

Of de^—Wooldst have it P«s****^a I j^dow 
Casn. - 

That which it reaUy is. I cannot a^^- 
But if it be as I have bearti my 
fVa l oQt in his long homilies, QS a uung 
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O God \ 1 dare not (hink OQ’t ( Cuned be 
He who invented life that leads to death I 
Or the dull mass of life, that, bnng life. 

Could not retain, but needs must ^rfeit it — 
Even for the innocent I 

^Lud/tr. Dost thou curse thy father? 

CaiH. Cursed he not me in giving me my birth? 
Cursed he not me before my birth, in darittg 
To pluck the fruit forbidden ? 

Lvci/fr. Thou say’sl well : 

^ The curse is mutual 'twixt thy sire and thee 

But for thy sons and brother? 

• Let them share it 

with me, their sire and brother I V/hat else is 
Bequeath'd to me ? I leave (hem my inheritance. 
Oh, ye interminable gloomy realms 
or swimming shadows and enormous shapes, 
borne fully shown, some indistinct, and all 
Mighiy And melancholy— what are ye? 

Live ye. or have ye Uved ? 

Somewhat of both. 
CatM. Then what is death? 

Lvdftr. What? Hath not He who made ye 
Said m another life? 

_ Till now He hath 

Said nothing, save that all shall die. 

Lud/cr. Perhaps 

He one day will unfold that fun her secret. 

Cain. Happy the day ! 

Ludftr. Yes: happy I when unfolded 

I nrough ag-onles unspeakable, and clogg’d 
With agonies eternal, to innumerable 

Vet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms, 

AU to be animal ed for this only I [I see 

4 m^'***’ arc these mighty phantoms which 

Floaiing around me?— They wear not the form 
Of the intelligences I have>een 
Round our regretted and unenterd Eden, 

Nor the form of man as I have view'd it 
In Adam s, and In Abel's, and In mine. 

Not in my sister-bride's, nor in my children's • 
And yet they have an aspect, which, though not 
Of men nor angels, looks like something wbkh, 

II not the last, row higher than (he first, 
naughty, and high, and beauiifui, at>d full 
or seeming strength, but of inexplicable 
bhape ; for 1 never saw such. They bear not 
The wing of seraph, nor the face of man. 

Nor form of mightiest bruic, nor aught that b 
Now breathing ; mighty yet and beautiful 

As the most beautiful and mighty whkh 
Live, and yet so unlike them, (bat 1 scarce 
Cnn call ibere Uving. 

Cua/er. Yet they Uved. 

•nfoufc. Where 

Cain. When? 

f*'"; . Adunbthefim. ftobe 

Cain And what ace they? 


Lueifir. That which 

Thou Shalt be. 

Cain. But what v>trt they ? 


Luci/i 


cr. 


Living, high. 


Intelligent, goi^. great, and glorious things. 

As much superior unto all ihy sire. 

Adam, could e'er have Iwen in Eden, as 
The sixty-thous.and(h generation shall be. 

In its dull damp degeneracy, to (judge 

Thee and thy son and how weak they arc. 
By thy own flesh. 

Cain. Ah me I and did th<y perish ? 

Lndftr. Yes. from their earth, as thou wilt 
fade from thine. 

Cain. But was min< theirs? 

Lueifer. It was. 

Cain. But not as now. 

It b too little and too lowly to 
Sustain such creatures. 

Lnei/er. True, it was more glorious. 

Cain. And wherefore did ii fall ? 

Lucifer. Ask Him who felb. 

Cei'cr. But how? 

Lucifer. By a most crushing and inexorable 
Destruction ar^ disorder of ihe elements, 

Whkh struck A workl to chaos, as a chaos 
Subsiding has struck out a world : such things. 
Though rare in lime, are frequent in eternity. — 
Pass on, and gasc upon the pist. 

Cain. ‘Tis .iwful I 

Lucifer. And true. BehoM ihcse ph.iniomsi 
Material, as thou Art. (they were once 

Cain, And must 1 1^ 

Like them? 

Lucifer. Let Him who made ihee ar.swer thau 
I show (hce what thy predecessors Are, 

And what they uttre thou feclcsl. in degree 
inferior as thy petty feelings aiKl 
Thy petiier portion of ihe immorinl part 
Of high inlelligence and earthly sirenglh. 

Wh.it ye in common have wiih what they had 
Is life, and what ye tkall have— death : the rest 
Of your poor attributes is such as suits 
Reptiles engender'd out of the subsiding 
blimeof a mighty universe, crush'd into 
A scarcelr-ycl shaped planet, peopled with 
Things whose enjoyment was to be w blindness^ 
A Paradise of Ignorance, from which 
Knowledge was Ivarr'd as poison. But behold 
What these superior beings are or were ; 

Or. if it irk thee, turn ihee back and (ill 
1 he earth, ihy task— I *11 waft thee there in safety. 

Cain. No : I'll suy here. 

Lucifer. How long? 

Cain. For ever I Since 

1 must one day return here from the earth, 

I rather would remain ; 1 am sick of all 
That dust has shown me — let me dwell in 
shadows. 

Lucifer. It cannot be : thou now beholdest as 
A vision that which is reality. 

To make thyself fit for this dwelling, thou 
Must pass through what the things thou scesi 
have pass'd— 
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The gates of death. 

Cain. By whai gale have we enter'd 

Even now? 

Luci/tr. By mine I But. plighted to return. 
My spirit buoys thee up to breathe in regions 
\Vhere all is breathless save thyself. Gate on ; 
But do not think to dm’ell here till thine hour 
Is come. 

Cain. And these, too ; can they ne'er repass 
To earth again? 

Lu<i/<r. Thar earth » gone for ever — 
So changed by its convulsion, they would not 
Be conscious to a »ngle present sjw 
or its new scarcely harden'd surface — 'twas— 
Oh, what a beautiful world it wait 

Cain. And is. 

It is not with the earth, though 1 must till it, 

2 feel at war. but that I may not pr^t 
By what it bean of beautiful, umoiling. 

Nor gratify my thousand swelling thoughts 
With knowledge, nor allay my ihous.’tnd fears 
Of death and life. 

Lucifer. Wliat thy world b. thou seest. 
But canst not comprehend the shadow of 
That which it was. 

Cain. And those enormous creatures. 

Phantoms inferior in intelligence 
(At least so seeming) to the thinp we have pass'd. 
KesembUng somewhat the wild habitants 
Of the deep woods of earth, the hugest which 
Roar nightly in the forest, but tenfold 
In magnitude and terror : taller than 
The chertib-guarded walls of ICden, with 
Eyes flashing like the fiery swords which fence 
(hem. 

And tusks projecting like the trees stripp'd of 
Their tark and branches — what w’ere they? 

Luei/tr. Thatwhkh 

The Mammoth Is In thy world : but these Ue 
By myriads underneath its surface. 

Cam. But 

None on U? 

Luei/er. No : for thy frail race to war 
With them would render the curse on it useless— 
Twould be destroy'd so early. 

Cain.' But why sear f 

Lucifer. You have forgotten the denunciation 
Which drove yout race from Edeo— war with all 
things, [things. 

And death to all things, and disease to m<M 
And pangs, and bitterness : these were the fruits 
Of the forbidden tree. 

Cain. But animals — 

Did (bey, too, eat of it. that they must die? 
Lucifer. Your Maker told yc. they were made 
for you, ^ . 

As you for Him.— You would not have (heir 
Superior to your own 7 Had Adam not [doom 
Fallen, all bad stood. 

Ctf i«. Alas, the hopeless wretches I 

They too must share my sire's fate, like his sons; 
like them, ( 00 , without having shared (be an>to; 
like them. too. without the SO dcar>bought^ 
knoutU4£t / 


It tvas a lying tree— for we know nothing. 

At least it promised knennUdre at the price 
Of death— but knowledge suU : but what kn<nos 
man? 

Lucifer. It may be death leads to the highest 
knowledge ; 

And bmng of all things the sole thing certain, 

At least leads to the surest science ; therefore 
The tree was true, though deadly. 

Cain. These dim realms I 

1 see them, but I know them nou 
Lucifer. Because 

Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit wholly— but 'tis something 
To know (here are such realms. 

Cain. We knew already 

That there aas death. 

Lucifer. But not what was beyond It. 

Cain. Nor know I now. 

Lucifer. Thou k no west (hat (here is 

A state, and many states beyond thine own— 
And (his thou knewest not this morn. 

Can.. But .*11 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

Lucifer. Be content ; It will 

Seem clearer 10 thine Immortality. 

Cam. And yon immeasurable liquid space 
Of glorious azure which floats on b^ond us. 
Which kooks like water, and which I should deem 
I'he nver which flows out of Paradise 
Past my ow n dwelling, but that it is bankless 
And boundless, and of ethereal hue— 

What is it? 

Luafer. There U still some such on earib, 
Although inferior, and thy children shall 
Dw'di near it— '(is (he phantasm of ao ocean. 

Cain. 'Tis like another world ; a Ijquid iun— 
And those inordinate creatures spotting oer 
Its shining surface? 

Lucifer. Are Its inhaUtanis ; 

The past leviathans. 

Cain And yon immense 

Serpent, which rears hte dripping mancand^y 
Head ten times higher than ihc baughtitti ce<fv 
Forth from the abyss. looking as he could eoU 
Himself around the orbs we lately jookd on— 

Is he not of the kind which bask d beneath 
The tree in Eden ? . . 

Luctfer. Eve, thy mother, b«t 

Can tell what sliape of serpent «nipted her. 

Cain. This seeS too terrible. No 
Had more of beauty. . . . , .1 J 

Luetfer. Hast thou ne er Jdd bm? 

Cain. Mcny of the same kind (at least so 

Bui never^ibat piedsely which 
The fatal fruit, nor even of the same aspect. 
L.n/.r. Your «« him 

Who lempled bim-sbe by <hf 

Good man I v<b««'er .by 

.hem .0 .ugh. 

Be wre Owu seen firtt who hwb tempwl 
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Thy precept comes too late; there Is 
For serpeats to tempt woman to. foo more 
Luct/er. But there 

Are some things still which may tempt 

man to, 

And man tempt woman let thy sons look to It 1 
My counsel is a kind one : for ‘its even 
G)ven chiefly at my own expense : ’tis true, 

'Twill not be follow d. so there’s little lost. 

Cain. 1 uudecsiand not this. 

Lvd/tr. The happier thou 1^ 

Thy world and thou are still too young I Thou 
thinkest 

Thyself most u*icked and unhappy ; is it 
Not so? 

Cain. For crime, I know not ; but for pain 
1 have fell much. 

Lucifer. First-born of the first man f 

Thy present state of sin^and thou art evil— 

Of sorrow— and thou suflerest — are both Eden 
In all its innocence com^mred to wliai 
Thou shortly may’st be ; and that slate again 
In Its redoubled wretched ness, a Paradise 
To what ihy sons’ sons’ sons, accumulating 
In generations like to dust (which they 
In fact but add to), shall endure and do.^ 

Now let us back to earth I 
Cain. And wherefore didst thou 

Lead me here only to Inform me this? 

Lucifer. Was not thy quest for knowledge? 
_^^*'** Yes ; as being 

The road to happiness. 

Luci/cr. If truth be so. 

Thou hast it. 

Cain. Then my father’s God did well 
When He prohibited the fatal tree. 

Lucifer. But had done better In not planting It. 
But Ignorance of evil doth not save 
From evil ; It must still roll on the same, 

A pan of all things. 

. Not of all things, No : 

I U not believe It— for I thirst for good. 

Lucifer. And who and what doth not? Who 
covets evil 

For iis own bitter sake ?—A'm<- nothing I 'tis 
1 he leaven of all life, and Ufe^essness. 

Cain. Within those glorious orbs which we 
beheld. 

Distant, and dassling, and In numerate, 

Ere we cwme down into this phantom realm, 

III cannot come : they are too b^utifuj 
Lucifer. Thou bast seen them from tfif 
Cam. And what of that? 

Distance can but diminish glory- they 
When nearer, must be more Ineffable/ 

Approach tl>e things of eaith most 
beautiful, 

And Judge their beauty near. 

u V. . . * this— 

The loveliest thing I know Is loveliest nearmu 

Luet/er. Then there must be delusion.— Wbai 
Is that, 

Which being nearest to ibiae eyes Is still 
More beautiful than beauteous things remote ? 


Cain. My sister Adah. ~ All the stars of 
beaven. 

The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which \ooks a Sidrit. or a spirit's worlds 
The hues of twilight— the sun's gorgeous com* 
His setting indescrib.tble, which fills [ing — 

My eyes with plcas-tin tears, .is 1 behold 
Him sink, and feel leiy he.in float softly with him 
Along that western paradise of clouds— 

The forest shade— the green bough— the bird's 
voice — 

The vesper bird's, w hich seems to sing of love, 
And mingles with the song of cherubim, 

As the day closes over Eden’i walls 
All these are nothing, to my eyes and heart. 
Like Adah's face : I turn from earth and heaven 
To gaze-on it. 

Lucifer. 'TIs fair as frail mortality, 

In the first dawn and bloom of young creation, 
And earliest embraces of earth’s parents 
Can make its offspring ; still h is delusion. 

Cain. You think so, being not her brother. 

Lucifer. Mortal I 

My brotherhood's aith those who have no chil- 
dren. [us. 

Cum. Then thou canst have no fellowship w ith 

Lucifer. It may be iltat thine ow n shall oe for 
But if tliou dost possess a beautiful [me. 

Being beyond all beauty in thine eyes, 

Why art thou wretched ? 

Cam. Why do legist? 

Why art thau wretclicd ? why are all things so? 
Even He who made us must be. as the maker 
Of things unha|>py I I'o produce destruction 
Can surely never be the task of joy. 

And yet my sire says He’s omnipotent : 

Then why is evil—. i« being go^ ? I ask'd 
1'his question of my lather ; and he said, 
Because this evil only was the path 
To good. Strange good that must arise from out 
Its deadly opposite. 1 lately saw 
A lamb stung by a reptile : the poor suckling 
I.ay foaming on rhe earth, beneath the vain 
And piteous bleating of its restless dam ; 

My father pluck'd some herbs, and laid them to 
'I he wound ; and by degrees the helpless wretch 
Resumed its carvlesa life, and rose to drain 
Ibe mother's nulk, who o'er it tremulous 
Stood licking its reviving limbs with joy. 
behoU, my son 1 said Adam, how from evil 
Springs good J 

Lucifer. W hat didst thou answer ? 

Cam. Nothing; fot 

He is my father : but 1 thought, (hat ‘twere 
A better portion for the aniaial 
Never to hare been stung at all, than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With agonies unutterable, though 
DispeU’d by antidotes. 

Lucifer. But as thou saidst 

Of all beloved things thou lovest her 
Wbo shared thy mother’s milk, and giveih hcis 

Unto thy ehildreo 

I Cam. Llosi assuredly * 
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What should I be without her? 

Luciftr. What am I ? 

Cfiiti. Dost thou love nothing? 

Luafer. What does thy God love ? 

Cain. AU things, my father says: but ) con* 
I see it not in their allotrnent here. [fess 

Lne/er. And therefore thou canst not see if / 
love 

Or no. except some vast and general purpose. 
To which particular things must melt like snows. 
Cain. Snows I what are they? 

Ln<i/<r. Be happier in not knowing 

What thy remoter ofTspKng must encounter : 
But baste beneath the clinte which know s oo 
winter. [thyself? 

Cain. But dost thou not love something like 
Lvd/tr. And dost thou love tkystt/ f 
Cain. Yes. but love more 

What makes my feelings more endurable. 

And is more than myself, because I love it. 

Luci/er. Thou lovest it. because *ti$ bnutiful. 
As was the apple In thy mother's eye : 

And when It ceases to be so, thy love 
Will cease, like any other appetite. 

Cain. Cease to be beautiiuit how can that be? 
Luciftr. With time. 

Cain. But lime has past, and hitherto 

Even Adam and my mother both are fair ; 

Not fair like Adah and the seraphim— 

But very fair. 

l.ur.i/tr. All that must pass away 
In them and her. 

Cain. I‘m sorry for it ; but 

Cannot conceive my lo\e for her the less. 

And when her beauty disappears, meihinks 
He who creates all twauty will lose more 
Than me in seeing perish such a work. 

Lutiftr. 1 pity thee, who lovest what must 
perish. 

Cain. And I thee, who lovst nothing. 
Lnciftr. And thy brother— 

Sits he not near thy heart ? 

Cain. Why should he not? 

Luciftr. Thy father loves him well— so does 
Cain. And so do I. [thy God. 

Luciftr. Tis w ell and meekly done. 

Cain. Meekly 1 

Luciftr. He is the second bom of flesh. 
And is his mother’s favourite. 

Cain. Let him keep 

Her favour, since the serpent was the first 
To win it. 

Lucifer. And his fathers? 

Cain. What is that 

To me? should I not love that which all loxw? 
Luciftr. And the Jehovah— the iodnigent 
L^> 

And bounteous planter of hon'd Paradise— 

He. too, looks sntiUngly on Abel. 

CeiJi. I 

Ne'er saw Him, and 1 know not if I le senues. 
Luafer. But you have seen His angels. 

Cain. Rarely.^ 

Luc^er. So* 


SuflicientN to see they love your brother : 

//is sacrinces are acceptable. 

Cain. 5o be they 1 wherefore speak to me of 
this ? [now. 

Luciftr. Because thou hast thought of this ere 
Cain. And if 

I have thought, why recall a thought that- — 
\kcfauies. as I 

//trt we are in tky world : speak not of mtnt. 
Thou hast shown me wonders : thou hast shown 
me those 

Mighty pre-Adamites who walk'd the earth 
Of which ours is the wreck ; thou hast pointed 
out 

kfyri*ids of starry worlds, of which our own 
Is the dim and remote companion, in 
Infinity of life : thou hast shown me shadows 
Of that existence with the dreaded name 
Which my sire brought us— Death ; thou hast 
show’n me much— 

But not all : show me where Jehovah dwells, 

In Hisespedal Paradise— or (hint: 

Where b it ? 

Lucifer. //ere, and o’er all Space. 

Cain. But ye 

Have some allotted dwelling— as all things ; 
Clay has its earth, and other worlds their tenants: 
All temporary breathing creatures their 
Peculiar ekmenl ; and things which have 
Long ceased to breathe our breath, have 1 heirs, 
thou say'st : 

And the Jehovah and thyself have thine— 

Ye do not dwell together? 

Lucifer. No, we reign 

Together : but our dwellings are asunder. 

Cain. \Yould there w-ere only one of ye I 
I^rvh;ince 
An unity of purpose might make union 
In elements which seem now jarr’d in storms. 
How came ye, being spirits, wise and infinite. 

To sqMraie ? Are ye not as brethren in 
Your essence, and your nature, and your glory 7 
Lucifer. Art thou not Abel’s brother? 

Cain. We are brethren. 

And so we shall remain : but were it not so, 

Is spirit like to flesli? can it fall out ? 
infinity with Immorialiiy ? 

Jarring and turning space to misety— 

Tor » hat ? 

Luciftr. To reign. 

Cain. Did ye not (ell me that 

Ye are both eternal ? 

Luciftr. Yea I 

Cain. And what 1 have seen, 

Yon blue immensity, is boundless ? 

Lucifer. Ay. . 

Cain. And cannot ye both reign, thenf—ts 
there not 

Enough ? — why should ye differ? 

Lsiifcr. ^ We ArfA reign. 

Cain. But one of you makes evil. 

LmeiM. , 

Cain. 

If (hou canst do man good, why dost thou not t 
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Luci^. And why not He who made? I 
made ye not : 

Ye are His creatures, and not mine. 

Cain. llten leave us 

His creatures, as thou say'st we are, or show me 
I1iy dwclUng, or His dwelling. 

Luciftr. I could show thee 

Bnih : but the time w ill come thou shalt see one 
or them for evermore. 

Cain. And why not now? 

Lvei/er. Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp 
to gather 

The little 1 have shown thee into calm 
And clear thought ; and thou wouldst go on 
aspiring iN**' 

To the great double Mysteries ! the hvo PriMti' 
And gase upon them on their secret thrones 1 
Dust ! limit thy ambition ; for 10 see 
Either of these, would be for thee to perish I 
L'ditt. And let me perish, $0 I see them ! 
Lufi/ir. There 

The son of her who snatch'd the apple spake ! 
Rut thou wouldst only perish, and not see them ; 
That sight is for the other slate. 

Cain. Of death I 

Luei/tr. That is the prelude. 

Cain. Then I dread It less. 

Now that 1 know it leads to something definite. 
Luci/tr. And now 1 will convey Ihee 10 ihy 
world. 

Where thou shalt multiply the race of Adam. 
Eat, drink, loll, tremble, laugh, weep, sleep, 
and die. 

Caitt. And to what end have I beheld these 
Which thou hast shown me ? [things 

Luci^. Didst thou not require 

Knowledge? And have I not. in what Ishow’d, 
Taught thee to know thyself? 

Cain. Alas I I seem 

Nothing. 

Luci/tr. And this should be the human sum 
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature's notlung- 
ness : 

Bequeath that science to thy children, and 
'Twill spare them many torture. 

_ Cain. Haughty spirit . 

Thou speak si it proudly ; but thyself, though 
H«t a superior. (prwu, 

No ! by henven, which Hv 
Holds, and the abyss, and the immensity 
Of worlds and life, which I hold with Him —No ! 
1 have a victor— true ; but no superior. 
Homage He has from all— but none from me : 
t battle it against Him. as I battled 
In highest heaven. Through all eternity 
And the unfathomable gulfs of Hades. 

And the interminable renims of space, 

And the Infinity of endless ages. 

All. all, will 1 dispute I And world by world. 
And SUV by star, and universe by universe. 
Shall tremble in the baL'^nce. till the great 
Conflict shall cease, if ever it shall 
Whieh it ne'er shall, till He or I be quench'd I 
And wbat cas quench our immon^iy. 


Or mutual and irrevocable bate ? 

He as a conqueror will call the conquer'd 
Evit ! but what will be the good He gives 7 
Were I the victor, His worli would be deem'd 
The only evil ones. And you, ye new 
And scarce-bom mortals, what have been flis 
To you already, in your little world? Igifts 
Cain. But few. and some of those but bitter. 
Laa/tr. aick 

With me. then, to thine earth, and try the rest 
Of His celestial boMis to you and yours. 

Evil and good are things in their own essence, 
And not made good or evil by the giver : 

Rut if He gives you good— so call Him ; if 
Evil springs from Him. do not name it mine. 
Till ye know better its true fount ; and judge 
Not by words, (hough of spirits, but the fruits 
Of your existence, such as it >!)ust be. 

One good gift has the fatal apple given — 

Your reason let it not be over»sway ’d 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
'Oainst all external sense and inward feeling : 
Think and endure— and form an inner world 
!n your own bosom— where the outward fails ; 
So shall you nearer he the spiritual 
Nature, and war triumphant with your own. 

[ They disappear. 


ACT III. 

Scene \.—The Earth near Eden, as in Act /, 
Enter Cain and Adah. 

Adah. Hushi tread softly, Cain. 

Cain. I will ; but wherefore ? 

Adah. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yon bed 
Of leaves, beneath (he cypress. 

Cain, Cypress 1 'lis 

A gloomy tree, which looks as if it mourn'd 
O'er what it shadows ; wherefore didst thou 
For our child’s canopy ? [choose it 

Adah. Because its branches 

Shut out the sun like night, and therefore seem'd 
Filling to shadow slumber. 

Cam. Ay, the last— 

And longest ; but no matter— lead me 10 him. 

f They go ay to the child. 
How lovely he appears ! bis little cheeks, 

In (heir pure incarnation, vying with 
I'he rose leaves strewn beneath them. 

Adah. And his Ups, too. 

How beautifully parted ! No ; vou shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now: he will aw’oke soon— 
His hour of mid«day rest is nearly over ; 

But it were pity to disturb him till 
'Tis closed. 

Cain. You have said well : ( will contain 
My heart till then. He smiUs, nod bleeps 1— 
Sleep on 

And vnile. ibou little, young inheritor 

Of a world scarce leas young: sleep on, and 

[cheering 

loine are (be hours and days when both are 
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And innoc«nr 1 tkou hast not the fruit — 

Thou kiiow'si not thou art naked I Must the 
time 

Come (hou shall be amerced for sins unknown, 
Which were not mine nor thine ? But now sleep 
on ! 

His cheeks are reddening into deeper smiles. 
And shining lids are trembling o’er his long 
Lashes, dark as the cypress which waves o'er 
them ; 

Half open, from beneath them the clear blue 
Laughs cut, although la slumber. He must 
dream~ 

Of what } Of Paradise I^Ay I dream of it, 

My disinherited boy ! *Tis but a dream : 

For never more thyself, thy sons, nor fathers, 
Shall walk in that forbidden place of |oy I 
Aditk. Dear Cain I Nay. do not whisper o'er 
onr son 

Such ini'lnncholy yearnings o’er the past : 

Why wilt thou always mourn for l^radlse? 

Can we not make anoilter ? 

Cmn. Where? 

Adah. Here, or 

Where'er thou wilt : where’er thou art 1 feel not 
The want of this so much-regretted Eden. 

Have ! not thee, our boy, our sire, and brother. 
And Zillah— our sweet sister, and our £ve. 

To whom wo owe so much besides our birth ? 
Cain. Ye$-^deaih, too, Is amongst tl»e debts 
we owe her. [thee hence, 

Adah. Cain I that proud spirit, w no withdrew 
Hath sadden’d thine still deeps:r. I had hoped 
The promised wonders which thou host beheld. 
Visions, thou say’st. of past and present worlds. 
Would have composed thy mind into the calm 
Of a contented knowledge ; but I see 
Thy guide hath done th^evil : still 1 thank him. 
And can forgive him all, that he so soon 
Hath given thee back to us. 

Cain. So soon 7 

Adah. Tis scarcely 

Two hours since ye departed : (wo tang hours 
To mt, but only kauri upon the sun. 

Cain. And yet 1 have approach’d that sun. 
and seen 

Worlds which be once shone on, and nevermore 
Shalllight ; and worlds he never lit : meihought 
Years had roll’d o'er my absence. 

Adah. Hardly hours. 

Cain. The mind, then, bath capacity of time. 
And measures it by that which it beholds, 
Pleasing or painful ; little or almighty. 

1 had beheld the immemorial works 
Of endless beings ; skin’d extinguish’d worlds ; 
And, gasing on eternity, meihought 
I had borrow’d more by a few* drops of ages 
From its immensity ; but now I feel 
My littleness again. Well said the spint, 

That I was nothing 1 

A dak. Wherefore said be so 7 

Tehovab said not (bat 

Cain. No: /fr contentt Him 

WhU making us the which we are; 


And after flattering dust with glimpses ol 
£den and Immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again— for what ? 

Adah. Thou know’st— 

Even for our parents' error. 

Cain. What is that 

To US? they sinn'd, then M them die I 
Adah. I'hou host not spoken well, nor is that 
thought 

Thy own. but of the spirit who was with thee. 
Would J could die for them, so M<y might live I ly 
Cain. Why, so say I— provided that one vio- 
Might satiate the insatiable of life, [tint 

And that our little rosy sleeper (here 
M ighi never t.iste of death nor human sorrow. 

Nor band it dow n to those w ho spring from him. 

Adah. How know we that some such atone* 

Mny not redeem our race? [ment one day 
Cain . By sac ri6 clng 

Tlie harmless for the guilty? WJiat atonement 
W’ere tliere? \S'hy. tae are innocent ; what have 
Done, ilia I we must be victims for a deed [we 
Before our birili, or need have victims to 
Alone for this mysterious, nameless sin— 

If it be such a sin to seek for knowledge ? 

Adak. Alas I thou sinnest now, my Cain ; 
Sound impious in mii\c cars. [thy words 

Cain. 1 hen leave me I 

Adak. Never, 

Though ihy God left thee. 

Cam. Say, what have we here? 

Adak. Two altars, which our brother Abel 
made 

During thine absence, whereupon to offer 
A SAcnhcc to God on thy return. [ready 

Cain. And how knetv he that t would be so 
With the burnt •offerings, which he dally brings 
With a meek brow, whose base humility 
Shows more of fear than worship, as a bribe 
To the Creator 7 

Adak. Surely, ‘tis well done. 

Cain. One altar may suffice ; l have no offer- 
ing. , 

Adak. The fruits of (be earth, the earN beau- 
BlMsom and bud , and bloom of flow ers and fnu u* 

1 hese area goodly offering to the L«^, 

Gi>‘en with a gentle and a contriie spint. 

Cain. \ have toil’d, and till'd, and swealenia 
the sun. , , 

According to the curse must 1 do more t 
For whai sljould I be gentle 7 for a ww 
With alt the elements ere they will yield \^t 
The bread w e eai ? For whai must I be grate- 
For being dust, and groveUing in the dust. 

Till I return to dust ? If I am nothing-- 
For noihing shall 1 be an hypocrite, * 

And seem weU pleased xviib pain? For what 
Be contrite 7 for my father s sin, already 
Expiaie wiih what w e all have uodergone, 

And to be more (hon expiated by 
The ages prophesied, upon our seed. 

Ulde deems our young blooming sleeper there, 

The genus of aa eternal misenr 

To myriads is within Iwu I wBer tverc 
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soaich'd him m his sle6p» aod doalfd him 
rhe rocks, than let him live lo-^— Pgainst 
Adah. Oh. my God! 

Touch not the child^my child I thy child 1 O 
Cain 1 

Cain. Feai not 1 for all the stars, and all the 
rower 

Whicii sways them. I would not accost yon infant 
With ruder freeting than a fathers kiss. 

Adah. Then why so awful in thy speech ? 
Cain. I said, 

Twere better that he ceased to live, than give 
Life to so much of sorrow as he must 
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath ; but since 
That saving jars you. let us only say — 

'Twere better that he never had b^’en born. 
Adah, Oh, do not say so \ Where were then 
the joys. 

The mother's joys of watching, nourishing 
And loving him? Soft! he awakes- Sweet 
Enoch I g^i to fht tktld. 

0 Gain I look on him ; see how full of life. 

Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and ofjoy. 
How like to me— how like to ilvee, wl>en ger»ile. 
For thfn we are aii alike : is't not so. Cain ? 
Mother, and sire, and son, our features are 
Reflected in each other ; as they are 

In the clear waters, when Mry are gtntU. and 
When than an^ntU. Love us. then, my Caici ! 
And love thyself for our sakes. for we love ihea. 
Look I how he laughs and stretches out his arms. 
And 0|»ns wide his blue eyes upon thine. 

To hail his father ; while his little form 
Fhjtters as wing'd with Joy. Talk not of pain I 
Tna childless cherubs well might envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent ! Hkss him, Cain I 
As yet he hath no words to thank thee, but 
His heart will, and thine own too. 

. Bless thee, hoy * 

u that a mortal blessing may avui thee 
To save thee from the serpent s curse I 
Adah. U shall 

Surely a father's blessing may avert 
A reptile's subtlety. 

Cain. Of that 1 doubt : 

But bless him ne er the less. 

-n. u 1- . . brother comes. 

Cam. Tby brother Abel. 

Bnttr Abel. 

Welcome, Cain f My brother 

1 Ire peace of God be on thee I 

Cain. Abel hail I 

wandering*^^^ 

la high communion with a spirit far 
Bwnd our wonted mage. Was he of those 
Wa have ^n and spoken with, like to our father? 
Cam. No. 

AM. Why then commune with him? bemav 

A foe to the Most High. 1^ 


AM. Term //<«/— your words arc stmiigc 
to-day, my brother. 

My sister Adah, leave us for awhile — 

We mean 10 sacriflee. 

Adah. Farewell, my Cain ; 

But flrst embrace thy son. M.iy his soft spirit. 
And Abel’s JMOUS ministry, recall thee 
To peace and hohne&s ! 

[AjrVAOAtf. tvi/h her child. 
AM. Where linsi thou been ? 

Cain. I know not. 

AM. Nor what thou hast seen ? 

The dead, 

The immortal, the unbounded, the omnipoicni, 
TJie overpowering mysteries of space— 

The innumerable worlds that were and arc 

A whirlwind of such ovcnvlielming things. 

Suns, moons, and e«tr(hs. upon their loud 'voiced 
spheres. 

Singing in thunder rovnvri me. as h.ive ma<lc me 
Unm lor mortal converse : leave me. Abel. 
Ahcl. Thine eyes are fl.ijihing wi(h unnatural 
I If hi.— 

Thy Check is flush’d wUh an unnatural hue,— 
'I’hy words arc fraught with an unnaiural 

WIiAi may this mean ? [sound ; 

Cain. Ji mcsins^— I pray thee, leave me, 
AM. Not till we have pray'd and sacriftcea 
together. 

Cairn. Abel. I pray thee, sacrifice alone— 

I Jehovah lovws iliec well. 

'^«lk I hope. 

Cam. But thee the belter : 1 care not for that, 
^on art filter for hi» worship than 1 am \ 
Revere Him. then— but let it be alone— 

At least without me. 

Brother, I should ill 
Deserve the name of our great father's son, 

If. as my elder. I revered thee not, 

And in the worship of our call'd not 
On thee to join me. and precede me in 
Our priesthood— *tis thy place. 

, But I have ne’o: 

Asserted it. 

AM. The more my grief; I pmy thee 

I To do so now : thy soul seems labouring in 

Some strong delusion ; it will calm thee. 

Cam. , 

Nothing can calm me more, Calmt sav [? 

Never ' 

Knew I what calm was in the soul, although 

, Ml aw seen the elements still d. My Abel, leave 

Or let me leave thee to thy pious purpose, fme • 

'AM. Neither : we must perform our task 

Spurn me not. [together. 

u/I* .. . then. 

What shall I do I 

^ Choose one of those two altars. 
Caen. Choose for roc : they to me are $0 

t. I [tnuch turf 

AM, Choose thou I 

Caij^ i have chosen. 

And suita thee. a., ‘he elder. Now 
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Tbine ofTerings. 

Cain. Where arc thine? 

Abel. Behold them here — 

The firstlings of the flock, and fat thereof^ 

A shepherd's humble offering. 

Cain. I have no flocks ; 

I am a tiller of the ground, and must 
Yield wh.*it it yieldcth to my toil— its fruit : 

gathers fruiU. 

Behold them in their various bloom and ripeness. 
[^They dress their altarsy and kindle a 
flame npon them. 

Abel. My brother, as the elder, ofler flrst 
Thy prayer and thanksgiving «iih sacriflee. 

Cain. No — I am new to this; lead thou the 
And 1 will follow— as I may. [way. 

A bel \kneeling\ O God • 

Who made us. and who breathed the breath ed 
Within our nostrils, who baih blessed us. [life 
And spared, despite our father's sin. to make 
His children all lost, as they might have been. 
Had not Thy justice beerv $0 temper'd w ith 
The mercy which is Thy delight, as to 
Accord a pardon like a nradise. 

Compared with our great crimes : Sole Lord of 
Of good, and gloir. and eternity ; (hsht I 
Without whom all were evil, and with whom 
Nothing can err. except to some good end 
Of Thine omnipotent benevolence- 
inscrutable, but still to be fulfiird— 

Accept from out thy humble flrst of shepherds* 
First of the flrst'bom flocks— an oflering. 

In itself nothing— as what offering oan be 
Aught unto Thee?— but yet accept it for 
The thanksgiving of him who spreads it in 
The face oiThy high heaven, bowing his own 
Even to the dust, of which he is. in honour 
Of Thee, and of Thy name, for evermore I 

Cain [standing erett during tkss sfeeehy 

Spirit I tthate'er or whosoe'er Thou art. 
Omnipotent, it may be— and, If good, 

Sliown in the exemption of Thy deeds from evil ; 
lehovah upon earth \ and God in heaven \ 

And it may be with other names, because 
Thine aunbutes seem many, as Thy works :— 
If Thou must be propitiated with prayers. 

Take them I IfTlwu must be induced with altars. 
And soften’d with a sacriflee. receive them I 
Two beings here erect them unto Thee, 
IfThoulov'st blood, the shepherd s shrioe, which 
smokes 

On my right hand, hath slicd it for Tlry service 
la the first of bis flock, whose limbs now reek 
1 n sanguinary incense to Thy skies ; 

Or if the sw eet and bloonung fruiu o* earth. 
And milder seasons, w hich ll« unstaia'd turf 
[ spread them on now offers in the face 
Of the broad sun which ripen'd them, may seem 
Good to Thee, Inasmuch as they have not 
Suffer'd in limb or life, and rather form 
A mmple of Thy works, than suppbcaiKm 
To look on ours ! If a shrine without nctim, 
And altar without gore, may win Thy favour. 
Look on it 1 And for him who aressetli ik 


He is— such as Thou mad'st him ; and seeks 
nothing 

Which must be won by kneeling : If he's edi. 

St rike him I Thou art om nipotent, and ma/ st— 
For what can he oppose ? If he be good. 
Strike him. or spare him, as Tliou will I since all 
Rests upon Thee, and good and evil seetn 
*ro have no power themselves, save in Thy will ; 
And whether that be good or ill 1 know not, 
Nor being omnipotent, nor fit to judge 
Omnipotence, but merely to endure 
Its mandate ; which thus far I have enduroJ- 
f The flrt uM the altar 0 / AbrL kindles 
a eelnmn of the brightest flame, and aseenSt 
to heaven ; while a whirlwind throws dm»n 
the attar 0 / CAtN, and seaiters the /mtU 
abroad upon the earth. ... 

Abel[kneeling\ Oh, brother, pray I Jehovah I 
wroth with tbee. 

Cain. Why So? 

Abet. Thy fruits arc scatter’d on the 
Cain. From earth they came, to earth ^ 
them reium ; [summj* 

Their seed will bear fresh fruit there cm w 
Thy burnt flesh-offering prospers belter ; «e 
How heaven licks up the flames, when thick 

Abel. Think not upon my offering's 
But make another of thine own before 
It (s too late. 

Cain. I will build no more altars. 

Nor suffer any . > 

.4M [riiivl Cain I whal rneanasl Iho^ 
Cain. To cast down yon vile flatterer of W 
clouds. „ 

The sm^y harbinger of thy dull 
Thine altar, with Us blood of 
Whkh fed on milk, to be destroy din Wocmj. 
Abet [op/osin/ him]. Thou shall not l-aM 
not impious works to impious 
Words I let that altar stand-’tis hallow d now 
By the immo/ial pleasure of Jehovah. 

In His acceptance of the victims. 

m^plUsuref what was his high 
The fume* of scorch Ing flesh and 
To the pain of the bleating 

Still ycani for their dead oflspnn^ ^ . 


" Abel. Brother, give back I tnou »u. 

touch my altar „ . 

With violence : if that thou wilt adopt Jt 

Gi^wiiy l-thy God lo«*bl.^ l-tb" 

Give «y. tn H« b»<h 

I b«««n Ihee «.d lb. shrine »bicb h*U> 
Had His acceptance. 


else 


« 
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Cain If thou lov'st thyself. 

Stand back till 1 have strew’d this turf ^oog 

Its native soil else 

Adti [o/fiojifig Aim]. 1 love God far more 
Than life. 

Cain \strikin^ him with a brand an th4 
ttmpia, which At snatches from the allar\ 
Then take thy life unto thy God. 
Since He loves lives. 

Abet \jQtli\ What hast thou done, my bro- 
ther? 

Cain. Brother I 

Abet. 0 God ! receive Thy servant, aiKi 
Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what 
He did— Cain, give me— give me thy band ; and 

Poor 2iilah [tell 

Cain \^ftcr a moments stufie/aetion]. My 

hand I *tis all red, and with 

What? \A long use. — Looking slawty round. 

Wliere am 1 ? alone { Where s Abel \ where 
Cain ? Can it be that I am he? My brother. 
Awake I— why Uest thou so on the green earth ? 
*Tis not the hour of plumber :— why so pale? 
What, hast thoul^^thou wen full of life this 
mom I 

Abel I I pray ihee. mock me not I 1 smote 
'foo hercely, bui not fatally, Ah, why 
Wouldst thou opi>ose me ? This Is ntoekery. 
And only done to daunt me ; — *twas a blow — 
And but a blow. Stir— stir- nay, only stir I 
Wliy, s^that's well I— thou breath’st ! breathe 
upon me I 

O God I 0 God I [God? 

Abtl \v^y faintly). What^s he who speaks of 
L Catn. Thy murderer. 

Abel. Then may God forgive him I Cain, 
Comfort poor 2ilkh . she has but one brother 

And 1 none I — Who makes me bro- 
therless? 

His eyes are open r (hen he is no( dead i 
Death is Uke sleep; and sleep shuts down our 
hds, 

His lips, too. OK apart ; whv. (hen. he breathes ! 
And yet I feel it not. His heart I— his heart I 

J^t me see, doth it beat? methinks Nol— 

This is a vision, else I am become fno ! 

The native of another and worse world, fwet • 
The earth swims round me : what is this?— 't is 

[J^uts hu hand to hie brow, and then looAs at it 

And yet there are no dewsl Tis blood— mv 
blood— ' 

M» broihtf 5 and my own : and shed ly me I 
Then whal have I further to do with life 
Since I have taken life from my own flesh? 

But he cannot be dead I- Is silence death? 

No ; he will wake : then let me watch by him. 
Ufe cannot be so slight, as to be qucncKd 

* “y him ?-^My brother l-No • 
He will not a^wer to that name ; for brethren 
Smite not each other. Yet-yei-spcak to me I 
Oh for a word more of that gentle wSoe^ 

ihax I may bear 10 hear my own agiiiu \ 


Enter ZtlXAH 


Zillah. I heard a heavy sound ; wbat can Ji 
"^e? 

'TlsCain : and watching by my husband. What 
Dost thou there, brother ? Doth he sleep ? Oh, 
heaven 1 [No, no! 

What means this paleness, and von stream ?— 
It is not blood : for w’lio would shed his bto^ ? 
Abel * whafs this?— who hath done this? He 

He breathes not : and his hands drop dow n from 
With stony lifelessness ! Ah ! cruel Cain I 
Why cam St thou not in time to save him from 
This violence? Whatever liath assail d him, 
Thou wen the stronger, and shouldst have 
stepp’d in 

Betw een him and aggTe»sion ! Father i— Eve !— 
Adah !— come hither ! Death 1$ in the world ! 
[Exit ZJLtAK. eailingoH her parents, etc. 
Cain \solus\ And who hath biought him 
there ?— I— who abhor 

ITie name of Death so deeply, that the though. 
Empoison’d all my life, before 1 knew 
His aspect- 1 have led him here, and given 
My Urotlier 10 his cold and siill embrace. 

As if he wouki not have asserted hia 
Inexorable claim without my aid. 

I am awake at last— a dreary dream 

Had madden'd me but he shall ne'er awake 

Enter Adam, Eve, Adah, W Zillah. 

Adam. A voice of woe from Zlilah brings me 
here,— • 

Wh,( do I we?-Tlj tn.« l-Mywr, !-my son 
Woman, behold the serpent’s woik, and thine ! 

oHt now 5 the^wfi^nri 

Am in my h«. My best beloved. AUl 1 
Jehovah 1 this is punisliment beyond 
A mother’s sin, to lake him from me I 
Adam. Who 

Of what hath done (his deed?— Speak. Cam- 
since thou ^ ^ 

Wert pr^nt ; was It some more hostile angeL 
Who walks not with Jehovah ? or some wild 
brute of the forest? 

Tt 4- Ah ! a livid light 

Breaks through, as from a thundcr-cloud J Yon 
brand 

M my and bloody, snatch’d from ofl the altar. 
And black with smoke, and red with 

c,^*?**’ Speak, my son 

Wak, and assure us, wretched as we a«. 
i bat we are not more miserable still. 

Eve*' ** 

I s« it now — he hangs bis guilty head, 

And covers bis ferocious eyes with hands 
iDcamadine. 

^ thou dost him wrong- 

L *his hortiblo accuSal 

Wluch giicf wrings from our parent. 

30 
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CAIN. 


[ACTW* 


Eve. Hear, lehovah ! 

May the eternal serpent's curse be on him 1 
Kor he was litter for his seed than ourt. 

May all Ins days be desolate I May 

Adah. HoW ! 

Curse him not, mother, for he is thy son — 

Curse him not* mother, for he is my brother. 
And my betroth’d. 

Eve. He hath left thee no brother— 

Zillah no husband— roe ho soh /—for thus 
I curse him from my sigl>t for evermore ! 

All bonds I bruak beivieen us, as he broke 

1 hat of bis nature, in yon O death 1 death ! 

Why didst thou not lake me. who first incurrd 
Why dost thou not so now ? (thee ? 

Adam. i ^ 

Thy natural grief, lead to impiety \ 

A heavy doom stas long forespoken to us ; 

And now that It begins, let it be borne 
In such sort as may show our God, that we 
Are faithful servants to His holy will. 

Eve [foiHfiH/ to Cain). His viitti the will 
of yon i ncarn.'ite spi rit 

Of death, whom I have brought upon the earth 
To strew it with (he dead. KJay all the curses 
Of life on him I and his agonies 
Drive him forth o’er the vrildemess. like us 
From Eden, till hb children do by him 
As he did by his brother ! May the swords 
And w ings of fiery cherubim pursue him 
By day and night— snakes spring up in his path— 
Earth's fruits « ashes in his mouth- the leaves 
On which he toys his head to sleep be strew'd 
With scorpions! May his dreams be of his 
victim ! 

His waking a continual dread of death ! 

May the clear rivers lum to blood, as he 
Stoops down to stain them with his raging Up I 
May every element shun or change to him . 

May he live in the pongs which others die with . 
And death itself wax something worse than d«th 
To him who first acquainted him with man . 
Hence, fratricide ! henceforth that word h Cain. 
Through ah the coming myriads of mankind. 
Who shall abhor thee, though thou wert their 

May the grass wither from thy feet ! the woods 
Deny thee shelter I earth a home I the dust 
A gravel the sun his lighl 1 and heaven her 
God I [ExtfhVE. 

Adam. Cain 1 get thee forth : we dwell no 
more together. 

Depart I and leave the dead to me— I am 
Henceforth alone— we never must meet more. 
AdaA- Oh, part not with him thus, my father: 

do not . . u j I 

Add tby deep curse to Eve s upon his head i 

Adam. I curse Mm not : his spint be his curse. 

Come, ZilJah 1 . . j. 

ZilloA. 1 must watch my husband s corse 
Adam. We will return again, wbw isgone 
Who bath provided for us this dread office. 

Come, Fillah 1 , , 

Zi/iaa. Yet one ksss on yon pale day 


And those Ups once so warm- my heart I ny 

[BxeHHt Adam and Zjllab weefinf. 
Adah. Cain ! thou hast heard, we must go 
forth. I am ready, . 

So shall our children be. 1 will bear Enocli, 

And you his sister. Ere the sun decuncs 
Let us depart, nor walk the wiidemess 
Under the cloud of iiiglit.-Nay, speak to M. 
lb me^/ksMe own. 

CarH. Leave me! r 

Ada*. Why. all have left ^ 

Cain. And wherefore lingerest thou? 
thou not fear , , 

To dwell with one who hath done ihisr ^ 

Nwhing except to leave thee, “L/S' 

:Slirink from the deed which lea«s 'hee Mot'" 

I must not speak of ihls-it is between inee 

Andthe grc.tt God. Cain! 

A Voia/rom v»itKtn exehetM, 

Adah. H»r st thou that voi»/ 

7>< VoicewithiH. Cain I Cain I 
Adah. It soundeih Uke an angel s wne. 

Enter the AN CEL of tfu LOHD. 

Ani<t. Where is thy brother Abel? ^ 

Cain. 

My^b^ther s Uepe^.^ ^ 

I'he vo'iot of ihy slain art 

Even from the grou nd, u nio the boro . 

Curtlrf from »>e “PhynsSW"" ^ 

Yield*ihee”her strength : 

Be from this day, he csfl 

A dak. This pun's^rncm is more 

Behold, thou driv st him from ^^4 
And fromVhe face of God shall he be wa 
A fugitive and vagabond «« ..jk bim 

TwSl come to pass, that whoso findoOi 

Shall slay him. , . , .. g^e they 

Cain. Would they couU ^ )on< 

Shall slay me ? Where are these on 

o„p«,p 1 e<l? .h, Wf' 

And wbo di»ll »»"??' ‘'’.“iiMre tuT ^ ^ 


Then hewouiu ^ 

Did?ot the milk of Eve ^ 

To him thou now ^ » ^?5Jr particid®'- 

Tbe fratricide engender^ 

But it shaU not be J'gis ^eal ^ 

And mine commandelh me to set « 

^ Cain, so that he may go ^^‘^3 shaft 
Who slayetb Cain, a seveo^ 

Be taken on bis bead. Come hitner i 
Cain. , , _ 

Wouldsi thou with me e 
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Angtl. To mark upon Ihy brow 

Exemption from such deeds as thou hast done. 
Cain. No, let me dlel 
Angil. It must not be. 

( The ANCP.L lets the mark an Cain's hraw. 
Cain. It bums 

My brow, but nought to that which is within it. 
Is there more? let me meet it as 1 may. 

Angel. Stem hast thou been and stubborn 
from the womb, 

As the ground thou must henceforth tilt : but he 
1 hou sfewest was gentle as the flocks he lended- 
Cain. After the fall too soon was I begotten ; 
Ere yet my mothers mind subsided front 
The serpent, and my sire still mourn’d for Eden 
That which 1 am. I am ; I did not seek 
For life, nor did 1 make myself ; but could I 
With my own death redeem him from the dust^ 
And why not so? Let him return to*day, 

And 1 tin ghastly I so shall restored 
lly Ood the life to him He loved ; and taken 
Prom me a being I ne'er loved to bear. 

Angei. Wl.o shall heal murder ? what is done 
Is clone : 

(io forth ! fulfil thy days ! and be thy deeds 
U nil ke the last ! [The A no el tihagpears. 

Atink. He’s gone, let u$ go forth : 

J hear our little Enoch cry within 
Our bower. 

Cntn. Ah ! Utile knows he what he weepe fort 
And 1 who have $»;ed blood cannot shed tears • 
Unt the four livers would not cleanse my soul.* 
Think St thou my boy will bear to look on me? 
A4ak. \i I thought (hat he would not. I 
would— 

Ca in [ iHUrmfiting herl 
No more of (hreau : we have had too many of 
them : ' 

Go to our chlklren ; I will follow thee. 

Adah. 1 will not leave thee lonely with (l»c 
Ul us depart together. [dead ; 

• Clhon. Euc.ht«ici.-CaN II n.r* 

The tour riven which itowcH reuml ESrn . iL'* 

-kkh *to»«quiS?pu 


Cain. Oh I thou dead 

And everlasting witness I whose unsinking 
Blood darkens earth and heaven ! what (hou 
now art 

I know not : out if thanscest what / am, 

I think thou wilt forgive him whom his God 
Can ne'er forgive, r>or Ids own soul.— Farewell ! 
I must not. dare not touch what I have made 

(drain'd 

1. who sprang from tlce some womb with thee, 
^e same breast, cUsp'd thee ofien to my own, 
In fondness brotherly and boyish, I 
Can never meet thee more, nor even dare 
To do tltat for thee which thou shouldsi have 
done 

For me— compose thy limbs into their grave— 
The first grave yet dug for mortality. [earth I 
But who hath dug that grave? Oh, earth ! Oh 
for all the fruits thou liasi render'd to me. I 
Give thee back this.— Now for the wilderness I 
[Adah staaps lawn and hisses the body cj^ABEl.. 
Adah. A dreaiy and an early doom, mv 
brother. ’ 

Has been Ihy lot ! Of all who mourn for ihee, 

I alone must not weep. My office is (ihcm • 
ncnceforih to dry up tears, and not to shed 
But yet, of all who mourn, none mourn like me, 
Not only for thyself, but him w'ho slew thee. 
Now, Cain \ I will divide thy burden with thee. 
Cmn. F^asiwarrl from Bden will we take our 
way: 

Tn the desolate, and siiiis my steps. 

AduA. I^ad ! thou shalt be my guide, and 
may our God 

Be ihlne I Now let us can y forth our children. 
Cere. And who licih there was childless. I 

Ha»;e drH^ the fountain of a gentle race, 

Which might have graced his recent marriace 
. ^ (mine, 

Ami might h.ivc temper d this stem blood of 
0 children Abel's offspring ) 

Adah. Peace be with him 1 

But with me/— 
iPaeeunt. 
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SAUIASA. 

Azaziel 

Raphael, (Ae Archangtl. 


DRAMATIS PERSON-C. 

MEN. 

Noah and his Sons. 

tRAD. 

Japhet. 


WOMEN. 

ANAH. 

AH 0 L 1 PAHAH. 


Chorus tfSpiriis Barth.— Chorus 0/ Mor/aU. 


PART 1. 

Scene 1 .—^ wood/ and rMunUinout dsstmt 

ntar Mount Ararat.— Tims, Mtdntgkt. 
ANAH AHOLIPAKAH. 

Anah. Our ftiber s^eapt : i« is the hourwheo 
Who love tis are accustom d to descend [they 
Through the deep clouds o’er rocky Amat i— 
How my heart bea« I 

Let us proceed upon 

Our invocation. .... 

Anah. But the stars art hidden. 

1 tremble. . . . 

Aha. So do I, but not with fear 
Of aught save thrir deUy. . 

Amah. aster, though 

I love Aiasiel more than — too much I 
What was I going to say ? my heart grovrs 
impious. . ... 

Aha. And where Is the impiety of loving 
Celestial natures? ....... ^ 

Ana*. But. Ahobton^. . 

I love our God 1 ^ since bis angel loved me . 
This i^nnot be of good : and (hough I know not 
That 1 do wrong, 1 feel a thousand feare 

Which are not ominotis of riPbL . 

Aha. , r*? 

Unto some son of clay, and t«l and 
There’s Jaohet loves thee well, bath 

I should have% 
Azauel not less were be mortal 5 yet 
I am glad he Is not. I cannot outlive him. 


And when I think that his immortal wings 

Wil I one day hover o’er the 2)lni. ^ 

Of tlie poor child of clay ( 

As he adores the Highest, d^ib becomes 
Less terrible ; but yet I pity hlf^ 

His grief will be of ages, or at l^t ^ 

Mine would be such for him, were une »e -r 
AM_he0..peri.h.bl.. 

Thai he will »li>f le forth Mine 
Of earth, and love her “ loted 

Anah. And If it should be scs and sue 

Bettw thus than that be 
Aha. If I thought thus of 
AU seraph as be is. I ib”h^ 

But to our invocauon !— Tls the nour 
Anah. 

From thy sph^t 

Whatever star contain 

Id the eternal depths of, J^^jevea.’ * 
Albeit thou waichest • 

Though through space 

Before thy bright wmgs worths ^ ^ 

Oh r think of bw who holds 
And though she aoihing^ to Jbee, 

Yet think that thou art all 10 »»• C 

""^ou mnst 

Such pangs decreed to augPt sa 


• Ta« 


.aid w b« .^-^ “*«?** “^ ** 


tMd (0 b« 
CTpy me M «ae 
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The biKemess of 
Eternity is in thine years. 

Unborn, undying beauty in thine eyes : 
With me thou canst not sympathiv, 
Except in Iove« and there thou must 
Acknowledge that more loving dust 
Ne'er wept beneath the skies. ' 

Thou waik'st thy many worlds, thou see’ si 
'Mie face of him who made thee great, 

As he hath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden’s gale ; 

Yet, Seraph dear I 
Oh hear I 

For thou hast loved me. and I n'ould not die 
Until I know what 1 must die in knowing. 
That thou forget t’$i in thine eternity 
Her whose heart death could not keep 
from o’errtowing 

For thee, immortal essence as thou art f 
Great is their love who love in sin and fear; 
And such, I feel, are waging in my heart 
A war unworthy : to an Adamite [appear, 
Forgive, my Seraph ! that such thoughts 
For sorrow is our element ; 

Delight 

An Eden kept afar from sight, [blent 
Though sometimes with our visions 

- V . ^ (quite.- 

which tells me we are not abandon’d 
Appear I Appear I 
Seraph \ 

My own Amiel I be but here, 

And leave the stars to their own light. 

AAfi. Samlasa I 

Wheresoe’er 

Thou rulest in the upper air— fdare 
Or warring wlih the spiHts who mav 
Dispute with him 

Who made all empires, empire ; or recalling 
Some^wMderingstar, which shoots through the 

Whose tenants dying, while their world is fall- 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this ; fine 
Or joining with the inferior cherubim. 

Thou deignest to partake their hymn— 
Samiasa I 

I Mil thee, I await thee, and I love thee 
Many may worship thee, that will I not ' 

If iliat thy spini down to mine may move thee 
Descend and share my loi I 
I hougli I be form’d of clay. 

And thou of b^ms 
More br^ht than th^ of day 
On Eden’s streams, 

Thine immortality cannot repay 
With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
In me. which, though forbidden yet to sbine. 

I lighted at thy God*s ahd thine. ^ 

It may be hidden long : death and decav 
Our mother Eve bequeath’d us— but m? hfan 
Defies it : though this life must a wav 

Is (Aat a cause for thee and me to prjt ? 

Thou an Immortai— so am I : I feel— 


1 feel my immortality o’ersweep 
All pains, all tears, all time, all fe^, and peal, 
Like the eternal thunders of the deep. 

Into my ears this truth—' Thou liv’sl for ever V 
out if it be in joy 
I know not. nor would know ; 

That secret rests with the Almighty giver, 

Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and woe. 

But thee and me he never can destroy ; 
Change us he may, but not o’erwbelm ; we ate 
Of as e^n.tl essence, nnd must war 
With him if he will war wiih us : with thfe 
I can share all t h i ngs. even i m mortal sorrow ; 
For thou hast ventured to share life with me. 
And shall / shrink from thine eternity ? 

No ! though the serpent s sting should pierce 
me thorough, 

And thou thyself wert like the serpent, coil 
Around me still I and I will smile, 

And curse thee not ; but hold 
Thee in as warm a fold 
As but descend, and prove 
A mortal’s lo«‘e 

For an imraoriaU If the sides contain 

joy than thou canst give and take, remainl 
A/iaA. bister f sister! I view them winging 
through the parted night. 

Aje. Ibe clouds from off their pinions fling. 
AS though they bore to-motrow's light. / ing. 
AitaA. But if our father see the sight I ^ * 
A^ He would but deem it was the moon 
Kising unto some sorcerer’s tune 
An hour too soon. 

A^aA. They come ! At comes !— Ataslel ! 
AKc. Hast*' 

|To meet them f Oh ! for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there, 

To Samiasa’s breast I 

AmaA. Lo ! they have kindled all the west, 
bike a returning sunset lo! 

On Ararat’s late secret crest 
A mild and many. colour’d bow, 
l,he remnant of their flashing path. 

Now shi^nes I and now. behold I it hath 
7 •* nppling foam. 

Which (he leviathan hath lih'd 
From his unfathomable home. 

on ihe face of (he calm deep. 
^bub sldes soon after he again hath dash'd 

down, to where the ocean's fountains 

Ak 0 . They have touch’d earth I Samiasa 1 

MyAraiiel! 

SCENE n. 

Enter IgAO an^ jAfHZT. 

To add thy silence to the sflent night. 

And hft thy (earful eye unto the stan? 
ingy cannot aid thee. 

vJ!h!£: ^ ti^ey soothe me-no» 

Perhaps she looks utum them as 1 Inek. 
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Me(hink$ a being: that U beautiful 
Reconieth more so as it looks on beauty. 

The eternal beauty of undying things. 

Oh, Anab t 

Mrrf. But she loves thee not. 
yn/A. Alas t 

Ifiiit. And proud AhoUbamah spurns me also. 
Japh. I feel for thee too. 

Irad. Let her keep her pride, 

^ine hath enabled me to bear her scorn : 

( t may be, time loo will avenge it. 

Japh. Canst thou 

Find joy in such a thought ? 

Irad. Nor joy nor sorrow. 

I loved her well ; I would have loved her better, 
Had love been met with love: as’lis. Heave her 
To brighter destinies, if so she deems them. 
y^apA. What destinies 7 
Irad. I have some cause to think 

She loves another. 

7apA. Anah I 

/rad. No : her ^sier. 

7ap4. What other ? 

Irad. Thai I know not ; but her air, 

If not her words, tells me she loves another. 
i^apA. Ay, but not Anah ; she but loves her 
uod. 

Irad. Whate'er she loveth. so she loves thee 
What can It profit thee ? [not. 

^apA. True, nothing ; but 

I love. 

Irad. And so did I. 

7apA. And now thou lov st not. 

Or ihink'si thou Inv’st not. an thou happier? 
Irad. Ves. 

7apA. I pity thee. 

/rad. Mel why? 

7apA. hc^T^z happy. 

Deprived of that which makes my mlseiy. 

Jrad. I take thy taunt as part of thy dis- 
temper. . , . 

And would not feel as thou dost for more shekels 
Than all out fathers herds would bring, if 
weigh'd 

Against the metal of the sons of Cain— 

The yellow dust they try to barter with us, 

As if such useless and discolour'd trash. 

The refuse of the earth, could be received 
For milk, and wool, and flesh, and fruits, and 

Cur flocks and wilderness aflbrd.— Co. Japhet. 
Sigh to the stars, as wolves howl to the moon— 
1 must back 19 my rest 

7apA. And so Nvould I 

If I could rest. . _ 

/rad. Thou wilt not to our tents then / 

JapA. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose 
Mouth they say opens from the internal world 
To let the inner spirits of the earth 
Forth when they walk its surface. 

/rad. Wherefortso? 

What wouldst thou there? 

ya/A. Soothe further my sad spmt 

With gloom as sad : it is a hooeleas spot, 


\nd 1 am hopeless. 

/rad. But 'tis dangerous ; . 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled « w'a 
I must go with thee. 

Japh. Irad. no; believe me 

I feel no evil thought, and fear no evil. 

/rad. But evil things will be thy foe the mote 
As not being of them : turn thy steps aside, 

Or let mine be with thine, . . . . , 

No, neither, Irad. 

I must proceed alone, . . ,.^1 

/rad: 

JapA.[sol>is\ Peace 1 I have sought it "here 
it should be found. . 

In love — with love, too, which «rtiap 5 oesc 
And, in its stead, a heavine^ of heart, l • 

A weakness of the spirit,— listless days, 

And nights inexorable to sweet ,h 5 

Have «me upon me. Peace I what peace Mhc 
Of desolation, and the stillness of I 

The untrodden forest, only broken oy 
The sweeping tempest through its ^ ,^ 5 . 
Such i, .hTsulkn or .h* 

Of my mind overworn. The can ns ^ 

And many signs and portents 
A change at hand, and an o«Twh«limng 
To perishable beings. Oh, ’^^Ano--nwid« 
When the dread hour denounced 
The fountains of the deep, 

Have lain within this bosom, 

The Clements ; this bosojn, which in ^ ( 

Hath beat for thee, and then will beat ni 

Whll?^&— Ob, God I at I^t «mlt 
Thy wrath I for she is aueicb, 

As n sur in the clouds, which Anah^ 

Although they obscure it for an ”^,,ouldsl 
How would 1 have adored thee, but tnou 

And sUll* would I r^eetn 

When ocean Is earth s grave, and, unopr- 

By rock or shallow, the »or1d. 

Ufd of the 

Shall wonder at his boundlcssnett^^j^^jjjy. 
Enter NoAH SkE«* 

AVtA. Where is thy forth- 

A.^ng .0 his .0 

He said ; but. as I fear, to he 

Towards Anah's tents, round whlcD « 

Like a^o« round 

Or else he walks the wild up - 

Which opens is an evO spo^ 

NaaA. What doth ^ them ? It 

Upon an earth all evil , for things ^ 

!Th^ even wicked men 

Still loves this daughter of^a bfrt* . 

Although he couW n^ wrf ^.^ujIhaMiy 
And that she doth not. Ob, the unnap**/ 
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Of men ! that one of my blood, knowing well 
The destiny and evil of these days. 

And that the hour approacheth, should indulge 
In such forbidden yearnings ! T>aH (he way ; 
He must be sought for 1 
Shem. Co not forward, father : 

I will seek Japhet. 

Noah. Do not fear for me : 

All evil (hinA are powerletis on the man 
Selected by Jehovah.— l^i us on. 

Shtm. To the tents of the father of the ^ten? 
Nook. No ; to the cavern of (he Caucasus. 
[Exfunt Noah 

SCENE in. 

Tke mountains. — A cnvtrn, and Ikt rotks (/ 
Caucatus. 

yaph. [solus\. Ye wilds, that look eternal : 
and thou cave, 

Which seem'st unfathoniahle ; and ye mountains. 
So varied and so terrible in Ixauiy ; 

Here, in your nigged m.ijesty of rocks (stone 
And toppling trees that twine their roots with 
In perpendicular places, where the foot 
Of man would tremble, could he reach them— 
Ye look eternal ( Yet, In a few days. (yes, 
Perhaps even hours, ye will be changed, rent. 
hurVd 

Before the mass of waters ; and yon cave, 
Which seems to lead inio a lower world, 

Shall have its depths search'd by the sweeping 
And dolphins gambol in the lion's den I [wa.e 
And man— Oh, men I my fellow ^beings I Who 
Shall ween above your universal grave. 

Save I? Who shall be left to weep? My kins> 
Alas I what am I better than ye are. fmen 
That I must live beyond ye? Where shall be 
I'he pleasant places where I thought of Anah 
While 1 had hope ? or the more savage haunts. 
Scarce less beloved, where I despair^ for her } 
And can It be I— Shall yon exulting peak. 
Whose glittering top Is like a distant siar, 

Lie low beneath the boiling of the deep ? 

No more to have the morning sun b^ak forth, 
And scatter back (he mists in floating folds 
From Its tremendous brow ? no more to have 
Day's broad orb drop behind its head at even. 
Leaving it with a crown of many hues? 

No more to be the beacon of the world 
For angels to alight on, as the spot [mart * 
Nearest the stars? And can (hose words ‘no 
Be meant for thee, for all things, savw for us 
And the predestined creeping things reserved 
By my sire to Jehovah's bidding ? May 
Hi preserve thtm, and / not have the power 
To snatch the loveliest of earth's daughters from 
A doom which even some serpent, with his 
mate. 

Shall 'scape to save his kind to be prolong'd. 
To hiss and sting through some emerging worid 
Reeking and dank from out the slime, wheaeoose 
Shall slumber o'er the wreck of this until 
The salt morass subside Into a<spLiere 


Beneath the sun. and be the monument. 

The sole and undlslinguish'd sepulchre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How much 
Breath will be still'd at once! AIbbeauieous 
w’orkl ! 

^ young, so mark'd out for destruction, I 
U'ith a cleft heart look on thee d^y by rlav. 

And night by night, ihy number'd days 
nights. 

I cannot save thee, cannot s-we even her 
Whose lox^e had made me love thee more ; 

A portion of thy du^t. I cannot think 
Upon thy coming doom without a feelmg 
Such as-^h Uod * am] eanst thou— 

{t/e pauses. 

{A rntkinp sound from the cavern is heard, 
aud shouts 0 / laughter — afterwards a 
Spirit passes. 

y^ph. In (he name 

OftheMcKi High, whnl art thou? 
^irit[tauxhs\ Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

j‘*ph. By all inat earth holds holiest, speak I 
o>rr// MauehsX Ha ! h.i ! 


and 


but 

las 


approaching deluge I by the 


japk. By the* 
earth 

Which will be strangled by the ocean \ by 
Ihe deep which will lay open all her fountains I 
The heaven which will convert her clouds to 
seas, 

And the Omnipotent who makes and crushes I 
Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct, 

Yet awful I'hing of Shadows, speak to nte I 
Why do^ thou laugh that homd laugh ? 

^i^it. Why weep' St thou ? 

Japh. For earth and all her children. 
spirit. Ha! ha! ha! 

[Spirit vanishes, 
japk. How the flend mocks the tortures of a 
'I'he coining OesoUiion of an orb, [world. 
On which the sun shall rise and warm no life ! 
How the earth sleeps ! and all that in it is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death ! [here. 
Why should they wake to meet k ? Whai are 
Which look like death in life, and speak like 
things [clouds I 

Bom ere this dying world? They come like 
[yarious Spirits pass from the cavern. 
Spirit. Rcjcdcel 

The abhoir^ race 

Whkh could not keep in Eden thrirhigh place, 
But listen'd to the voice 
Of knowledge without power. 

Are nigh the hour 
or death! 

slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow. 
Nor years, nor heart -break, nor lime's sapping 
motion, 

Shal I (hey d rop off. Behold their last to-morrow ? 
Earth shall be ocean ! 

And no breath, 

Save of the winds, be on the un'oounded wave 
Angels shall tire their wii^, but find no spot • 
Not even a rock from out the liquid grave 
SliaU lift its point to save. 
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After long looking o‘er the ocean wide [died, 
For the expected ebb which cometh not : 

All shall be vend, 

Destroy'd 1 

Another element shall be the lord 
Of life, and the abhorr'd 
Children of dust be quench'd : and of each hue 
Of earth nought left but the unbroken blue ; 
And of the variegated mountain 
Shall nought remain 
U nchanged, or of (he level plain ; 

Cedar and pine shall lift their tops in vain : 
All merged within the universal fountain, 
Man, earth, and dre. shall die. 

And sea and sky 

Look vast and lifeless in (m eternal eye. 


Upon (he foam 
Who shall erect 


Who shall erect a home 7 
Japh . \<ontinx f^nea rd\ M y sire I 
Earth* s seed shall not expire : 

Only the evil shall be pul away 
Prom day. 

Avaunt t ye exulting demons of (he waste I 
Who howl your hideous joy 


And when the annihilating waters roar 
Above what they have done 
Envy the giant patriarchs then no more. 
And scorn thy sire as the surviving ow 1 
Thyself for being his son I 

Ck^rw of Spirits issuing from tkt atptn. 

Rejoice 1 

No more the human voice 
Shall vex our joys in middle air 
With prayer : 

No more 
Shall they adore ; 

And we. who ne'er for ages have adored 
the prayer-exacting Lorf, 

To whom ihi omission of a saennee 
Is vice ; 

We, we shall view the deep's salt sources pow 
Until one element shall do the work 
Of all in chaos ; until they. 

The creatures proud of their poor claf* . 
Shall perish, and their bleached 
In caves, in dens, in clefts of mountains, when 
The deep shall follow to their laiesl Imr . 


When God destroys whom you dare not destroy; Where even the brutes, in their o«sp« < 

Hea« I haste I Shall cease to prey on man and on wn 

Back to your inner eaves I And tlie stnped tiger shall lie broiher ; 

U mil the waves Beside the lamb, as though he 

Shall search you in your secret place. Till all things shall be as they we * 

And drive your sullen mce Silent and uncreated, save the say . 

Forth, to be roll'd upon the tossing winds, While a brief truce . 

In restless wrcicliedncss along all space I Is made with Death, who shall^^ 
Spirit. Son of the saved I The little remnant of (he pnst ertt oo. 

When thou and thine have bmved To generate new nations for n» » . 

The wide and warring element ; This remnant, floaiing o er 

When the great barrier on he deep is rent, Of the subsiding deluge, from ^ 

Shall thou and thine be gCKid or happy? — No I When the hot sun hath baked ttw 
Thy new world and new race shall be of woe— Into a world, shall ^< «•**“* crimes 

Less goodly in their aspect, in their years New beings— year^ disewes. 

Less than the gforious giants, who With all companionship of bate ano . 

Yet walk the worW in pride, ^ ^ ^ 'tUa vernal ^ 

The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride. UnUrrupttng “ 

Thine shall be nothing of the past, save tears. Shall deign to expound d w 

And art thou not ashamed Of good and evil ; and redeem 

Thus to survive, Unto >^in»self all iimtt, 

And eat. and drink, and wive ? And,gather;d under his almighty 

With a base heart so far suMued and tamed. Abolish hell i 

As even to hear this wide destruction named. And to the expiated Earth 

Without such erief and couraee. as should rather Restore the beauty of her wrtni 


Less goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Less than the glorious giants, who 
Yet walk the worM In pride. 

The Sons of Heaven by many a mortal bride. 
Thine shall be nothing of the past, save tears. 
And art thou not ashamed 
Thus to survive. 

And eat, and drink, and wive ? 

With a base heart so far suMued and tamed. 
As even to hear this w ide destruction named. 
Without such grief and courage, as should rather 
Bid thee await the workt-dissolving wave. 
Than seek a shelter with thy favour'd father. 
And build thy city o'er the drown'd earth's 
grave? 

Who would outlive their kind, 
Except the base and blind ? 

Mine 

Hateth thine 

As of a different order in the sphere, 

But not our own. 

There Is not one who hath not left a throne 
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here, 
Rather than see his mates endure alone. 

Go, wretch I and «fve 


Where man no more can I 

And even (he very demons shaU d wei. 
Spirits. And when shall take effect iJus " 

drous spell? .u . first in 

7apA. When the Redeemer cometh , 

And then in glory. Lgli 

SHrit. Meantime still struggle tn 

Till earth wax hoa^ : v— Ln. io 

War with yourselves, and ltfll> ^ ryijji, 
Until the clouds look • 

With the blood recking from each *7^1 
New tiroes, new cUmes, new arts, new men . 
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The same old tears, old crimes, 4Dd oldest ill. 
Shall be among^st your race in dUTereat forms ; 
But the same moral storms 
Shall oversweep the future, as (he waves 
In a f^w hours the glorious giants' graves.* 

Chorus c/Spiriti. 

Brethren, rejoice I 
Mortal, farewell ! 

Hark 1 hark 1 already we can hear (he voice 
Of growing ocean’s gloomy swtW ; 

The winds, too. plume their piercing wings ; 
The clouds have nearly fill'd thdr springs : 
The fountains of the great deep shall be broken. 
And heaven set wide her window's ;t while 
mankind 

View, unacknowledged. each tremendous token— 
Still, as they were from the beginning. bUnd. 
We hear the sound they cannot hear. 

The mustering thunders of the threatening 
sphere ; 

Yet a few hours their coming is delay’d : 
Their dashing banners, folded still on btgb, 
Yet undisplay’d. 

Save to the Spirit s all-pervading eye. 

Howl I howl 1 oh Larth ! 

Thy death is nearer than thy recent birth : 
Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink ^low 
The ocean’s overflow I 

The wave shall break upon yourclifls; and shells. 
The Utile shells, of ocean’s least things be 
Deposed where now (he eagle’i offspring dwells— 
How shall he shriek o’er the remorseless sea I 
And call bis nestlings up with fruitless yell. 
Unanswer'd, save by the encroaching swell 
While man shill long In vain for his broad wings 
I'he wings which could not save [brings 
Where could he rest them, while the whole spa^ 
Nought to his eye beyond the de^, his grave ? 
Brethren, rejoice I 

And loudly lift each superhuman voice 

All die, 

Save the slight remnant of Seth's seed— 

'I'he seed of Seth. 

Esempl for future Sorrow’s sake from death. 
But of (he sons of Cain 
None shall remain : 

And all his goodly daughters 
Must lie beneath (he desolating waters : 

Or, floating upward, with (heir long hair bid 
Along the wave, the cruel heaven upbraid. 
Which would not spare 
Beings even in death so fair. 

It is decreed, 

All die I 

And to the universal human cry 
The universal silence shall succeed I 
Fly, brethren, fly | 

But still rejoice 1 


* ’ Asd ih«K wer« fl«AU la (b« varth III tlk«e doM ^ 

t ' T1i« mbb day »vrv all (b« foatalM at tha 

broken op, ao4tb« •toUow* ©r aee»«a»efJ«pcaS 


We fell I 
They fall ! 

So parish all 

‘These Mity foes of H eaven who shrink from bell I 
[ Spiti/s disappear, s^arin^ upiwtrds. 
J^ph. God batn proclaim’d the destiny 

ofeanb; 

My father's ark of safety hath announced it ; 
The very demons shriek it from their caves : 
The scroll of Enoch prophesied It long * 

In silent books, w’hkh, in (heir silence, sav 
More (o the mind than thunder to the ear': 

And yet men listen’d not, nor listen ; but 
Walk darkling to their doom ; which, though so 
nigh, 

Shakes them no more in (heir dim disbelief, 
'Than thdr last cries shall shake the Almighty 
purpose. 

Or deaf obedient ocean, w hich fulflls it. 

No sign yet bangs its banner m the air ; 

The clouds are few, and of their wonted texture : 
The sun will rise upon the earth’s last day 
As on (he fourih day of creation, when 
God 5^ unto him, "Shine!" and he broke forth 
Into (he dawn, which lighted not the y«i 
Uaform'd forefather of mankind— but roused 
Before (he human orison the earlier 
Made and far sweeter voices of the birds. 

Which in the ^n firmament of heaven 
Have wings like ingeU, and like them salute 
Httven first each day before the Adamhes : 
Their matins now draw nigh— the east is kind- 
bng— 

And ibey will sing f and d« will bmak 1 ^ Belli 
^ near the awful close I For these must drop 
I outworn pinions on the deep ; and day. 
After the bright course of a few brief morrows.— 
up®** what ?— a chaos, 

Whkh was ere day ; and which, renew’d, makes 
lime 

Nothing! for, without life, what are the houre? 
No more to dust than is eicmlty 
Unto Jehovah, who created both, 
w ithoui him, even eternity would be 
A void : without man, time, as made for man. 
Kf* ** swallow'd in that deep 

WhKh has no fountain : as his race will be 

^wwkj — drowns liU Infant 

^ Sh,p«of boih canl. and 
No-tf// Of heaven, they are so beau tifu 1 . [air } 

1 mno4 tmee their features ; but (heir forms. 
How lovelily they move along the side 
Y* *"* 8rey naouniain, scattering its mist I 
AM after (he swart savage spirits, whose 
^lemal immortality pour’d forth 
I Their impious hymn of triumph, they shall be 
I Welcome as Eden. It may be they come 
lo tell me the reprieve of our young world 

A^ri^!^ll PJ*y’d-Thcy come ! 

Analj ! oh, God 1 and with her- ' 
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Rnttr Sam I ASA. AZAZIRL, ANAH. CTid 
Aholibamah. 

Anah. Japhet! 

Savi. 1x5 ! 

A son of Adam \ 

Ata. What doth iha ear(h-bom here. 

While aU his race are slumbering ? 

Japh. Angel ! what 

Dost thou on earth when thou shouldsi be on 
high? [that a part 

Aza. Know'st thou not. or forgetrst thou. 
Of our great function is to guard thine earth ? 

Japh. But all good angels have forsaken cinh. 
Which Is condemn'd ; nay. even the evil fly 
'Ihc approaching chaos. Anah I Anah ! my 
In vain, and long, and still to be. belo>‘ed ! 
Whywalk’st thou with (his spirit, in those hours 
When no good spirit longer lights below? 

Anah. Japhet. \ cannot ansner thee ; yet. yet 
Forgive me^— 

Japk. Kfay (he Fleaven. which soon no more 
Will pardon, do so I for thou an g ready tempted. 

Aki. Back to thy tents, insulting son of N oah ! 
We know thee not. 

Japh. The hour may come when thou 

May St know me better ; and thy sister know 
Me still the same which i have ever been. 

5«rm. Son of (he patriarch, who hath ever been 
Upright before his God. whatcer thy gifts. 

And thy words seem of sorrow, mix’d with wrath, 
How have Asaslel. or myself, brought on thee 
Wrong? (thou 

Japh. Wrong I the greatest of all wrongs : but 
Sa/st well : though she be dust. 1 did not, could 
not. 

Deserve her. Farewell. Anah I f have said 
*1 liikt word so often \ but now say it. ne'er 
To k>e repeated. Angel 1 or whaie'er 
‘I'liou art. or must be soon, hast thou the power 
1*0 save this beautiful — tktu beautiful 
Children of Cain? 

Ana. From what? 

Japh. ArKi b it so. 

lhat ye too know not? Angeb I angeb I ye 
Have shared man's sin, and, it may be. now 
must 

Partake his punishment ; or. at (he least. 

My sorrow. 

Sam. ' Sorrow ! I ne'er thought till now 
To hear an Adamite speak riddles to me. 

Ja^. And hath not the Most High expounded 
Then ye are lost, as they are lost. [them ? 

Ako. So be it I 

If they love as they are loved, they will not shrink 
More to be mortal, than I would to dare 
An immortality of agonies 
With Samiasa I 

^nak. Sbter I sister 1 speak not 

Thus. 

AiM Fearest thou, my Anah ? 

Anah. V.s, tor thte : 

I would resign the greater remnant of 
This little lire of mine, before one hour 


Of thine eternity should know a pang. . 

7apk, It is for then I for the seraph thou 
Hast left me I That is nothing, if thou hast not 
Left thy God too I for unions like to these, 
Between a mortal and an immortal, cannot 
Be happy or be hallow’d. We are «nt 
Upon (he earth to toll and die ; and (hey 
Arc made to minister on high unto 
The Highest : but if he can savt thee, wn 
The hour will come in which celestial aid 
Alone can do so. , . l 

Anak. Ah I he speaks of death. 

Sam. Of death tons/ and those who are wm 
But that the man seems full of sorrow, I [»* 

Could smile. / ... 

7/rA*. I grieve not for myself, nor tear , 

I am safe, not for my own deserts, but those 
Of a welldoing sire, who harh bwn found 
Righteous enough to save his children, wou 
His power was greater of redemption ! or 
That by exchanging my own life for i^, 

Who could .alone have made mine happ^ 

The last and loveliest of Cain's mce, could share 
The ark which shall receive a remnant oi 

The seed of Seth 1 .. i., i. 

Aka. And dost thou think (ha^^ 

With Cain's, the eldest bom of Adam s. oio^' 
Warm ic our veins. -strong Cain I 

In Paradise,— would mingle vriih ' 

Seth, the last offspring of old 
No. not to save Si earth, were earih m wni i 
Our race hath always dwelt apart from mine 
From the beginning, and shall 
7apk. I dfd not speak to ihee. 

Too much of the forefather whom 

Has come doM-n in that haughty blood wbftn 

From^m^ho shed the firvt, and that a bmiher’sl 
But thou, mv Anah 1 let me call thee m ne. 
Albeit thou art not, tls a word 
Part with, although 1 must from thee. My Anw t 
Thou who dost rather make me dream that 
Had left a daughter, whose pure pious race 
Survived In thee, so much unlike 
The rest of the Stem Cainites. save in 
For all of them are fairest in their favour . 
Aha. [inlcrrufllhg him]. And wouldsl tnou 
have her like our Others me . 

In mind, in soul ? If / pajicoh 
And dream'd that aught of Akei^^^ 

Gel thee hence, son of N^h ^ \ 

Japk. Offspring of Cafn, thy Cuher 

He^^ew not Seth : and what 
With other deeds between fiaA 

Japk. Thou speaker well; hb ooa 

. bu. .b.. 

Didst seem to glory in bim. oof to snruw 
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^rom whom we had our bong f Look upon 
Our race ; behold therr stature and their beauty. 

Their courage, strength, and length of days 

yaph. They are number'd. 


Who seek earth's daughieia for their beauty 
Ata, Patriarch \ 

Thou hast said it. 

N 0 ak. Woe. woe. woe to such communion \ 


Am. Be it so I but while yet their hours en* Has not God made a barrier between earth 
I glory in my brethren and our faihere. [dure. And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind? 
ja 'ph. My sire and race but glory in thtir God. Sam. Was not man made in high Jehovah's 

Anah I and thou ? image ? 

An^h. Whate’er our God decrees. Did God not love what he had made? And what 


The God of Seth as Cain. I must obey. 

And will endeavour patiently to obey. 

But eould 1 dare to pray in his dread hour 
Of universal vengeance {if such should be). 

It would not be to live, alone exempt 
Of all iTiy house. My sbter ! ofi, my sister ! 
What were the world, or other worlds, or all 
The brightest future, Nvithout the sweet pa»t— 
Thy love— my father's— all the life, and all 


Do we but imitate and emulate 
His love unto creiited love ? 

I am 

But man, and was not made to judge mankind, 
Far less the sons of God ; but as our God 
Has deign'd to commune with me. and reveal 
///r judgments. I r^ly. that the descent 
Of seraphs from their everlasting seat 


Thy love— my father's— all the life, and all Unto a perishable and perishing, 

The things which sprang up with me. like the Even on the very rw ot prrrM/M/. world. 
Making my dim existence radiant with (stars. Cannot be good. 


Soft lights which were not mine? Ahohbamah 1 
Oh I if there should be mercy— seek it, find it : 

I abhor death, because that thou must die. 
Ako. What, hath this dre.'imer, with his 
father's ark. 

The bugbear he hath built to scare the world, 
Shaken my sister ? Are wt not the loved 
Of seraphs? and if we were not. must we 
Cling to a son of Moah for our lives? 

Rather ihan thus Rut the enthusiast dreams 
The worst of dreams, the fantasies engender'd 
By hopeless love and heated vigils. Who 


Axtk. What 1 though It were to save? 

AW*. Not ye In all your glory can redeem 
What he who made you glorious hath con- 
demn'd. 

Were your immortal mission safety, 't would 
Be general, not for two, though beautiful ; 

And beautiful they are, but not the less 


And beautiful they are, but not the less 
Condemn'd. 

y^pk. Oh. father I say it not. 

NmH. Son! son I 

if that thou uouldst avoid their doom, forget 
I'Kat they exist ; they soon xh.ill cease to be. 


Shall shake these solid mountains, this firm earth. 1 While thou shalt be the sire of n new world. 


And bid those clouds and waters take a shape 
Distinct from that which we and ali our sires 
Have seen them wear on their eternal way ? 
Who shall do this? 

y^ph. He whose one word produced them, 
Ako. Who ktard that word ? 
y^pk. The universe, which leap'd 

1'o I lie before it. Ah ! sm I lest thou si ill in scorn ? 
Turn to thy seraphs : if they attest it not. 

They are none. 

Sam. Aholibamah. own thy God 1 

Aha. \ have ever hail'd cur Maker. Samiasa. 
As thine, and mine : a God of love, not sorrow. 
yaph. Alas I «hat else is love but sorrow? 
Even 

He who made earth in love had soon to grieve 
Above its first and best inhabitants. 

Aha. 'Tis said so. 

yaph. It is even so. 


Enter NOAK and Shem. 


And belter. 

yaph. Let me die with this, and them t 
Noah. Thou ikauUst for such a thought, but 
Who ean. rcdeen»s thee. fshalt not ; he 

Sam. And why \i\m and thee. 

More than what he. Ihy son, prefers to both? 
AW*. Ask him who made thee greater than 

m)^ir 

And mine, hut not less subject to his own 
Aim ighti ness. And lo I his mildest and 
Least CO be icntpted messenger a])pears 1 

Enter RAPHAEL the Arehanitl. 

Rapk Spirits I 
Whose seat is near the throne, 

What do yc here ? 

Is thus e seraph's duty to be shown, 

Now that the hour is near 
When earth must be alone? 

I Return ! 


^ . . .-no*. Adt^aiidbura. 

AWA- Japhet 1 What In glorious homage with the elected ‘seven.* 

Dost thou here with these children of the wicked ? Your place is heaven 

Dread'sl thou not to partake their coming doom? Sam. Raphael I 
yapk. Father, it cannot be a sin lo seek The first and fairest of the sons of God 
To save an earth-^m being ; and behold. How long hath this been law 

These are net of the sinful, since they have That earth by angels must be left untied ? 
The fellowship of angels. Ea„h ! which oft saw 

,v .V ^ art they, then, Jehovah's footsteps not disdain her sod 1 

Who leave the throne o^f God, to take them wives The world he loved, and made 

From out the race of Coin ; the soos of heaven, I For love ; and oft have we obey'ti 
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His frequent mission with delighted pinions: 

Adoring him in his least works displa/d ; 
Watching this youngest star of his dominions i 
And, as the latest birth of hb great word. 
Eager to keep it worthy of our Lord. 

Why is thy brow severe? 

And wherefore speak'st thou of destruction near? 

RapA. Had Satniasa and Aiaiiel been 
In their true place, with the angelic choir, 
Written in fire 
They would have seen 
Jehovah's late decree, 

And not inquired their Maker's breath of me : 
But ignorance must ever be 
A part of sin ; 

And even the spirits’ knowledge shall grow less 
As they wax proud within ; 

?or Blindness is the first«bom of Excess. 

When all good angels left the world, ye stay'd. 
Slung with strange passions, and debased 
By mortal feelings for a mortal maid : 

But ye are pardon d thus far. and replaced 
With your pure equals. ^Hence I away I away 
Or stay. 

And lose eternity by that delay I 
Ata. And thou I if earth be thus for^dden 
In the decree 

To us until this moment hidden, 

Dost thou not err as w« 

In being here ? 

JPapk. I came to call ye back to your fit »h«re, 
In the great n.ime and at the word of dod. 
Dear, dearest in themselves, and scarce less dear 
I'hal which I came to do : till now we trod 
Together (he eternal space ; together (die ! 

LkI us still walk the stars. True, earth must 
Her race, return'd Into her womb, must wither. 
And much which she inherits : but oh ( why 
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroy’d. 
Without involving ever some vast void 
In the immortal ranks? immortal still 
In their immeasurable forfeiture. 

Our brother Satan fell : his burning will 
Rather than longer worship dared endure I 
But ye who still are pure I 
Seraphs I less mighty than that mightiest one. 

Think hr>w he was undone 1 
And think if tempting man can compensate 
For heaven desired too late ? 

Long have I warr’d. 

Long must I war 
With him who deem'd it hard 
To be created, and to acknowledge him 
%\'ho midst the uherubim 
Made him as suns to a dependent slar. 

Leaving the archangels at his right hand dim. 

I lovra him— beautiful he was : oh, heaven f 
Save Ais who made, what beauty and what power 
Was ever like to Satan's 1 Would (he hour 
I n which he fell could ever be forgiven ! 

71 le wish ts Impioos : but oh ye I 
Yet undestroy'd, be warn'd I Eternity 
With him. or with his God. is in your choice : 
He bath not tempted you ; be cannot tempt 


The angels, from his further snares exempt : 

But man hath listen’d to his voice. 

And ye to woman’s— beautiful she is. 

The serpent’s voice less subtle than her Kiss. 
'The snake but vanquish’d dust : but she will draw 
A second host from heaven, to break heaven’s law. 
Yet, yet, oh fly I 
Ye cannot die ; 

But they 
Shall pass away, 

While ye shall fill with shrieks the upper sky 
For perishable clay. 

Whose memory in your immortality 
Shall long ou tl ast t he sun wh ich gave them day. 
Think how your essence differeih from theirs 
in all but suflering ! why partake 
The agony to which they must be heirs— 

Bom to be plough'd with years, and sown with 
cares. 

And reap’d by Death, lord of the human soil? 
Even had their days been left to toil, their path 
Through time to dust, unshorten’d by God’s 
wrath. 

Still they ai e Bril’s prey and Sorrow's spoil. 
AA^. Let them fiy I 

I hear the voice which says (hat all must die, 
Sooner than our \vhi(e*bearded patriarchs died ; 
And that on high 
An ocean is prepared, 

While from below 
The deep shall rise to meet heaven's overflow'. 

Few shall be spared, 

It seems : and, of (hat few, the race of Cain 
Must lift (heir eyes to Adam’s God in vain. 

Sister 1 since It is so, 

And the eternal Lord 
In vain would be Implored 
For the remi»ion of one hour of woe, 

Let us resign even what we have adored. 

And meei the wave.as we would meet the sword, 

If not unmoved, yet undismay’d. 

And wailing less for us than (hose who shall 
Survive in mortal or immortal thrall, 

And, when the fatal waters are alby’d, 

Weep for (he myriads who can weep no more. 
Fly, seraphs I to your own eternal shore, 

Where winds nor howl nor waters roar. 

Our portion is to die, 

And yours to live for ever : 

Rut which is best, a dead eternity, 

Or lirii^. Is but known to the great Giver. 

Obey him, as we shall obey ; 

1 would not keep this life of mu>e in clay 
An hour beyond his will ; 

Sot see ye lose a ^rtion of bis grace, 

For all the mercy which Seth’s race 
Find sdU. 

Fly! 

And as your pinions bear ye back to hMve^ 
Tbi&k that my love still mounts with ^ 

And if I look Op with a tearless eye, 

Tis that an angel’s bride disdains to weep,— 
Farewell I Now rise, i&exorgble deep 1 
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Anah. 


And most we die? 

And must I lose thee too, 

Asaziel ? 

Oh, my heart I my heart I 
Tby prophecies were true \ 

And yei thou wen so happy too \ 
The blow, though not unlock'd for. falls as new ; 
But yel depart I 
Ah 1 why ? 

Yet let me not retain thee— fiy ! 

My pangs can be but brief ; but thine would be 
Eternal, if repulsed from heaven for me. 

Too much already hast thou deign'd 
To one of Adam's race ! 

Our doom is sorrow : not to us alone. 

Bui to the spirits who have not disdain'd 
To love us, comcth anguish with disgrace. 

The first who taught us knowledge hath been 
From his once archaijgelic throne (hurl'd 
Into some unknown world : 

And thou, Aaasiel I 
Thou shait not suffer woe 
For me. Away 1 nor weep I 
Thou canst not weep ; but yel 
May'st suffer njore, not weeping ; then forget 
Her, whom the surges of theaU-sirangUngdeep 
Can bring no pang like this. Flyl fiyl 
Being gone, 'twill be less difficult to die. 


Oh, say not so ! 


'ather ! and thou, archangel, thou I 
Surely celestial mercy lurks below 
That pure severe serenity of brow : 

Let them not meet this sea without a shore 
Save tn our ark, or let me be no more ' 

NaaA. Peace, child of passion, peace f 
If not within thy heart, yet with thy tongue 
Do God no wrong I * 

I.ive as he wills it— die. when he ordains 
A righteous death, unlike the seed of Cin's. 
Cease, or be sorrowful in silence j 

'hy *elfish plaint. 

Wouldst ih eu have God commit a si n w ch^ ? 
Such would it be 
To alter his Intent 

For a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man * 

/a/A. Ay. father I but when they are gone 
And we are all alone, ^ * 

Floating upon the aiure desert, and 
The depth benrath us hides our own dear land 
And de^r, silent friends and brethren all 
Buried in its immeasurable breast, fmand ? 
'll®! shaU thU com- 

^ rik^iS dwlauon s peace have rest ? 

Oh God I be thou a God, and spare 
Yel while us time ! ^ 

Renew not Adam's fall * 

Mankind were then but twain 
But they are numerous now as are the waves 
^d the tremendous rain. 

Wb^ drops shall be less thick than woufi^ 
Were mves permitted to the seed of Cain, 
NoaA. SUence,vaioboyl each word of ^e's 

acruoe. v. «««*» 


Angel 1 forgive this stripling's fond despair, 
Ra^. Smpbs 1 these mortals speak in pas- 
sion : Ye I 

Who are, or should be, passionless and pure. 
May now return with me. 

Sam. It may not be: 

We have chosen, and will endum. 

Rafik. Say'stihou? 

Aia. He hath said if, and I say, Amen 
RaM. Ag.iin ! 

Then from this hour, 

Shorn as ye are of all celestial power, 

And aliens from your God, 

Farewell ! 

n • ''here shall they dwell ’ 

Hark, hark ! Deep sounds, and deeper still. 
Are howling from the moimtam s bosom • 
There's not a breath of wind upon the hill, 

Yet fjuivers eve™ leaf, and drops each blossom : 
Earth groans as if beneath a heavy load 
NoaA. Hark, hark i the sea-birds cry ! 

In clouds they overspread the lurid sky 
And hover round the mounuin, where before 
Never a white wing, wetted by the wave. 

Yet dared to soar. 

Ewen when the waters wax'd too fierce to brave. 
Soon It shall be their only shore. 

And then, no more ! 

The sun I the sun I 
He nseth. but his better light U gone : 

And a black circle, bound 
His glaring disk around. fshone I 

*^ii*”*i**?^* summer days hath 

Ibe clouds return into the hues of night, 
^ve where their bTaten<olour'd edges st^ 

morns were wont to 
/Yw4. And lo I yon fiash of light, f break 

The distant thunder's harbinger, appears^^ 

It comet h 1 hence away i 
Leave to the elements their evil prey • 

Hence to where our all-hallow'd ark uprears 

er ^1'*/*^* wreckless sides I 
Oh, father, stay I 
Uaw not my Anah to the swallowing tides 
NaaA. Must we not leave all Ufe to such* 

With them } 

How dare« thou look on that prophetic skv 
And ..ek to^ wha. all ihin^ mw condemn, 
in overwhelming unison 
« ^ J J ehovah s wrwh ! [path ? 

w »me 

^B«w J murmur even 

Rafik. Patriarch, be still a father I smooth ihv 
Thy son. despite his folly, shall not ^nkT[brow'« 

not drink 

® P««th. good as thou. 

^dLSSf^rs^® Wvens children with man's 

wrtb 

F jf the anmlulauon of aU Ufe. I unite 
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Unequal is rhe strife 

Between our strength and the Eternal Might I 
Sam. But ours is with thee : we will bear ye 
To some unrroabled star, [far 

Where thou and Anah shall partake our lot : 

And if thou dost rrai weep for thy Ic^ earth. 
Our forfeit heaven sliall aUo be forgot, [birth. 

Anah. Oh I my dear father’s tents, my place of 
And mountains, land, and woods I when ye are 
Who shall dry up my tears? [not. 

Ata. Thy spirii^lora. 

Fear not ; thougli w e are shut from heaven, 

Yet much Is ours, whence we cannot be driven. 
Raph. Rebell thy words are w'icked. as thy 
deeds 

Shall henceforth be but weak : the flaming sword. 
Which chased the hrst-bom out of Paradise. 
Still flashes in the angelic hands. [death, 

Aza. It catmot slay us : threaten dust with 
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds. 
What are thy swords in our immortal eyes? 
Raph. I'he moment comeih to approve thy 
And learn at length [strength ; 

How vain (0 war with wmai thy Ood commands : 
Thy former force was in thy laiih. 

EnUr Mcrtiili, fiyiug /tfr r</ugt. 

Char us c/ hhrtiih. 

The heavens and earth are mingling— God I oil 
What have we done ? Yet spare I [God 1 
Hark I even the forest beasts howl forth (heir 

H er! 

agon crawls from out his den. 

To herd, in terror, innocent with men ; 

And the blrrls scream their agony through air. 
Vet. yet, Jehovah I yei withdraw thy rod 
Of wrath, and pity thine own world's despair 1 
Hear not man only but all nature plead I 
Rapk. Farewell, thou earth ! yc wretched 
sons of clay. 

I cannot, must not. aid you. ‘1'is decreed \ 

\ExU Raphael. 
Jafh. Some clouds sweep on as vultures for 
their prey. 

White others, fix’d as rocks, aw’ait the word 
At which their wrathful vials shall be pour’d. 
No asure more shall robe the Armament. 

Nor spangled stars be glorious: Deaib hath 
risen : 

In the sun’s place a pale and ghastly ^lare 
Hath wound itself around the dying air. 

Ata. Come. Anah 1 quit this cnaos-founded 
To which the elements again repair. [prison. 
To turn it Into what it was : beneath 
The shelter of these wings thou shall be safe. 

As was the eagle’s nestling once within 
Its mother’s.— Let the coming chaos chafe 
With all Its dements I Heed not their din 1 
A brighter world than (his, where thou shall 
Ethereal life, will we explore : [breathe 

These darken'd clouds are not the only skies. 
[A/ A 21 EL and Sauiasa fly aff and disapptar 
WtthP*»K& AuOLjBAUAH. 


yapk. They are gone I They have disappear’d 
amidst the roar 

Of the forsaken world : and never more, 
Whether they live, or die with all earth’s life. 
Now* rvear its last, can auglii restore 
Anah unto these eyes. 

Cher Hi 0 / Mortals. 

Oh sou of Noah ! mercy on thy kind I 
What I wilt thou leave us all— all— 4 // behind 
While safe amidst the elemental strife. 

Thou silt'st within thy guarded ark ? 

A Mother \offering her infant Japhet]. 
Oh let this child embark I 
brou^t him forth in woe. 

But thought it joy 

To see him to my bosom clinging so. 
Why was he bom ? 

What hath he done— 

My unwean’d son— 

To move Jehovah’s wrath or scorn ? 

What is there in this milk of mine, that death 
Should stir all heav’en and earth up to destroy 

My boy, 

And roll the waters o’er his placid breath ? 

Save him, thou seed of Seth I 
Or cursed be— with him who made 
Thee and thy race, for which we are betray’d I 
Japh. Pe.icc I 'Ils no hour for curses, but for 
prayer I 

Chorus 0/ A fortiiis» 

For prayer 1 1 1 
And w here 
Shall prayer ascend. 

When iheswohi clouds unto the mountains bend 
And burst. 

And gtishing oceans every barrier rend, 

Until the very deserts know no thirst? 
Accursed 

Be he who made thee and thy sire I 
We deem our curses vuin ; we must expire ; 

But as we know the wont, 

Wliy should our hymn be raised, oui knett M 
Before (he Implacable Omnipotent, [bent 

Since we must fall the same e 
If he hath made eanh, let It be his shame. 

To make a world for torture.— Lo 1 they come. 
The loathsome waters, in their rage I [dumb i 
And with their roar make wholesome nature 
The forests’ trees [coeval w ith the hour 
When Paradise upsprung. 

Ere Eve gave Adam knowledge for her dower, 
Or Adam his first hymn of slavery sung), 

So massy, vast, yet green in their old age, 

Are overtopp’d, , 

Their summer blossoms by the surges lopp d» 
Which rise, and rise, and rise. 

Vainly we look up to the lowering skies — 

They meet the seas. 

And shut out God from our beseeching ^es, 

Fly, son of Noah, fly I and take thine 
In tbine allotted ocean'ieni ; 

And view, all floauna o’er the eleuient- 
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The corpses o( the world of thy youjig days : | 

Then to Jehovah raise 
Thy song of praise \ 

4 Hartal. Blessed are tlie dead 
Who die in the Lord 1 

Aod though the waters be o'er earth outspread. 
Yet. as Air w-ord. 

^ the decree adored I 
He gave me'hfe — he taketh hut 
The breath which is his own : 

And though these eyes should be for ever shut, 
Nor longer ihu weak voice before his tiirone 
^ beard in supplicating tone. 

Still blessed be the Lord. 

For what is past. 

For that which is : 

For all are his. 

From tiTsi to last— 

*p^me— space eternity —1 1 fe— death — 

The vast known and iinmeasurohle unknown 
He made, and can unmake ; 

And shall /. for a little gasp of breath. 
Blaspheme and groan 'i 
No ; let me die, as I have lived, in faith. 
Nor quiver, though the universe may quake 1 

CAenri of KlortoU. 

Where shall we fly t 
Not to the mou mains high : 

For now their torrents rush, vriih tJoulilc roar. 


To meet the ocean, which, advancing still. 
Already grasps each drowning bill. 

Nor leaves an unsearch'd case. 

EnUr a WoslAS. 

IVomoM. Oh. save me, savel 
Our valley is no more : 

My father and my fathers tent. 

My brethren and my brethren's herds. 

The pleasant trees that o'er our noonday bent. 
And sent forth evening songs from sweetest 
The little rivulet which freshen d all [birds. 
Our pastures green. 

No more are to be seen. 

When to the mountain cU(T I climb d tliis morn, 

I turn'd to bless the S|iot, 

And not a le.af appc.'ir'd about to fall 
And now they are not 1 
Wlw w as 1 bom 7 

ja^. To die ! in youth lo die ! 

And nappicr in that doom. 

I'han to behold the univenal tomb, 

Whkh I 

Am thus condemn'd to weep above iu vain. 
Why. when all perish, why must \ remain 7 
[ T/u vtaUrt riu : hint fty in tvtry dirge- 
itOH : mat// are owr/aieM by the v/avet: 
the Ckornt of Mortals dn^ruf <> JgargA 
^ safety the mokrttnHS : JAPMRT 
rgmaiitt <t rxtek, \okiU the Ark floats 
tosms*\is h/HS m the ittstanee. 


WERNEK; OK, THE INHERITANCE: 

A TRAGEDY. 

1822. 


TO 

THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE. 

av ONB OP HIS IIUuaLECT AOUIKS.KS. THIS TSACKOV JS DBDICATBD. 




PREFACE. 


T HR following drama b taken entirely from the 'Germans Tale. Knutsner,’ published manv 
Canterbury Tales.* written fl beUeve) by two sisters, of whom one furnished 
^ly nils story and another, both of which are considered superior to the remainder of the collec- 
^tion. I have^opted the characters, plan, and even the language of many parts of ibis storv 

^ a fewof tbe natnes changed, and one character 

flfla of Stmlenheiml added by myself ; but in the rest the original is chiefly followed- When I 
ww young (abuut fourteen, I ihiok) I first rend this tale, which made a deep impression upon 
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m« ; and may, indeed, be said to contain the germ of much that 1 have auce »sTitten. I am not 
sure that it ever was very popular : or, at any rate, its popularity has since been ecbpsed by that 
of other great writers in the same department. But I have generally found that those who 
read it. agreed with me in their estimate of the singular power of mind and conception which it 
developes. I should also add c^netpiion, rather than execution : for the story might, perhapsj 
have been developed with greater advantage. Amongst those whose opinions agreed 
upon this story, I could mention some very high names: but Jt a not necessary, nor Jndeea ot 
any use ; for every one must judge according to his own feelings. I merely refer the readw 10 
the original story, that he may see to what extent I have borrowed from it ; and am not unwjuing 
that he should nod much greater pleasure in perusing « than the drama which is founded upon 

^^^l^had a drama upon this tale so far back as 1815 (th« first I ever attempted, 

at thirteen years old. called ‘Ulric and llvina,’ which 1 had sense enough to bi^). a^ «« 
nearly completed an act, when I was interrupted by circumstances. This is *]"?**?. 

my papers in England ; but as it has not been found. I have re-wntten the first, and added tiie 
subsequent acts. , . 

'I'he whole is neither intended, nor in any shape adapleil. for the stage. 

Pisa, Ptbruary, 183s. 


DRAMATIS PERSON-®. 


MSN. 

Wernea. 

Ulric. 

Stralenkejm. 

iDRHnEIN. 

Gabor. 

Fttm. 

Henrick. 


Eric. 

Aanheim. 

Meister. 

RODOLPH. 

Ludwig. 

WOMEN. 

1 OSEPHINE. 

DA bTKAtENHElM. 


Scene.— on tkt Silesia, and partly in Siegendorf Castle, ntcr Prague. 

Chit 0/ iht Thirty Ye^rd IVor. 


ACT I. 


Scene l.—The Natl of a dttaytd PaUttnta» 
a imall Tou/n on tht Norihtrn FronUtroJ 
SiUiia—tht Night ftmftrtucMt. 

Werner Josephine, hi$ Wi/t. 

7 «. My love, be calmer 1 

^ ^ CAim. 

7 ot. To me— 

Y«, but not to thyself : thy pa« is hurried. 
And no one walks a chamber like to ours 
With steps like thine when bis heart is at rest. 
Were it a garden, I should deem thee happy. 
And stepping with the bee from flower to flower; 

But htrt / . . t 

fVtr. TIs chill ; the lapeslrv lets through 
The wind to which it was*es : my bloodisftosea. 
7 w. Ah, nol , [n>/ 

iVer. [imi/inr]. Whyi wouldst thou have it 
7 «. I 

Have it a healthful current. 

iVtr. Cet it flow 

Until 'tis spilt or check’d— how soon. I care not. 
7 m. And am I nothing in tby heart? 
ivtr. AU-all- 


70J. Then canst thou wish for that which must 

f^^aS^^thing htr i/owly]. 

I had ^n— no matter what, 
but much of good and evil ; what I J 
Thou knowesi ; what I miihe or 
Thou knowest not : but sUU I love thee, 00 

sh.n 

Perhaps aflects me ; Pm f **^ovcl 

And have of late been ^ly. my 

Thou know's! by suflersogs ttioro tba» 

Io«.chingn,e. ftee «U is »»<*' 

,To^.he. hwr— U, „ »cb? 

Lei me be wretched with the rest . 


But think 


H w many m this 

Beneath the biimg wind and 

Whose every <Jropbow« th^ d^^*go«ath 

>Much hath no eWnber for them save 

Her surface. - . , #bo cart* 

Wtr. And that S not the vforsl . w 
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Giiests so forlorn into this nob1« mansion. 

Hen. That's true: but pity» as you know, 
does make 

One’s heart commit these follies ; and besides, 
I'hey bad some valuables left at that time. 
VVhich paid their way up to the present hour : 
And so I thought they might as well be lodg^ 
Here as at the small tavern, and I gave them 
I'he run of some of the oldest palace rooms, 
’fhey served to ur them, at the least as long 
^ As they could pay for firewood. 

Gab. Poor souls I 

tden. Ay, 

Exceeding poor. 

Gab. And yet unused to poverty. 

If I mistake not. ^Vh^lher were they going? 
Idea. Ohl Heaven knows where, unless to 
heaven itself. 

Some days ago that look’d the likeliest journey 
For Werner, 

Gab. Werner I t have heard the name : 
Dut it may be a feign'd one. 

Hen. Like enough I 

Rut hark ! a noise of wheels and vdees, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure 
As destiny, his excellency's come. 

I must be at my post ; will you not j<Mn me. 

To help him from his carriage, and present 
Your humble duty at the door ? 

Oab. 1 dragg’d him 

From out tliat carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
'I'he rushing river from his gurgling throat. 

^ He has valeis now enough: they stood aloof 

"i then. 

Shaking their dripping ears upon the shore. 

All roanng * Help I' but offering none : and as 
Por^e/y (a you call it)— I did mine tben 
Now do yours. Hence, and bow and cringe him 
here! 

Hen. / cringe l-*.but I shall lose the oppor- 
tunity— 

Plague take U I he'U be Aere. and I not tAere / 
[Exit loessTEiN AaatHy. 

Re^eH^erVfs.%nr^tl. 

Wer. [to Aimt!/]. I heard a noise of wheels 
and voices. How 
AU sounds now jar me I 

Still here I Is he not [Pereeivinr Gabok. 
A spy of my pursuer’s ? His frank offer 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The aspect of a secret enemy ; 

For friends are slow at such. 

A j"*'. *4. f . . npe ; 

And yet the lime is not akin to thought. 

T hese old walls will be noisy soon. Tite baron 
Or count (or whatsoe'er this half-drowo'd noble 
May be), for whom this desolate village and 
Its lone inhabiianu show more respecs 
Than did the elements, is come. 

Hen. [vifAout]. This way- 

This way, your excellent have a care. 

The suitcase Is a little giooisy. aad 


Somewhat decay’d ; but if we had expected 
So high a guest— Pray take my arm, my lord ! 

Enter STKALENJIEIM. IdsNSTEIN, and AT* 
TEN p ANTS— /orT/y Ais own. and ^rtly 
Retainers 0 / 1 At Domain of which I DEN* 
STEIN it Intendanl. 

Strat. ril rest me here a moment. 

Hen. [to fAe servants]. Ho ! a chair ! 

t nstanily . kiuves 1 (Sts a L.en HEIM sits dawn. 
IVer. [aside]. 'Tts he I 
Strai. I'm better now. 

Who are these strangers 7 
Hen. Please you, my good lord. 

One says he is no stranger. 

Wer. [uloud and Aastity). Who says that ? 

[ They tooA at him with suryriie. 
Hen. Why. im one spoke of you or to you 
but 

Here's one his excellency may be pleased 
To recognire. [Fointing to Gabor, 

Gab. I seek not to disturb 

His noble memory. 

Strat. I apprehend. 

This is one of the strangers to whose aid 
I owe my rescue. Is not that the other 7 
. . [Pointing fo Wer S £ R . 

My slate when I was succour'd must excuse 
My uncenainty to whom I ovre so much. 

Hen. ile !— no. my lord I he rather wants fo; 
rescue 

Than can afford it. 'Tis a poor sick man. 
Travehtired, and lately risen fiom a bed 
From whence he never dream’d to rise. 

Strat. Methoughl 

.That there were (wo. 

_ There were. In company 

But. in (he service render’d to your lordship 
I i^s must say but one. and he is absent. 

The chief pan of whatever aid was render'd 
Was Ais : it was his fortune to be iSrst. 

My will was not inferior, but his strength 
And youth outstripp'd me ; therefore do not 
waste 

Your thanks on me. I was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

.. Where is he? 

An Atten. My lord, he tarried in the collage 
Your excellency rested for an hour. [where 
And said be would be here to-morrow. 

Strat. 

That hour arrives. I can but offer thanks. 

And then 

Gab. I seek no more, and scarce deserve 
much. My comrade may speak for himself. 
Strat. [fsinghts eyes upon WERNER : tAen 
astde\ It cannot be! and yet he must be 
look'd to. 

Tis twenty years since I beheld him with 
<n»e« eyes; and. (hough my agents still have 
[hetrs mi him. policy bas held aloof [kept 

My own from his, not to alarm him Into ^ ^ 
busfNcioo of my plan. Why did I leave 
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At Hamburgh those who would have made as* 
surance 

If this be lie or no? I thought, ere now, 

To have t)een lord of Siegendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the elements appear 
I'o fight against me. and this sudden flood 
May keep me prisoner here til!— 

{N< fcuses and looks at WcRNBit ; tken rt‘ 
sumes. 

This man must 
Be watch’d. If it is he, he is so changed. 

His father, rising from his grave again, 

Would pass him by unknown. 1 must be wary 
An error would spoil all. 

/ d(H. Your lordsh i p seems 

Tensive. Will it not please you to pass on ? 
Strai. 'Tis past fatigue, which gives my 
weigird'dewn spirit 

An outward show or thought. I will to rest, 
/den. The prince s chamber is prepared, wiih 
The veiy furnittire the prince used when [all 
Last here, In its full splendour, 

{/4sidt]~ Somewhat tatter’d. 
And devilish damp, hut fine enough by torch- 
light ; 

And that’s enough for your right noble blood 
Of twenty quarterings upon a hatchment : 

So let their bearer sleep ’neaih someihlng like 
Now, as he one day will for ever lie. [one 
Sfra/. [riiinf and /urniM.f foGfi90H]. Good 
night, good people I Sir. I trust to-morrow 
Will find me npicr to requite your service. 

In the mean time, I crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. 

Gak I attend you. 

S/rai. [a/Jif a Jew sUft. fa uses, and <alU 
WgRNbKl Friend ! 

Wtr. Sir. 

tden~ Sir/ fyOrd^>h Lord I Why don't you 
Kis lordship, or his excellency ? Tray. [say 

My lord, excuse this poor man’s want of breed- 
ing: 

He hath not been accustoni'd to admission 
To such a presence. 

Slrat. Uo iDENSTEtNl. Peace, iritendant I 
/den. Oh I 

• am dumb. [here? 

S/rai, [to Werner). Have you been Iwig 

It *rr. Long ? 

S/ra/. 1 sought 

An answer, not an echo. 

IVer. You may seek 

Both from the walls. 1 am not usm to answer 
Those whom 1 know not. 

Siraf. Indeed t Ne'ertheless 

You might reply with courtesy to what 
t ask’d io kindness. 

lyer. When I know it such, 

1 will requite — that is. reftf-An unison. 

Strai. The intendant said you had been 
detain’d by sickness— 

If 1 could aid you — journeying the same way ? 

Wer. 1 am not jouraeyiog tbesame 

way. 


Strai. Ho* know y# 

That, ere you know my route? 

HVr. Because there IS 

But one way that the rich and poor must treed 
Together. You diverged from that dread pam 
Son>e hours ago, and 1 some days : henceforth 
Our roads must lie asunder, though they fend 
Ail to one home. 

Strai. Your language is above 

Vour station. 

Wer. \kilUrly\ Is U ? . 

Strai. Or, at least, beyond 

Your garb. . 

irm Tis well that it is not beneath lU 
As sometimes happens to the better clad. 

But, in a word, what would you wlih 

tes-y^ r you knew me not. 
question me, , . . 

And wonder that I answer not— not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain wlial you 
And then I'll satisfy yourself, or me- 
S/ral. I knew not that you bad reasons W 
IP'er. Many have such Have you nowr 

' None which »a 

Interest a mere stranger. 

U'er. Then forgive 

ThcEime unknown and humble siiang«f/ " 

He wishes to remain so to ihetnan 
WJ.o cart have nought In common with 

I wllrnot balk )-our hnmour, though ’ 

{nrell'dr-lh’iJ’; hir. 

lOENSTMN, ./V4f GAROR- . 

IVer. [solas). Tis he I I am taken m iheW"* 

t q.il?eS"H.mbureh, Giulie, ’''J'*"'’ 

Inform d me. Ibei he hed obijmd en ^ 
From Brandenburgs elecior, forihe^i 
Of Kruitsner [such the name I fh®" 

I cime upon the frontier : the fn» c»ty 
Alone presef>ed my f«edoin— tiN f 3 ^ 

Its walls-fooI that I w'as loqu^it 

I deem d this humble 

Had baffled the slow hounds m 

What’s to be dorse? HeknowsmcP^bypej^^ 

Nor could aught, save the eye of 

Ha^•e recognised Arte, after jvrenty y<^ 

We met so rarely and so coldly m ^ 

Our youth. But those who 

Divi^he frankness of ‘^5 
No doubt isa mere tool ,^oue rneanf ! 

To sound and to secure me. W^u 
Sick, poor-begirt too with he 
ImpaSble even to the wealthy, ^ 

All O^pluwces 

Of overpowenog penJ. ^th 

How can I hope I An hour ago 

My scale beyond despair ; «d 

lUe past aeins paradise. Anotl^day. 

And I'm detected,— oo ihevoy 
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Of honours, rights, and my inheritance, 

\Vhen a few drops of gold might save me still 
I n favouring an escape. 

Enltr luEKSrsiK and FRITZ i« <MVfnatian. 


Pritt. Immediately. 

Idtn . I tell you, ‘(is impossible. 

Fritz. It must 

Be tried, however : and if one es press 
Fall, you must send on others, till (he answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant. 
Utn. 1 will do what I can. 
pritt. And recollect 

To spare no trouble ; you will be repaid 
Tenfold. 

Utn. The baron is retired to rest I 
Friit. He hath thrown himself into an easy 
chair 

Besldu the fire, and slumbers ; and has order'd 
He may not be disturb'd until eleven. 

When he will take himself to bed. 

Idtn. Before 

An hour Is {>asi. I'll do my best to serve him. 
Prilt . K emeinber I ( Exit Fit iTZ . 

Idtn. The devil take these great meo ; they 
lliink all things made for (here. Mow here 
must I 

Rouse up some half a dozen shivering vassals 
Prom their scant pallets, and. atpenTof 
Their livei, despatch them o'er the river low’ards 
Frankfort. Methinks the baron's own experience 
Some hours ago might teach him fellow*feeUng : 
But no, * U mnst,' And there's an end. How now? 
Are you there, Mynheer Wemer? 

iVtr. You have left 

Your noble guest rigid quickly. 

Idtn. Yes— he's dozing. 

And seems to like that none should sleep besides. 
Here is a packet for thecomniHndant 
or Frankfort, at all risks and all expenses ; 

But I must not lose time i Good ni^t ! [Exit 
iVtr. • To Frankfort 1 

So. so, it thickens I Ay. * the commandant/ 
This tallies well with all the prior steps 
Of this cool, calculating fiend, who walks 
Between me and my father's house, No doubt 
He writes for a detachment to convey me 
Into some secret fortress, ^Sooner (haa 
This 

[WkKNKJt laoit artnnd, and snatcha nf a 
kni/i lying an a iabtt in a rtttst. 

Now I am master of myself a( least 
Hark,— foouteps I How do 1 know that S(ra* 
lenheim 

Will wait for even (he sliow of that authority 
Which is to overshadow usurpation? 

I'hat he suspects me's certalo. I'm alone : 

He with a numerous train. I wok : he strong 
In gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 

I nameless, or involving in my name 
Destruction, till ( reach my own domain ; 

He full'bloM Q with his (ills, whkb impose 
Still further on these obscure petty burghers 


Thao (hey could do elsewhere. Hark I nearer 
s(ill! 

*11 (o the secret passage which communicates 
With the— — No I all is silent — 'iwas my 
fancy I— 

Still as the breathless interval between 
The Rash and thunder ;— I must hush my soul 
Amidst its perils. Yet I will retire, 
b see if still be unexplored the passage 
wot of : it will serve me as a den 
Of secrecy for some iMxirs, at the worst. 
[WCKKCE draw ft panti, and exit, thiing it 
a/ltrkim. 


Enter GA0OR ewif Josrpuine. 

(tab. Where is your husband ? 

Jos. Here, I thought : I left him 

Nor long since in his chamber. But these rooms 
Have many uurleu, and he may be gone 
To accompany the Intendani. 

Baron Stralenheim 
Put many questions to the iniendant on 
The subjMi of your brd. and. to Ite plain. 

* liave my doubts If he means well, 

7«. Alas I 

Wnat can there be In common with the proud 
And wealthy baron, and the unknown Werner? 
Cab. That you know best. 
yas. Or, if it were so, how 

Cone you to stir yourself in his behalf, 

Rather than that of hini whose life yoti saved ? 

Gab. 1 help'd to save him, as in peril \ but 
I did not pledse myself to serve him in 
Oupressioo. I know well these nobles, and 
Tlieir lhousar>d modes of trampling on the poor. 
I have proved them ; and my spirit boilj up w hnn 
1 find them practising against the weak :— 

This Is my only motive. 

y^i. It would be 

Not easy to persuade my consort of 
Your good intentions. 

Gab. Is he so suspicious ? 

7m. He was not once : but time and troubles 
Made him what you beheld. (have 

I'm sorry fork, 
Suspicion is a heavy amour, and 
With itsown weight impedes moreihan protects. 
Good night 1 1 trust to meet with him at day- 
bfcai. [Rx,t. 

Renter Iornstein and tame PEASANTS. 

JOsePHINfi rttira ng the Hall. 

Firit Featant. But if I’m drown’d? 

Idea. Why. you will be well paid for't, 
And have risk'd more than drowning fores nmeh, 
1 doubt not. 

Setand Peasant. But our wives and families ? 

Iden. Cannot be worse off than they are. and 
Beeler. [may 

Third Feaaamt. \ have neither, and will 
venture. 

Iden. That's right. A gallant carle, and fit to 
A soldier, ril promote you to the ranks [be 
In the (Hlnce’s body-guud— 4f you succeed ; 
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And you shall have besides, in sparklj&£ coin, 
Two lhaleps. 

Third Feasani, No more \ 

/den. Out upon your avarice ! 

Can chat low vice alloy so much ambicion? 

I tell chee, fellow, chat two thalers lu 
Small change will subdivide into a treasure. 

Do not five hundred thousand heroes dally 
Risk lives and souls for the (iche of one thaler 7 
When had you half the sum 7 

Third Peasant. Never— but ne'er 

The less 1 must have three. 

/den. Have you forgot 

Whose vassal you were bom, knave ? 

Third Feasani, No— the prince's. 

And not the stranger's. 

/den. Sirmh I in the prince's 

Absence, I am sovereign ; and the baron is 
My intimate connexion * Cousin Idensiein 1 
(Quoth he) you'll order out a down villains.* 
And so, you villains ! troop— march— march, I 
And if a single dog's ear of this packet [say ; 
Be sprinkled by the Oder— look to it 1 
For every page of paper, shall a hide 
Of yours be stretch’d as parchment on a drum. 
Like Ziska'sskin, to beat alarm to all 
Refractory vassals, who cannot eflecl 
ImpossibiUties.«Away, re earth-worms I 

[Exit, driving them ant. 
jae. [eaming /arvsard]. I fain would shun 
these scenes, too oft repeated. 

Of feudal tyranny o'er petty victims ; 

I cannot aid, and will not witness such. 

Even here, in this remote, unnamed. duUspoC, 
The dimmest In the district s map, exist 
The insolence of wealth in poverty 
O’er something poorer still- the |^e of rank 
In servitude, o'er something still more servile ; 
And vice in misery affecting still 
A tatter’d splendour. What a state of being I 
In Tuscany, my own dear sunny land. 

Our nobles were but citizens and merchants. 
Like Cosmo. We had evils, but not such 
As these ; and our aU*ripe and gushing valleys 
Made pover^ more cheerful, where each herb 
Was In itseli a meal, and every vine 
Rain’d, as it were, the bewrage which makes 
I'he heart of man ; and the ne’er unfeh sun 
(But rarely clouded, and when clouded, leaving 
His warmth behind in memory of his beams) 
Makes the worn mantle, and the thin robe, less 
Oppressive than an emperor's jewelKd purple. 
But, here f the despots of the north appear 
To imitate the ice-wind of their clime. 

Searching (lie shivering vassal through his rags. 
To wring his soul— as the bleak elements 
His form. And 'tis to be amongst these 
sovereigns 

My husband pants ! and such bis pride of 
That twenty years of usage, such as no [birth— 
Father bom in a humble state could oerve 
His soul to persecute his son withal. 

Hath chang^ no atom of bis early nature ; 

But t bom nobly alw, from my father's 


Kindness was taught a different lesson. Father I 
May thy long-trieo and now rewarded splht 
Lo^ down on us and our so long desired 
Ulric I I love my son. as thou didst me I 
What's (hat 7 Tnou. Werner 1 can it be? and 
thus 7 

{ Enter Wesner hastily, with the knife in his 
hand, hy the secret fanel, which he elasts 
hurriedly a/ler him. 

Wer. [not at fret recognizing hci^. Discover d 1 
(hen I'll [recognizing her]. 

Ah I Josephine, 

Why art thou not at rest 7 
Jos. What rest 7 My Gall 

What does this mean ? 

Wer, [showing a rouUan\ Here's 

Jos^ine. 

Will rescue us from this detested dungeon. 

Jos. And how obtain'd 7— that knife I 
Wer. 'Tis blood less-yvf. 

Away— we must to our chamber. . , 

Jos. But whence comesf thou? 

Wer. Ask not I but let us think where we 
shall go- ,yi 

This— this will make tis way— tk4geio\ 
— fCU fit them now. 

Jos. I dare not think thee guilty of dishonour. 
iVer. Dishonour I 
Jos. I have said It. 

tfVr. L«tu8hcii05 5 

Tis the last night, I trust, that we 
Jos. And not the worst, I hope. [h*'* 

Wtr. Hooe I I make snre, 

But let us (o our chamber. 

W^ t hast thou done t . . ^ 

Wer. [Jioree/y\, Left one thing undone, wbicn 
Had made all well : let me not think of it 1 
Avray X . . 

Jo:. Alas, (hat I should doubt of 


Hopei 
Yet one question-* 


ACT II. 

SCEKB 1.— -4 //a// in the same Palace 
Enter IdensteJN and others. 
Idem. Fine dmngsl goodly doingsl 
doings X 

baron pillaged in a prince's palaM I 


A oaron pniagea m a priuw«* a.j 

Where, till this hour, such a sin oeer wsslj^o 
^ ..V- .. I .u. Mtc rfeSDOl <1 


boomt 
[of. 



The honour of our city's gone for ever. 

FriU. WeU, but now to discover the 
The baroo is detennioed not to lose ' 

This sum without a search. , 

idtn. And BO am 1. 

FriU. But whoa do you suspect ? 

/dem Suspect 1 all paepm 

Without— within— above— below— Heaven bdp 


me 
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Frilt. Is ihere no other entrance lo the 
chamber? 

Hfn. None whaUoerer. 

Priit. Are you sure o( that ? 

ii<n. Certain. I have lived and $erved here 
since iriy tnrtb, 

And if (here were such, must Have heard of such, 
Or seen it. 

Fritz. Then it must be some one who 
Had access to the antechamber. 
tdzn. Doubtless. 

Frilt. The man call'd Werntr’i poor \ 

Idea. Poor a$ a miser. 

But lodged so far off. in the other wing. 

By which there's no communication with 
The baron's chamber, that It can't be he. 
Besides. I bade him * good night' in the hall. 
Almost a mile off, and v^hich only Icarls 
To his oun apartment, about the same time 
When this burglarious, larcenous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 
rrUx. There's another. 

The stranger 

idtn . The H ungaiian ? 

Frilt. He who help'd 

To hsh the baron from the Oder. 

tdtn. Not 

Unlikely. But. hold— might it not have been 
One of the suite } 

Frilt. How? 

IdtH. No— not/ev. 

But some oF the inferior knaves. You say 
The baron was asleep in the great chair— 

The velvet chair— in hli embroider'd night* 
gwn ; 

His toilet spread before him, and upon It 
A cabinet with letters, papers, and 
Several rouleaux of gold ; of vthlch ear only 
Has disappear'd the door unbolted, with 
No difRcult access to any. 

Fritz. Good sir, 

Be not so quick ; (he honour of the eorpa 
Which forms the baron’s household's unim* 
peach'd 

From steward to scuUlon, save In the fair way 
Of peculation ; such as in accompts, 

Weights, measures, larder, cellar, buttery. 
Where all men take their prey ; as in 
Hostage of letters, gathering of rents. 

Purveying feasts, and understanding with 
The honest trades who furnish nobM masters ; 
But for your petty, picking, downright thievery, 
Wc scorn it as we do bou^-wages. Then 
Had one of our folks done it, he would not 
Have been so poor a spirit as to hasard 
His neck for znt rouleau, but have swo^'d all ; 
Also the cabinet, if portable. 

idtn. There Is some sense in iha(^~> 

, No, sir, be sura 

Twas none of our corps : but some petty, trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius. 

The only question is— Who else could have 
Access, save the Hungary and youiself? 
idtn. You don't mrao me? 


Fritz. No. ^ ; I honour more 

Your talents— ' 

Idem. And my principles, I hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point: What's 
to be done? [said. 

Idem. Nothiog— but (here's a good deal to be 
Well ofler a reward : mo\‘e heaven and earth, 
And the police (though there's none nearer than 
Frankfort) ; post notices in manuscript 
For we've no fwinierl ; and set by my clerk 
To read them (for few can, save be and 1) ; 
We'll send out villains to strip beggars, and 
Search empty pockets : also to arrest 
All gipsies, and ilhclothed and sallow people, 
PrisMiers we'll have at lea.<l. If not the culprit ; 
.And for the baron's gold— if 't is not found. 

At least he sh.all have the full sausfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
The ghost of this rouleau, llerc s alchemy 
For your lord's losses I 

Fritz. He h.ath found a better. 

Idem. Where? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance. 
The Uie Count Siegendorf, his distant kinsman. 
Is dead near Prague, in his casile, and my lord 
Is on Ills way to take possession. 

Idem. Was there 

No heir? 

Fritz. Oh, yes : but he has disappear'd 
Long from (he world's eye, and perhaps the 
world. 

A prodigal son. beneath his father's ban 
For the last twenty years: for whom his sire 
Refused to kill the tatted calf: and. therefore. 

If living, he must chew the husks still. But 
The baron would find means io silence him, 
Were he to re>Bppear : he’s politic. 

And has much influence with a ceriain court, 
Idem. He's fortunate. 

Frilt. Tis true, there is a grandson. 

Whom the late count reclaim'd from his son's 
And educated as his heir ; but then (hands. 
His birth b doubtful. 

Idem. How so ? 

R'iiz. His sire made 

A left'hand, love, imprudent sort of marriage, 
With an Italian exile's dark*eyed daughter : 
Noble, they say, too: but no match for such 
A house as Siegendorf s. The grandsire ill 
Could brook the alliance; and could ne’er be 
brought 

To see the parents, (hough he took the son. 

Idem. If he's a lad of mettle, he may yet 
tKspute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Puule your baroa to unravel, 

Fritu Why, 

For mettle, he has quite enough : they say, 

He forms a happy mixture of his sire 
And paodsires qualities.— impetuous as 
The former, and deep as the latter : but 
The stnogest is, that he too disapp^’d 
Some months ago. 

Idem. Tbe devil be did I 

Fruz. wiiy. yes : 
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It must have been at liis suggestion, at 
An Iiour so critical as was the eve (by it. 

Of (he old man s death, whose heart was broken 
Was there no cause assign’d ? 
h'riU. Ilenty. no doubt, 

And none perhaps the true one. Some averr’d 
It was in seek his parents : sume because 
1 he old man held his spirit in so strictly 
(But that could scarce be, for l»e doted on liim} ; 
A third believed he wish’d to serve in war. 

Thit peace being made soon after his departure. 
He might have since return’d, were that the 
moUve : 

A fourth set charitably have surmised, [him. 
As there was something strange and mystic in 
That in the wild exuberance of his nature 
He had join’d the black bands, who lay waste 
l.usaiia, 

1'he moumains of Boheini.a and Sil^a. 

Since (lie last years of war liad dwindl^ into 
A kind of general condottiero s>stem 
Of bandit warfare ; each troop with its chief, 
And all against mankind. 

Mff*. I'hat cannot be, 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury, 

1 o risk his life and honours with disUiiided 
^Idiers and desperadoes i 

Heaven best knows I 
But iheie are human natures so allied 
Unto the savage love of enterprise. 

That they will seek for peril as a pleasure. 

Vve heal'd that nothing can recLiim your Indian, 
Or tame the ligcr, though their inf.incy 
Weic fed on milk and honey. After all. 

Your Wallenstein, your Tilly and Gusiavus, 

Your Banuier, and your Torstenson and Weimar. 
Were but the same thing upon a grand scale ; 
And now that they are gone, and peace 
claim'd, 

I’hey who would follow (he same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes 
The baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday’s escape. 

But did not leave the cottage by the Oder 
Until this morning. 

Rnitr STRALSKlJKrsr and ULKtC. 

Stral. Since you have refused 

All compensation, gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate thanks, you almost check even them. 
Making me feel the worthlessness of words, 

And blush at my own barren gratitude. 

They seem so niggardly, compared with what 
Your courteous courage did in my behalf^— 
Ulr. I pray you press the theme no further. 
Siml. l^ut 

Can I no( serve you ^ You are young, and of 
That mould which throws out heroes \ fair in 
favour ; 

Bnve, 1 know, by niy living now to say so : 

And doubtlessly, with such a form and heart. 
Would look into the Aery eyes of war, 

As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to save as unknown stranger, 


pro- 


In an as perilous, but opposite, element. 

You are made for the service : I have served ; 
Hase rank*by birth and soldiership, and friends, 
Who shall be yours. Tis true this pause of 
Favours such views at present scantily : [peace 
Bui ’iw'ill noi last, men’s spirits are too stirring ; 
And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the times show us 
In every forest, or a mere arm’d truce, flitne^ 
War will reclaim his own; and, in the mcao 
You might obtain a post, which would insure 
A higher soon. and. by my influence, fail not 
To rise. I speak of Bmndenburg. wherein 
I siand well with the Elector : in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we are now 
Upon its frontier. 

Ulr. You perceive my garb 

Is Saxon, and of course my service due 
To my o'ts n sovereign. If I must decline 
Your offer, ‘tis with the same feeling wliicb 
Induced it. 

Stral. Why. this is mere usury? 

I owe my life to you, and you refuse 
The au()uU(ance of the interest of the debt. 

To heap more obligations on me, tiU 
bow beneath them. 

Ulr. You shall say so when 

I claim (he payment. 

Stral. Well, sir, since you will not^ 

You are nobly born ? 

Ulr. I h.ive heard my kinsmen sy $o. 

S/ral, Your actions show It. Might i ask 
Ulr. Ulric. ' [your name f 

Sfrnl. Your house's ? . ,u 

Ulr. When I'm worthy of it, 

I’ll answer you, 

Stral. [aslda]. Most probably an Austrian, 
Whom tlicse unsettled times forbid 
His lineage on these wild and dangerous 
frontiers, . .. 

Where the name of his country is abhorro. 

[Aland ta FkiTS and loRKSTEfN. 
So. sirs I how have ye sped in your reseercbes r 
/dtn. Indifferent well, your excellency. 

Sin,/. , , 

I am to deem the plunderer is caught r 
/d<n. Humph 1 — not exactly. . , 

Stral. Oraileastwsp^J 

/dtn. Oh I for that matter, very much s^ 
Stral. Who may he be ? 

/dan. hy don’ t yau know, ft/ lord / 

Stral. How should I ? I was fast asleep. 


/dan. 


And so 


Wns I. and that's the cause I know no more 
Than does your excelieoey. _ 

fZ‘: 

Your lordship, being robbd, don t 

The rogue, how should 1. net 

The thief among so many 1 

May it please your excellency, your ttuef wow 

ExacUy like the rest, or rather better : 

•Tis ooly at the bar and m the dung^ , 

That wise men know your felon by his features , 
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Bat ru engfage. that if se«n there but ooce. 
Ultether he be found crimioa] or do, 

His face shall be so. 

S/ra/. ITtf Frit?], fhiihee, Friu. informme 
What haen been done to trace the fetlow f 
Friti. Faith ! 

My lord, not much as yet. except conjecture. 
StraL Besides the loss (which 1 must own 
affects me 

^st now materially). I needs would And 
The vUlnin out of jiubHc motives ; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could crev^ 
Through my attendants, and so m.iny peopled 
And lighted chain bets, on my rest, and snaich 
Tite gold before my scarce*clo$ed e)es. wotik) 
Leave bare your borough. Sir Iniendant ! (soon 
idtn. 1 rue ; 

If there were aught to carry off. my lord. 

Ulr. Whai Is all tins? 

Stral. You join’d us but this morning. 

And have not heard that I was robb'd la»i night. 

Utr. Some rumour of it reach d me as I jvtM’d 
The outer chambers of (he paUce. but 
1 Unow no further. 

Strat. It Is A strange business ; 

Theinlendant can inform you of the facta. 
tdtn. Most willingly. You see^— 

Si rat. U^er your tale, 

lill certain of the hearer's patience. 

/din. That 

Can only be approved by proofs. You see — 
Sirat. (ugujM and adJrtst- 

ing UURIC]. In short. I was asleep upon d 
M y caul net before me, with iou>e gold [chair. 
Upon it (more than I much like to I'ise, 

Tl)Ou^h In part onlyl : some ingenious person 
Cofttnved to glide through all my own attend* 
ants. 

Besides those of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to And 
1 would be fain, and there’s an end. I^rhsps 
You (as I still am rather faint) would add 
Tc yesterday's great obligation, this. 

Though slighter, yet not slight, (o aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) m recovering it? 
t//r. Most willingly, and without loss of 
time-.. 

[To Idekstsin]. Come hither, mynheer I 
/dtn. Bui so much Imsie bode 

Right liulesj>ecd, and^— 

Standing motionless 

None : so let 8 march : we ll talk as we eo on 
/di/i. Uui^~ 
l//r. Show the spot, and then I’ll answer you. 
AVf’/t. I will, w, with his excellency’s 1ea«e. 
Sfrat. Do so, and take yon old ass with you. 
/•'rtfM. Hence' 

l/lr. Come on. uul oracle, expound thy riddle ' 
\£xit with lULNSTEiN and Frit*. 
Sira/, [taiui]. A stalwart active. soM^ 
looking stripling 

Handsome as Hercules ere his Arst labour. 

And with a brow of tliought ^yond bis yean 
\Wa in repose, till his eye kindles up 


(n answering yours. 1 wish 1 could engage him : 
1 have need of some such spirits near me now. 
For this inlteriiance is worth a struggle. 

And ihotigh I am not the man to yield without 
one. 

Neititcr are (hey who now* rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy. they say. 's a bold 
one ; 

But he hailt pbty’d tire irtiAnt in some hour 
Of frc.ikish folly, leaving fortune to [whom 
Clmiupion his cUiims. 'i’li.M s w’cll. I’he fatliur. 
For yc.irs I’ve tiavk’d. as does the bloodhound, 
nes’er 

In sight, but constantly in scent, h;td put me 
To fault ; but Jh'/y I Aut-rhim. and (hal'sbvttv}. 
It must be Ae / All ciri.uiii stance proclaims it ; 
And careless voices, knowing iioi the cause 
Of my inquiries, still cun Arm it.^^’es I 
The man. his bttiring. and the i>i>stery 
Of his airiv.il. and the time ; the aucuuiit. too. 
'I'he intcndain g.^ve .'for 1 have not beheld tier) 
Of his wife’s di?niAcd but foreign aspect ; 
Ilesbles ilK‘.inu|>aihy with which w*c met. 

As snakes and lions shrink back from each other 
by secret instinct that both must be foes 
Deadly. wiilHoit being natural prey (o either; 
Alt— all— conAiin it to my mind. However. 
\\'e’ll grajrple. ne’erthcless. In a few hours 
I’be overcomes from Frankfort, if these waters 
Rise not else higher (and the weaiher favours 
Iheir quick abaiememi. and Ml have him safe 
Wiihin a dungeon, where he mav avouch 
His real e»iate aiKl name ; and tliere's no harm 
done. [robbery 

Should l>e prove oiher lhan 1 deem, ’Vhls 

g ave for (he actual loss) is lucky also : 
e's ivoor. and ilvat's suspicious— he's unknown, 
* iha I’s defetw.'cless .—True, we Ivave no proofs 


And 

Of guilt,— but what liaih he of innocence ? 

\Vefv lie a man indifferent to iny prospects, 

In other be.'irings. I sliculd rather l.iy 
I'he inculpaiicn on the Hungarian, who 
Kalh sumeihhig which I like not ; and alone 
Uf all aroniMJ. except live intetidaut, and 
The prince's household and my own. had ingress 
Famili.ir to tlic clumber. 

EnUr Gabor. 

Friend, how fare ynu ? (they 
Otfi. As lltosc wlio fare w eU everywhere, when 
l^ave suppd and xluiubcrd. no great matter 
And you. my lord? [how— 

Strut. Better in rest than purse : 

hline inn b like to cost me dear. 

Oat. I heard 

Of your late loss ; bu* ’ds a trifle tr 
One of yotu order 

S/rai You would ha^ily inmk so, 

Were the loss yours. 

Gat. I never had so much 

(At emev) in my whole life, and therefore am not 
Fit (o decide. But I came here to seek you. 
Your couriers are lam’d back— 1 have out* 
Id my return. [sini»p d ilwm, 
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^ . No^ 

^ wentaJ daybreak, Look upon him ! What do you se«? 

To watch for the abatement of the river, IVfr. A stripling, 

As being anxious to resume my journey. For the first time 

Your messengers were all check’d like myself j (/2r. [knuUrtf]. For twelve long years, ray 

And, seeing the case hopeless, I await HV. Oh. God J f father I 

The curren t’ $ pleasure. 7«v. He faints 1 

Siral. Would the dogs were in It J IkVr, No— I am better now— 

Why did (hey not, at least , attempt the passage ? Ulrie ! [Bmkraai Aim). 

I order’d this at all risks. u/r. My father.'Siegendorf 1 

Could you order ft'irr. [rftfr*'*/]. Hush I boy— 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did The walls may hear that name i 

'I'iie Red Sea (scarcely redder than the flood C//r. What then } 

Of the swoln stream), and be obey’d, perhaps IVtr, Why, thco- 

'I'hey might have ventured. But we will talk of that anon. Remember. 

Sfral I must see to it : I must be known here but u Werner. Come I 

The knaves I the slaves !— but they shall smart Come to my arms again 1 Why, thou look’stall 
for this. [£xtf STitAi.£N)is:rsf. I should hai'e been, and was not. Josephine i 

Crti. {sofNi\. There goes my noble, feudal, Sure ’t is no father’s fondness dairies me ; 
seir-w'ih’d baron \ But. hod I seen that form amid ten thousand 

Epitome of ivhat brave chivalry Youth of (l>e choicest, my heart would have 

The preux chevaliers of the go^ old times This for my sod ! (chosen 

Have left us. Yesterday he would have given (Jlr. And yet you knew me nol 1 

His lands (if he hath any), and. siill dearer. IVer. Alas ! 1 have had that upon my soul 

His sixteen quatierings, for ns much fresh air Which makes me look on all men with an ^y^.. 
As would have fill’d a bladder, while he lay That only know s the evil at first glance. [I 

Gurgling and foaming halfway through the t/ir. My memory served me far more fondly : 





: another day go down lus. 

O’er thee and m 

>t. with those huge hills belween 

They shall not t 

art us more. 

Wer. * 

I know not that. 

Are you awrare o 
U/r. Oh. hea 
And looking Uki 
Amidst theelem 

fly i«f Acr n nw wwn t ^ 5 

veni 1 1 leR him in a green old 
» the o^, worn, but still steady 
enis. whilst younger trees 

Fell fast arour 
months sine 
Wtr. Whydi 

id him. "Twai scarce three 
e. 

d you leave him ? . .. . 


T/ Ulrjc). Can you ask that 

question ? 


Is he not Atrt f 
Wer. Tr 

ue ; he hath sought his 

Aod found then 
state ! 

U/r. All shall 

Q ; but oh 1 Aetir, and m what 
be better'd. Wliatwohavejo 

Is to proceed, an 
Or rather yours : 
Your falh^ has ( 

Of hi& broad land 

id to assert our ngm*» i** 

for I waive all, unless 
iisposed in such a sort 

Is as to make mine the foremost. 

So that 1 must p 
But J trust bettei 

refer my claim for form : 

Wtr. Havey< 
U/r. 

STic h«t tMsfa 

HI not beard of StraJenneimr 

I saved 

• Ti»’« h«e. 

u/:; You saved 





WERNER, 


Wtr, Everything. One who claims our 
lathers' lands : 

Our distant kinsman, and our nearest foe. 

Utr. 1 never bcaid his name till now. Tbe 
count, 

Indeed, ^>oke sometimes of a kinsman, who, 

If his own Une should fail, might be remotely 
Involved in the succession ; but his titles 
Were never named before me^and what then? 
HU right must yield to ours. 

Wer. Ay, if at Prague \ 

Out here he U all-powerful : and has spread 
Snares for thy father, which, if hitherto 
He hath escaped them, is by fortune, not 
By favour. 

Ulr. Doth he per^nally know you ? 

WfT. No; but he guesses shrewdly at my 
person. 

As he betray'd last night : and I, perhaps, 

But owe my temporary liberty 
To his uncertainty. 

Vlr% I think you wrong him 

Excuse me for the phrase) ; but Stralenheim 
s not what you prqudge him. or. if so, 
le owes me something both for past and present, 
saved his life, he tlwfore trusts in me. 

Me hath been plunder'd ioa since be came 
hither : 

I s sick : a stranger ; and as such not now 
Able to trace the villain who hath robb'd him : 

[ have pledged myself to do so ; and the business 
Which brought me here was chiefly that : but 1 
Have found, in searching for another's dross. 
My own whole treasure— you, my parental 
Wtr. \anitHuHy\ Who 

Taught you to mouth that name of * villain' ? 

Oir. What 

More noble name belongs to common thieves? 

If^rr. Who uught you thus to brand an un* 
With an infemal silgma? (known being 

My own feelings 

Taught me to name a ruffian from his de^a 
Wir. Who taught you, long-sought and ill- 
found boy I that 

It vrould be safe for my own son to insult me? 

Vlr. 1 named a villain. What is there in 
With such a being and my father? [common 
W'''- Everything I 

That ruffian is thy father I 

Oh. niy son 1 

Believe him not— and yeti \ktrv«ktfalUn\ 

Ulr. [jfarlj, locAs tamatly a/ WfcRKER anti 
than iitvt slawly.] And you avow it ? 

Wtr. Ulric. before you dare drapise your 
father. 

l-«nrn to divine and >udge his actions. Young, 
kasb. new to life, and rear'd in luxury 'a lap. 

Is it lor you lo measure passion’s force. 

Or misery *8 tempution? Wait— (not long, 
t( comein like the night, and qukkWl— Wut I— 
Wait till, like me. your hop^are b^btcd— tiU 
Sorrow and shame are handmaids of your cabin : 
Famioe and poverty your guests at table ; 
Despair your bed-fellow— thea rise, but not 


From sleep, and Judge 1 Should that day e er 
arrive— 

Should you see then the serpent, who hath c^l'd 
Himself arourul all that is dear and noble 
Of you and yours, lie slumbering in your path. 
With but Ais folds between your siep« and 
hap^ness. 

When At. who lis'es but to tear from you name, 
Larftds, life itself, lies at your mercy, with 
Chance your conductor; midnight for your 
mantle : 

The bare knife in your hand, and earth asleep. 
E'en to your deadliest foe ; and he as 'twere 
inviting death, by looking like it, while [God I 
His death alone can save you :— Tlank your 
If then, like me. content with petty plunder, 
You turn astde^— 1 dkl so. 

Ulr. But 

Wer. [oira///y]. Hear me I 

1 will not bro^ a human voice— scarce dare 
Listen to my own (if that be human still)— 
Hear me ! you do not know this mao- 1 do. 
He's mean, deceitful, avaricious. You [learn 
Deem yourself safe, as young and brave; but 
N’one are secure from desperation, few 
From subtilty. hly worst foe. Stralenheim, 
Housed in a prince's palace, couch'd withm 
A prince's chamber, lay below my knife I 
An instant— a mere motion— the feusi Impulse* 
Had swept him and all fears of mine from earth. 
He w.-is within my poner— my knife was raised— 
Withdrawn— and Vm In his :— are you not so ? 
Who tells you that he knows you naif Who 
' says 

Hu hath not lured you here to end you? or 
To plunge you, with your parents, in a dungeon ? 

INe Pauuf. 

Ulr. Proceed— proceed I 

Afe he hath ever known. 
And hunted through each change of time— name 
— (bnune— 

And why not yea f Are you more versed in men? 
He wound snares round me? Aung along my 
_ . (spurn’d 

Keptiles, whom, m my youth, I would have 
Even from ray presence ; but, in spuming now. 
Fill only with fresh venom. Will you be 
More patient? UIrtcl— Ulrlcl there are crimes 
^ occasion, and temptations 
wbicb nature cannot master or forbear. 

Ulr. [»Aa latAj jfrjt at Aim, and lAen at 
lost^HiMBl, My mother! 

Wer. Ah t I ihoueht&ot van hBvonau/ 


vVer. Ah t I thought so : you have now 
Only one parent. I have lost alike 
Father and son. aud si and alone. 

But Slay! 

IWernbr ruslusout e/lh* ehamhtr. 
Jas. [la ULticJ. Follow him not, until this 
storm of passxm 

A^^. ‘n^'si thou, that were it well for him. 
1 had not followed ? 

. 1 ^^'’* . * obey you, mother. 

Although reluctantly. My first act shaU not 
Be one of disobedience. 
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J6s. Ob I he is good \ 

Condemn him not from his own mouth but trust 
To me, who have borne so much wit) him, and 
for him, 

That this is but the surface of his soul, 

4nd that the depth is rich in better things. 

Vlr. These then are but my father's principles? 
My mother thinks not with him ? 

Jos. Nor doth he 

Think as he speaks. Alas i tong years of grief 
Have made him sometimes thus. 

Vlr. Explain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Siralenheim. 
That, when I see the subject m its bearings, 

I may prepare to face him, or at least 
To extricate you from your present perils. 

I pledge myself to accomplish this— l)ut would 
I liad arrived a few hours sooner ! 

7«. Ay ! 

Hadst thou but dona so I 

BnUr Gasok and iDSNST^tK, Hulk 
ATTIiNbANTS. 

Gab. [lo ULRtc). I have sought you. com- 
So this is my reward I [rade. 

Vlr. What do you mean ? 

Gab. 'Sdcaih 1 have 1 lived to these years, 

and for this ! [would 

[To iDSNSTKiNl Rut foT your age and folly, I 
Idsa. Help I 

Hands ofTl Touch an intendant I 
Cab. l>> not think 

rU honour you so much as save your throat 
From the Kavenstona* by choking you myself. 
JdsH. { thank you for the respite : but there 
are 

Those who have greater need of It than me. 

Vlr. Unriddle this vJIe wrangling, or— 
Cab. At once, then. 

The baron has been robb'd. and upon me 
This worthy personage hasdeign d lo fix 
His kind suspicions— me I whom he ne ersaw 
Till y ester' evening. 

/dsn. Wouldst have me suspect 

My own acquaintances? You have to learn 
That 1 keep better company. 

Cab. 

Keep the best shortly, and the last for all men. 
The worms 1 you hound of malice ! 

[GAVOR uites OH klm. 
Vlr. UN/€r/er»HX]‘ violence ; 

He's aid, unarm'd— be temperate, Gabor ! 

Cab. [l</fifi/ io Id bnctei N J . True : 

I am a fool to lose myself because 
Fools deem me knave : It is their homage. 

Vlr. [lo [ DKN STE IN ). HO W 

Fare you 7 
Iden. Help I 

l/ir. I kave help d you. 

fdtn. Klllhimllhai 

rU say so. 


• TSe RsveastoM. RtSeaMda.* is iSe suec IftSM of 
Q«rfOuy, MaA b to ciuted troo tM nvaes < bef S wa o* a. 


Oak. 1 am calm — Uve on ! 

/don. That's more 

*rhan you shall do. if there be judge or judgment 
in Germany. The baron shs^ decide I 
Gab. Does lu abet you in your accusation? 

I don. Does he not ? 

Gab. Then next time let him go sink 

Cre [ go hang for snatching him from drowning. 
But here he comes ! 

Enlor Stralenhbim. 

Gab. \eoos up to AxmI. My noble lord, Tm 
Stral. Well, sir I [here I 

Gab. Have you aught with me? 

Stral. What should I 

Have with you? 

Gab. You know best, if yesterday's 

Rood has not wash'd au ay your memory \ 

But that's a trifle, l stand here accused. 

In phrases not equivocal, by yon 
Intendant. of the pillage of your person 
Or chamber is the charge your own or bis? 
Stral. I accuse no man. 

Gab. Then you acquit me, baron 7 

Stral. 1 know not whom to accuse, or to 
Or scarcely to suspect. (acquit, 

Gab. But you at least 

Should know whom not to suspect. 1 am In- 
sulted— 

^>pre$s*d here by these meniaU, and I look 
To you for remedy— teach them their duty I 
To look for ihievtt at home were part of it. 

If duly taught ; but, in one word, if I 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be so of a man like me. 
t am your equal. 

Stral. You I 

Gab. Ay, sir ; and, for 

Aught that you know, superior ; but proceed— 
I do not ask for hints, and surmise.^. 

And circumstance, and proof : I know enough 
Of what I ha>‘e done for you, and what you owe 
me. 

Tohai’eat least w aited your payment rather 
Than paid mv'self. had ( been eager of 
Your gold. 1 also know, that were 1 oven 
The villain I am deem'd, the service render d 
So recently would not permit you to 
Pursue me to the death, except through shame. 
Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 
But this is nothing : I demand of you 
J^tice upon >‘Our unjust servants, and 
From your own lips a disavowal of 
AU sanctloD of iheir insolence : thus much 
You owe to the unknown, wbo asks no iMfe. 
And never thought to have ask’d so much. 

Stral. This tone 

May be of innocence. ^ 

Cab. 'Sdeath I who dare doubt It, 

Except such viUajns as ne’er had it? 

Stral. Yo« 

Are hoc, sir. 

Gab. Must 1 turn an lelcle _ . 

Before the breaib of mentals, and thdr masicM 
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Stral. Ulric ! you know this man : 1 found 
Krarcompany. (him io 

Gah. W« found y<iu in (he Oder. 

Would we had left you (here ! 

Stral. 1 give you (banks, sir. 

Gah. Tve earn'd them : bu( might have earn'd 
more from others, 

Perchance, if I had left you to your fa(e. 

Stral. Ulric! you know this man } 

Gak. No more than you do. 

If he avouches not my honour. 

Ulr. \ 

Can vouch your courage, and. as far as my 
Own brief connection led me. honour. 

Stral. Then 

[ am satisfied. 

Gab. \ircnUally\ Right easily, methinks. 
What is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine? 

Stral. \ merely said lhal / 

Was satisfled^nol that you are absolved. 

Gab. Again I Am 1 accused or no? 

Stral. Go to ! 

You wax too insolent. If circumstance 
And general suspicion be against you. 

U the fault mine? 1s t not enough that I 
Decline all nncsiion of your guilt or innocence? 

Gob. kly lord, my lord, this is mcrecoaciwge, 
A vile equivocation ; you well know 
Your double are certainiies to all around you— 
Your looks a voice— your frowns a sentence ; you 
Are practising your power on me— because 
You have it ; but beware I you know not whom 
You stnve to (read on. 

Threai’st thou ? 

. „ , Not so much 

As you aceuw. You hint the basest injury. 

And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral. As you have said, 'ils true 1 owe you 
someihing, ^ 

Pot which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 
Gab. Not with your gold. 

. With bootleas insolence, 
r 7b Aw ArrgN da k ts amd t HWStZi H 
You need no* further to molest this man 
But let him go hit way. Ulric. good rnwrow 


Attbndants. 

Cab. \Jatlaming\. Til after him aod 

Ulr. \ihpfing Aim]. Not a step. 

, Who shal 

Otiose me? 

Olr. Your own reason, with a moment* 
Thought . 

Gab. Must 1 bear Ihis? 


Ulr. 


_ lanawi «« au mt 

the arrogance of something higher than 
Ourselves— the highest cannot temper Satan 
Nor the lowest his vicegerents upon earth 
l^e seen wi brave the elements, and bear 
111 mgs which had made thisailkwomi cast his 

SICI 0 

^*^worde? 


Gab. Must 1 bear to he deem’d a thief? If 
’twere 

.A bandit of the woods. I could have borne it— 
There’s someihing daring in it but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man I — 

Ulr. It seems, then, 

You are not guilty. 

Gab. Do I he.ir aright ? 

Van too 1 

Ulr. I merely ask’d a simple question. 
Gab. If the Judge ask’d me.— 1 would answer 
‘No •— 

,To you I answer tAns. [Pie draw. 

Olr. [drawn/]. With all my heart ! 
yas. Without there I Hoi help I help !— Oh. 
God I here’s murder I 

I Exit J OSBPll 1 KR , shrUking. 

.Gabob and Ulbic /s^t. Gabor w dis.irmtd 
juit as StXALRNMF.IM, JOSRPHINB, I DEN- 
STEIN. 6^.. re-entfr. 

Jas. Oh i glorious heaven I He’s safe f 
Stral. [ta J OSERI USE). Wkds safe ? 

Jt- My 

Ulr. [inurrupting Aar with a starn laaA, and 
turning aftarwards ta StraLekheisO, 

&othl 

Here s no great harm done. 

Stral. What hath caused all this? 

Ulr. Van. baron. I beliexe ; but as the effect 
Is Kirmless. ki it not disturb you.— Gabor! 
I'hereis y«ur sword ; and when you baic itncxl, 
Let ii MH be against your fiiendt. 

[Ulric pronaunaas tka last wards slowly and 
tmpkatUally in a low vaita ta Oabor. 

_ I thank you 

I.ess for my bfe than for your counsel. 

^ These 

nrawk must end here. 

Gab. [fating Aes sward}. They sAall. You’ve 
wrong’d me. Ulric. (would 

More with your unkind thoughts than sword : 

1 he last were in my bosom rather than 
I The first in yours. I could have borne yon 
Absurd insinuations— ignorance [noble’s 

And dull suspicion are a part of his 


r Axis \rnAi suspicion are a part of his 

^ and ^ia,l will lay him longer than his lands. 


ihit I may fit Aim yet you have vanquish'd me. 
I «*as the fool of passion to conceive 
That I could cope with you. whom I had seen 
Already proved by TOaier perils than 
Rest m (his arm. We may meet by and by 
However— but in friendship. [£xi/ Gabor 
m’^^'***'* , * will brook 

0 more . This out rage following up his insu Its. 


BsIiaw I all r«„.. 1 loliowing uphJSinst) 


, • • *■ •).« MIC llii 

* owed him heretofore for the so*vaunted 
Aid which be added to your abler succour. 
Ulnc. you are oot bun?— 

by » scratch. 

Sfral. {ta iDEHBTRm}. loiendent I take vour 
measure to secure 

Yob fell^ : I revoke my fonner lenity. 

He shall be sent to FrankfoH with an escort. 
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The jnsUnt that the waters have abated. 

Iden. Secure him I He hath got his sword 
again— 

And seems to know the use on'i ; ’tis his trade. 
Belike I'm a civilian. 

Siral. Fool I are not 

Yon score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Enough to seise a dozen such? Hence! after 
Ulr. ^ron. 1 do beseech you ! [him ! 

Stral. I must be 

Obey’d. No words! 

jdtn. Well, if it must be so— 

March, vassals ! I'm your leader, and will bring 
The rear up t a wise general never should 
Expose his precious life— on which all rests. 

I like that article of war. 

\^ExU iDKNSTEiKtf»rf Attendants. 
Stral. Come hither, 

Ulric; what does that woman here? Oh! now 
I recognize her. ’tis the stranger’s wife 
Whom they namt 'Werner.’ 

Ulr. *Tb his name- 

StrAl. Indeed! 

Is not your husband vlwble, fair dame?— 

Toj. Who seeks him ? 

Stral. No one— for the present ; 

I fain would parley, Ulrlc, with yourself 
Alone. 

Lllr. 1 will retire with you. 

7«. Nol » : 

You are the latest stranger, and command 
AU places here. ^ ^ , . 

[fiJdi /e Ulr 1C. asshtiP«sau(\. OUlrtc! have 
Remember what depends on a rash word I 
Vlr. [ftf Joseph IN b]. Fearciott— 

^ > *' Josephine 

Stral. UWc. I think that I may trust you j 
You saved my life— and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

tiir Say on. 

My^erious 

And long-engender’d clreumsfances (not 
To be now fully enter’d on) have made 
Tbit man obnoxious— perhaw fatal to me. 
t//r. Who? Gabor. 1 he Hungarian ? 

No-this ' Werner - 
With the false name and habit. 

Ulr. ^ ^ 

He is the poorest of the pc«r-^nd yellow 
Sickness sits cavern'd in his hollow eye . 

The man Is helpless. 

Stral. He is — us no matter . — 

But if he be the man 1 deem (and that 
He is so, all around us here— and much 
That is not bere-confirm my 
He must be made secure ere twelve ho^ hirther. 
Ulr. And what have 1 to do with inae 
Stral. , * 

To Frankfort, to the gosemor, my fneod, 

(I have the authority to do so ^ 

An order of the house of Brandenbure), 

For a fit escort— but this cur^ 

Bars all access, and may do for some hours. 
Ulr. It is abating. 


Stral. That Is well. 

Ulr. But how 

Am I concern’d? 

Siral. As one who did so much 

For me. you cannot be indifferent to 
That which b of more import to me than 
The life you rescued. — Keep your eye on him I 
The man avmds me, knows that I now know 
him.— [boar when 

Watch him (—as you would watch (he wild 
He makes gainst you in the hunter’s gap — 
Like him he must be spear’d. 

Ulr. Why SO? 

Siral. He stands 

Between me and a brave inheritance ! 

Oh ! could you see it ! But you shall. 

U/r. I hope SO. 

Stral. It b the richest of the rich Bohemia, 
Unscathed by scorching war. It lies so near 
The strongest city, Prague, that fire and sword 
Have skimm’d It lightly : so that now. besides 
Its own exuberance. It bears double value 
Confronted with whole realms far and near 
Made deserta 

Ulr. You describe It faithfully. 

S/ral. Ay — could vou see it. you would say 
As I have said, you shaJl. [so— but. 

Ulr, I accept the omen. 

Stral. Then claim a recompense from it and 
me. 

Such as hath may make worthy your acceptance 
And services to me and mine (or ever. 

Ulr. And this sole, tick, and mberable 
wretch— 

This way-worn stranger— stands between you 
This Paradise?— (As Adam did between (and 
The devil and hbj— 

Stral. He doth. 

Ulr. Hath he no right? 

Stral. Right ! none. A disinherited prodigal. 
Who for these twenty years disgraced his lineage 
In all hb acts— but chiefly by his marriage. 

And living amidst co>nmerce*fetchlng burghers. 
And dabbling merchants, in a mart of Jews. 
Ulr. He has a wife, (hen 7 
Siral. You’d be sorry to 

Call such your mother. You have seen the 
He <aUi hb wife. [woman 

Ulr. U She not so ? 

Stral. No more 

Than he’s your father an Italian girl. 

The daughter of a banish’d man. who lives 
On love nnd poverty with thb same Werner. 
Ulr. They are childless, then 7 
Stral. There b or was a bastard. 

Whom the old man — the grandsire (as old age 
Is ever doting) (ook to warm bb bosom, 

As it went chilly downward to the grave t 
But (he imp stands not in my path— be has fled, 
No one knows whither ; and if be had not, 

Hb ci^ms alone were too contemptible 
To stand.— Why do you smile 7 

Ulr. At your vain fears i 

A poor man almost in bb grasp— a ctrild 
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Of doci'tful birth— can sunU a grandee \ 
Sfral. All's to be fear'd, where all is to be 
gain'd. (tain it. 

Ulr. True : and aught done to save or to 
Stral. You have harp'd the verv siTing next 
I may depend upon you ? (to mv heart. 

Ulr. 'Twete too late 

To doubt it. 

Stral. Let no foolish pity shake 
Your bosom (for the appearance of the mao 
pititul)^he is a Htetch. as likely 
To have robb'd me as the fellow more suspected, 
Except that circumstance is less gainst him ; 
lie being lodged far off. and in a chamber 
Without approach to mine: and. to say truth, 

I think too well of blood allied to mine, 

To deem he would descend to such an act : 
Besides, he was a soldier, and a brave one 
Onc^— though too rash. 

Utr. And they, my lord, vre know 

a our experience, never plunder till 

ey knock the brains out first— which makes 
them heirs. (lose nothing. 

Not thieves The dead, who feel nought, can 
Nor e'er be robb'd : their spmls are a beouest— 
No more. 

Stral. Go to I you are a wag. But say 


1 mav be sure you ll keep an eye.on this man. 
md let me know his slightest mos'cmcni towards 


And 

Concealment or escape~? 

Ulr. You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him more than \ 
Will be his sentinel. 

Stral. By this you make me 

Yours, and for ever. 

Ulr. Such is my intention. [Extunt. 


ACT III. 


SeSNB \.“A Mall in tkt samt Patna, fram 
wktka thi uertt pastagt ' 

Enter WEnneit and Ga§oh. 


Cab. Sir, 1 have told my tele : if it so i>lease 
you * 

To give me a refuge for a few hours, well- 
If not. 1 U try my fortune elsewhere 

Wer. How 

Can 1. so wretched, give to Misery 
A shelter ?— wanting such myself as much 
As e er the httnied deer a covert^^ 

Or 

The wounded Uon his cool cave. Methinks 

You rather look hke one would turn at bay 
And rip the hunters entrails ** 

If it be so, being much disposed to do 
The same m wjf- But will ^ sbelter me ? 
DuSrioE^ like you-^ poor like you— 

Wl« toU yoo^f^ST^ 
Gat. Noor»:norOiaisayyvttw«reao:iriih 


Your poverty my likeness ended ; but 
I said / was so-^aod would add, with truth, 

As undeservedly as 

M'V* Again 1 

As// 

Cat. Or any other honest man. 

What the devil would you have? You don't 
Guilty of this base theft ? [believe me 

No, no— I cannot. 

Gat. why that's my heart of honour? yon 
young gallant— 

Your miserly iniendant and dense noble- 
All— all suspected me ; and why? because 
( am the worst clothed and least named amongst 
them : * 

Alchourt, were Momus* lattice in our breasts. 
My soul might brook to open it more widely 
Than theirs: but thus it is— you poor and help* 
Both still more than myself. [less 

{fV^* How knew you that ? 

Gat. You re right : I ask for shelter at the 
hand 

Whkh 1 call helpless ; if you now deny ji, 

I were well paid. But you, who seem to have 
proved 

The wholesome luiiemcss oflife, know tvell. 

Bv syfflFMhy. that all ihe outspread gold 
Of the New World the Spaniard boosts about, 
C^ld never tempt the man who know siis worth 
weigh d at its proper value in the bal.mce, 

^ve m such guise (and there I grant I is power, 
o^uso \ feel ii) as may leave no nightmare 
Upon his heart o' nights. 

^5.^* , . , What do you mean? 

Gat. Jtw whal 1 say ; I thought my speech 
was plain ; • / 

am no thW— nor I— and, as true men, 
Sliould aid each other. 

^ « damn'd world, sir. 
OeS. So IS the nearest of the two next, as 
n>e pnesis say (and no doubt they should know 
best). 

pwrefore I'll Slick by this-*, b«inj loth 
lo suffer manvrdofn. at lenst with such 
An epitaph as Larceny upon my tomb, 
n IS but a night's lodging which I crave • 
|To-morrow 1 will try the waieis. as 

^tr. Abated ? U there hope of that ? 

A.'Sin.icfe. 

Then we may be safe. 

HVr’. Poverty U ever so. 

Gef That I know by long practice. Will 
Promise to make mioe less ? (you not 

A-* Ki ^ . Yourposerty? 

r t look a leech for thi dis- 

I moMt my peril only : you've a roof, (order • 

9ttk a covert. 

Ha^ ^ how should such a wretch 

Cat. Scarce honestly, to say the tnith 
33 
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Although I almost wish jou had th« baron’s. 
(fVr. Dare you insinuate? 

Oah. What? 

IVer. Are you aware 

To whom you speak ? 

Oai. No : and 1 am not used 

Greatly to care. ivt/Affu/.] Bat 

hark i they come 1 
I'kVr. ^Vho come ? 

(747^. The intcndanC and his man-hounds after 
me : 

rd face them^but it were in vain to expect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where shall I go? 
But show me any place. 1 do assure you. 

If there t>c faith in man. I am most guiltless : 
r*hink if it u ere your own case t 
IVfK («//*]. Oh, just God I 

lliy hell is not hereafter I Am I dust still ? 

Gafi. I see you're moved : and it shows well 
I may live to rcr^uite it. (in you : 

Wef. Are you not 

A spy of Stralenhcim's ? 

Gti, Not t ! and if 

I were, what is there to espy in you? 

Altliotifih. 1 recollect, his Kcquent question 
About you and your spouse might lea<l to some 
Suspicion : but you best know — what — aiKt why. 
1 am his deadliest foe. 

Vott t 

Qah. AAer such 

A treatment for the service which in part 
1 render'd him, I am his enemy : 

I ( you are not his friend, you will assist me. 
tV/r. I will. 

Oafi. But how ? 

kTrr. There b a secret 

Remember, 1 discover d it by chance, [spring : 
And used it but for safety. 

Oafi. Open It. 

And I will use it for the same. 

I found it. 

As 1 have said : it leads through winding walb 
(So thick as to bear paths within their nm. 

Yet lose no jot of strength Of stateliness). 

And hollow celb, and obscure niehes, to 
1 know not whither ; you must not advance : 
Give me your word. 

It b unnecessary : 

How should I make my way in darkitess through 
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings? 

H'tr. Yes. hut who knows to what pbee it 
may lead 7 [might not 

/ know not— mark you I— but who knows ii 
Lead even into the chamber of your foe? 

So strangely were contrived these galleries 
By our Teutonic fathers in old days. 

When man built less against the elements 
Than his next neighbour. You must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings ; if you do 
(Albeit I never pass'd them), III not answer 
Forwhatyou may be led to. 

Ga^. 1^“' * 

A thousand thanks! ^ , . 

HV'*. You'll And the spring more obvious 


On (he other side ; and, when you would rttum, 
It yields to the least touch. 

Ca6. riUn— fart twill 

(Gabor /«/ tn hy iht seentfanH. 
Wer. (jofjf/l. What have I done? Alas! 
what had 1 done 

Before to make this fearful ? Let it be 
Still some atonement that I save the man. 
Whose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own— 
They come I to seek elsewhere what b before 
them J 

Battr iDErrsrem and Others, 

I den. Is he not here? He must have vanish'd 

then . . 

Through the dim Gothic glass by pious aid 
Of pictured s.iinis upon the red and yellow 
Casements, through which the sunset stress 
like sunrise , 

On long peaK*c©1our'd beards and 
And gilded crosiers, and cross'd arms, and c^i*» 
And helms, and twisted armour, and longsnoras. 
AU the fantastic furniture of windows 
Dim with brave knights and holy hermiu. whose 
likeness and fame alike rest in sorne 
Of crystal, which each rattling wind procinims 
As frail as any other life or glory. 

He's gone, however. . , , 

wV Whom .10 you 

War. Why need you come so far, JJf" 

Uen. 

Of Wm who robb'd the baron. 

Yo^ujve divined the man? 

Stand there; but where’s be gone? 

Uen. “^****' 

^Ver. You see he b not here. . . 

/t/fg. And yet wc traced nim 

Up to this hall . Are you accom plices ? 

Or^^ you in the black art ? ^ 

To many men the blackest. ^ 

1 have a question or two for yourself 
Hereafter ; but we must continue now 
Ou^^hfor.'olh.r. 

Your inqubition now : I may not be 

„know. 

In good sooth, if you really art the man 
That Stmleaheim s in quest of. j 

Said you not that he was not here ? . 

But there’s another whom he tn^ wore keenly. 
And soon, it may eow® • 

Both paramount to bis and ijnw; 

Bustle, my boys t we ^ Ji^.**^* attehdaHT. 
[£^/ iDfiTtrrWK and 
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A nia 2 « bath my dim destiny involved me ! 

And one base sin hath dooe me less ill (ban 
The leaving undone one far greater. Down, 
Thou busy devil, rising in my heart f 
Thou art too Uie I Tli nought to do with blood. 

EnUr UtRlC. 
t/tr. I sought you. father. 

Is’l not dangerous ? 

Ulr. No ; Stnlenheim » ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us : mora^ 

He sends me here n sp^ upon your .nciions, 
Deeming me wholly his. 

^tr. T cannot think it j 

Us but a snare he winds about us both. 

To swoop the sire and son at once. 

I cannot 

Pause m each petty fear, and stumble at 
The doubts that rise like briers In our path. 

But must break through them, as an unarm'd 
carle (rustling 

Would, though with naked limbs, were the wolf 
(n the same thicket where he hew'd for bread. 
Nets are for thrushes, eagles are not caught so : 
We'll overfly or rend them. 

Show me f 

Uir. Can you not guess ? 

I cannol- 

_ That is strange. 

Came the thought ne'er inio your mind 
Wtr. \ understand you not. {nUki f 

, , Then we shall never 

More understand each other. But to chanjre 

The (opic ^ 

IVif. You mean to purtut it, as 
Tls of our safety. 

. . . Right ; I stand eoTrecled. 

I see (he lubject now more clearly, and 
Our general situation in Its bearings. 

I'he waters arc abating ; a few hours 
Will bring his summon'd myrmidons from 
Frankfort. 

When you will be a prisoner, perhaps worse. 
And 1 an outcast, hasiardiied by practice 
Of this s.'une baron to make way for him. 

Wir. Ami now your remedy! I thought to 
escape * 

By men ns of Mils .iccurscd gold : but now 
I dare net use It, show It, scarce look on It. 
Meihinks it wears upOT Its face my guile 
For motto, not tlie mintage of (ho state * 

And, for the sovereign's head, my own ^girt 
With hissing snakes, which curl around mv 
temples, *' 

Atid cry to all beholders— Lo I a viHain I 

Ulr. You must not use it, at least now : but 
ukc 

1 his ring. \jH9 givts W br ker a kml. 

‘ ^ father's I 

t'fr. 

^ such Is now your own. With (hb yon must 
Bribe (he intendant for his old calecbe 
And horses to pursue your rente at sunrise. 
Together with my mother. 


And leave you, 

$0 lately found, in peril too 1 

Fear nothing 1 

The only fear were if we fled together, 

For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 
The waters only lie In flood between 
This burgh and Frankfort ; so far’s in our favour. 
The route on to Ek^hemia, (hough encumber'd. 
Is not imp.assable ; and when you gain 
A few hours' start, the difhculties will be 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The froiitief, and you're safe. 

H'r/*. My noble boy ! 

Uir. Hush! hush I no transports: well in- 
dulge in them 

I In Castle Siegendorf ! Display no gold : 

'Show Idenstein the gem (I know the man. 

And have look’d through him): it will answer 
thus 

A douWe purpose. Stralenheim lost g9/4— 

JVa jewel ; therefore it could <vt«/ be his ; 

And then (he man who was possest of (Itis 
.Can haidly be suspected ofabstraciing 
|The baron's coin, when lie could thus convert 
This ring to more than Stralenhetm has lost 
Ry his last night's slumber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant. 

And Idenstein will serve you. 

. I will follow 

In all things your direction. 

^ I would have 

Spared you the (rouble; but had I appeaFd 
To take an interest in you. and siill more 
By dabWing with a jewel in your favour. 

All had been known at once. 

hly guardian angel t 

ThH overpays (he past. But how wilt thou 
I* arc in our absence^ 

Uir. Stralenheim knows nolhing 

or me os aught of kindred with younelf. 

I will but wait a day or two w ith him 
To lull All doubts, and then rejoin my father. 
Wtr. ' 1*0 part no more ! 

M. * ^ ; l>ul at 

1 be teui well meet again once more. 

My bov I 

Mv frierKi ! my only child, and sole preserver! 
Uh. do not h.aie me I 

y//"' lluic my faihcrl 

IVtr. 

My failicr Iwied me, Why not my son ? 

Uir. Ywir father knew y«t nol as 1 <lo. 

, . jicorpions 

Am in thy w'onls! 'lltou know me ? in this guise 
Ihou canst not know me, 1 am not myself: 

Yet (hate me not) I will te soon. 

, rU»tfrV/ 

in the mean time be sure that all a son 
Can do for parents shall be done for mine. 

W«r. I see K, and I feel It i yet I feel 
Further— (hat you despise me. 

«« . Wherefore should r ? 

Wtr. Must I repeat my humllkitlon? 

Nol 
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I have fathom’d it and you. But let us talk 
Of this no more. Or if it must be ever, 

Not now. Your error has redoubled all 
The present difficulties of our house. 

At secret war with that of Stralenheim : 

All we have now to think of is to bafRe 
Him. I have shown out way. 

Wer. The only one, 

And I embrace it, as I dkl my son, 

Who show'd kinuel/ and father's to/<ty in 
One day. 

Utr. You ihaU be safe ; let that suffice. 
Would Stralenheim’s appearance in Bohemia 
Disturb your right, or mine, if once we were 
Admitted to our hinds 7 

W4r. Assuredly, 

Situate as we are now, although the first 
Possessor might, as usual, prove the sirongesi, 
(Specially the next in blood. 

Ulr. Blood t 'its 

A word of many meanings : in the veins. 

And out of them, it is a different thing— 

And so it should be. when the same in blood 

r is it is c.drd) are aliens to each other. 

ike Theban brethren : when a part is bad, 

A few spilt ounces purify the rest. 

Wtr. I do not apprehend you. 

UJr, That may be— 

And shouM. perhaps — and yet but get ye 

ready ; 

You and my mother must away to*night. 

Here comes the intendam : sound him with the 
Twill sink into his venal soul like lead (gem ; 
Into the deep, and bring up slime and mtM. 
And ooze too. from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased understratum ; but no less 
Will serve to warn our vessels through these 
shoals. 

The freight is rich, so heave the line in time! 
Farewell I J scarce have time, but yet yontAond. 
My father! 

tVtr. Let me embrace thee I 

Uir. We may be 

Observed I subdue your nature to the hour 1 
Keep off from me as from your foe! 

W'rr. Accursed 

Re he who is the stifling cause which smothers 
i'he best and sweetest mling of our hearts ; 

At such an hour too I 

C//r. Yes, curse— it will case you I 

Here is the intendant. 

En/4r iDCKSTEtK. 

Master Idenstdn, 

How fare you in your purpose? Have you caught 
The rogue ? 

/dM. No. faith ! 

CZ/r. Well, there are plenty more : 

You may have better luck another chase. 

Where IS ffie baron 7 

/den. Gone baek to his chamber : 

And now I think on't, asking after you 
With nobly-lMm impatience. 

(//r. Your great men 


Must be answer’d on the instant, as the bound 
Of the stung steed replies unto the spur : [not, 
*Tis well (h^ have horses, too ; for. if they bad 
I fear that men must draw thnr chariots, as 
They say kings did Sesostris. 
yd4x. Who was he 7 

£//r. An old Bohemian— an imperial gipsf • 

/den, A gipsy or Bohemian, 'tis the same. 

For they pass by both names. And was he one 7 
i//r. I’ve hoird so; but 1 must take leave. 
Intendant, * 

Your servant !— Werner [/c Werner tBghUy], 
if that be your name. 

Yours. [Exit Vl.yiC. 

/den. A well-spoken. pretty-fac«i young manl 
And prettily behaved 1 He knows his station. 

You see. sir : how he gave to each his due 
Precedence I 

XVer. \ perceived it. and applaud 
His just discernment and your own. 

iden. That's well- 

That's very well. You also know your place, loo ; 
And yet I don't know that I know your place. 

Wer. {showing the ring]. Would this assist 
your knowlMue ? . 

/den. How I-What l-Eh I 

A jewel. 

^Ver. 'Tis your oNvn on ofie condition. 

/den. Mine! — Name it I 
Wer. Tliat hcrea ficr you perm It me 

At thrice its value to redeem it ; tis 
A family ring. 

/den. A family! /earj/agcml 

I'm breathless I . , » 

Wer. You must aUo furnish me. 

An hour ere da) break, with all means to quit 
This place. 

iden. But Is U real ? Let me look on it - 
Diamond, by oil that's glorious ! . 

Wer. Come. I'H (rust you . • 

You have guess'd, no doubt, that I was b^ 

My present seeming. . 

iden. I can’t say I ^ 

Though this looks like it ; this is thetrue>br^ 

Of gentle blood! ^ 

Wer. I have important reasons 

For wishing to continue privily 

Whom Slralenhetm s in quest of 7 j . , 

But being taken for him might fcuduci 
So much emborrassment to me just now. 

And to (he baron’s self hereailer-- us 
To spare both that I would 
/den. De you the roan or no, Ife oot roy 
Be^des, I never could oWidn 
From this proud, niggardly noble, wno ^ 

The Sunt ry for some missing His of coin. 

And never offer a precise reward— 


But /hit/ anotliei look J 
Wer. 

At <Uy-dawD it is yours. 


GftTOon It freely; 
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Iden. Oh. thou sw«et sparlckr ! 

Thou more than stone of the philosopher \ 

Thou touchstone of Philosophy herself! 

Thou bright eye of the Mine ! thou loadstar of 
The soul ! the true magnetic Pole to whkh 
AU hearts point duly north. Like trembling 
needles f 

Tliou darning spirit of the Earth ! which, sitting 
High on the monarch’s dLidem. atiractest 
More worship than the majesty who sweats 
Beneath the crown which makes his head ache, 
like 

Millions of hearts which bleed to lend it lustre ! 
Shalt thou be mine ? I nin. methinks. already 
A little king, a lucky al^ymis4!-> 

A wise magician, who has bound the devil 
Without the forfeit of his soul. But come, 
Werner, or what else ? 

IVtr. Call me Werner still ; 

You m.iy yi*l know me by a loftier title. 

/dfH. I du believe in thee ! thou art i1»e spirit 
Of whom I long have dream d in a low garb.— 
But come. I'll serve thee : thou shall be as free 
As air. despite ihe wniers : let us hence : 
ril show thee 1 am honest— (oh. thou jewel *) 
Thou Shalt be furnish'd, Werner, with such 
means 

Of flifhi. that if thou uert a snail, not birds 
Shoufd overtake thee.— Let me gare again ! 

1 have a fosier*brother in the mart [many 
Of Hamburgh skill'd in precious stones.— How 
Carats inav it weigh?- Come. Werner. I will 
wing thee. [Extun/. 

Scene II — Stralenkbiu's CAamitr . 
Stralenhbiu and Fuin . 

Fritt. All's ready, my good lord \ 

I am not sleepy. 

And yet I must to bed ; I fain w'ould say 
To rest, but something heavy on my spirit. 

2*00 dull for wakefulness, too <)uick for slumber 
F.hs on me as a cloud along the sky. 

Which will not let the sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend In rein and end. but spreads itself 
'Twlxt earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man. an everlasting mist :— 1 will 
Unto my pillow. 

Frifg. Nfay you rest there well ! 

SfraL 1 feel, and fear, I shall. 

, , And wherefore fear ? 

Straf. i know net why. and therefore do fear 

Because an undescribnble but 'tis fmore 

All folly. Were the locks (as I desired) ^ ’ 

Changed, to-day, of this chamber? for last 
Adventure makes it needful. fniehi's 

A Certainly. 

Accordiog to your order, and beneath 
The inspection of myself and the young ^on 
Who toved your life. 1 think they eaU him 
* Ulnc. [wbatrisht 

You iAink / you supercilious slave I 
Have you to fax your memory, which sboold be 
Quick, proud, atul liappy to retaio the namt 


Of him who saved your master, as a litany 
Whose daily repetition marks your duly ?— 

Get h^vee! ' Vou tAinA,' indeed! you, who 
stood siiU 

Howling and dripping on (he bank, whilst I 
Lay dying, and the stranger dash'd aside 
The roaring torrent, and restored me to 
Thank him— and despise you. ' Yau fAinA /’ 
and scarce 

Can recollect his name 1 I will not waste 
More uords on you. Call me betimes. 

. Good night I 

I trust tcHmMTOw will resiore your lordship 
To renovsvied strength and temper, 

[ TAf jcff/f <h4ft 

ScENF. IK.— 7*4^ sftret Passage. 
GaA.\saJns]. Four- 

rive— SIX hours have I counted. like the guard 
Of oui|tosis on ilie never-meny clock ; 

That hollow tongue of time, whkh. even when 
U sounds for joy, takes someiliing from enjoy- 
ment 

With every clang. Tis a perpetual knell. 
IllKHigh fora marriage feast ii rings : each stroke 
' P»ls for a hope the less ; il>c funeral note 
Of \^tt deep-buried wiihoui resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; while the knoll 
Of long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son's ear. 

I'm cold— 

Im lUrk:— Ive Mown my fingers- number'd 
A [against 

Ar>d oer my steps — and knock'd my head 
Some nny buttresses- and roused the rets 
And bais in general insurrection, till 
Their cursed paltering feet and whirling wings 
Leave me scarce hearing for another sound. 

A light f It Is at distance (If 1 can 
Measure in d.arknes8 disunce) ; but it blinks 
As through a crevke or a key-hole in 
The inhibited direction : I must on, 
Nevenhcleas. from curiosity. 

A distant lamp-light is an incident 
^ such a den as this. Pray Heaven It lead me 
To nothing that may tempt me ! Else— Heaven 
aid me 

To obtain or to escape it ! Shining still! 

Were it the star of Lucifer himself, 

Or he himself girt with its beams, I could 
Cwtain no longer. Softly : mighty well ! 

That comePs turn'd- so— ahl no;— right I U 
draws * 

N^rer. Here is a darksome angle— so, 

That's weaiberd.— I.et me pause. — Suppose it 
leads 

Into some freatcr danger than that which 
I have escaped— no matter, 'tis a new one ; 

And novel perils, like fresh mistr^ses 
Wear more magnetic aspects I will on, 

I And be it where it may— I have my dagger 
' Wich may protect me at a pinch.— Bum still 
Thou little light I Thou art ray ignis faitsus / 
My eiatiooarv WUl-o'-rhe-wisn 1— So I so I 
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H« hears my io vocation, and fails not. 

\Tht scent tf-stts. 

Scene; IV , — A Garden. 

Enter WEfiNER. 

Wer. 1 could not sleep^nd now the hour's 
at hand ; 

All’s ready. Idenstein has kept his word ; 

And station'd in the outskirts of the to^vn. 

Upon the forest’s edge, the vehicle 
Awaits u$. N'ow the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven : and for the last time I 
1.00k on these horrible walls. Oh 3 iwver. ncier 
2>hall 1 forget them. Here 1 came most jK>or, 
But not dishonour'd : and 1 leave tlwm with 
A slain,— if not upon my name, yet in 
My heart !— a never-dying canker-worm. 

^Vhicb nil the coining splendmir of il>c lands. 
And rights, and »vcrcignty of Siegendorf 
Can scarcely lull a moment. I must 6nd 
2)ome means of restitution, which would ease 
My soul in part : but how without discovery?— 
It must be done, however ; and I'll pause 
Upon the meibc4 the first hour of safety. 

The madness of my misery led to this 
Bose infamy ; repentance must retrieve It : 

I will have nought of Siralenheim’s upon 
My spirit, though he would grasp all of mine ; 
T^ands. freedom, life,— and yet he sleeps I as 
soundly. 

Perhaps, as infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
Spread for his canopy, o'er silken pillows, 

Such as wheu-^Harkl what noise is that? 

Again 1 (have fallen 

1'he branches shake ; and some loose stones 
From yonder terr.tce. 

(ULRIC Ua/t/ram the terrace. 
Ulric f ever uxlcome I 
Thrice welcome now ! this filial-^— 

(Jtr. Stop I Before 

We approach, tell me^— 

iVtr. ^^'hy 1o^ you so ? 

Vlr. Do 1 

Behold my fatlicr, or 

Wer. Wliat? 

Uir. An assassin t 

Wer. Insane or insolent ! 

Uir. Reply, es 

You prise your life, or mine I 

\ytr. To wbat roust 1 

Answer? 

Ulr. Are you or are you not the assassin 
Of Stralenhcim ? 

Wer. \ never was as yet 

The murderer of any man. Wliat mean you ? 
Uir. Did not you tkh night <as the night be- 
fore) 

Retrace the secret passage ? Did you not 
Again revisit Straleoheim’s chamber? and^— 

[Ulsic pevser. 

Wer. Proceed. . 

Uir. Oied ht not by your hand f 

Great God I 


Yet 


Uir. You are innocent, then I my father’s in- 
nocent ! 

Embrace me I Yes, — your tone— your look— 
Yet sa/ sa. (yes. yes,— 

IKer. If I e'er, in heart or mind, 
Conceived deliberately such a thought, 

But rather strove to trample back to hell 
Such thoughts— if e'er they glared a moment 
through 

The irritation of my oppressed spirit- 
May heaven be shut for ever from my hopes, 

As from mine eyes I 

U/r. But Stralenheim is dead. 

Wer. ’I'is liorriblel ’ris hideous, as ‘th hMe- 
Uui wlmi have I to do with this? [full— 
Uir. No bolt 

Is forced ; no violence can be detected, 

Save on his body. Part of his own household 
Have been .alarm'd ; but as the iniendant is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mustering the police. His chamber has, 
Past doubt, been enter'd secretly. Excuse me, 
if nature- — 

Wer. Oh, my boy I what unknown woes 
Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
kbwt our house I , 

Uir. My father I I accuit you I 

But will the world do so? will even the judge, 
If— -But you must away this iosiant. 

Wer. 

I’ll face It. Who shall dare suspect me? 

Uir. 

You had na guests- w visitors— no 
Breathing around you, save my mothers? 

Wer. ' 

TTig Hungarian I 

Uir. He is gone I he disappear d 

Ere sunset. 

Wer. No : 1 hid him is that very 

Conceal’d and fatal gallery. . , 

u/r mere 1 11 find him. 

fULHic 

Wer. n is too late : he had leB the «* 
I quitted it, I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors winch 
Which masks it : I but thought be J^^d *nai^<[ 
And favourable moment to escape Itne si**' 
The myrmidons of Idemtein, who w*ere 
D^mg him yester-even, 

Yes ; and not 

(And Inner trembling for the 

At his dull beedlessness. in leaving ibus 

His shelterer's asylum to the nsk 

b«i h«i 

You ne’er bad turn d it to a den 10 ^uses. 

jj. Tbie^l 

Thou wodldat say ; I must bear it* 

But not 
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No. Calher ; do ooi sptak of this;l save as without lands, influence. 


This is no hour to think of petty crimes. 

But to prevent the consequence of ^reat one& 
Why would you shelter man? 


Save what bath perish'd with Inm. Few prolong 
A week beyond their funeral rites their sway 
0‘er men, unless by relatives, w’hose interest 


A mun pursued by my ehief foe : di^raced 
For my own crime : a victim to my s^ety. 
Imploring a few hours’ concealment from 
I'he very wretch who was the cause he needed 
Such refuge. Had he been a wolf. 1 could not 
Have in such circumstances thrust him forth. 


Could I shun it? Is roused : such is not here the case ; he died 


Aloiw. unknown. — a solitary grave. 

Obscure as his deserts, without a scuichvon. 

Is all he'll have, or wants. If / di»cv\er 
The assassin, 'twill be well— if not, believe me. 
None else : tluiugh all the fulKIed train o( 
ineni^ 


Uir. And bke the wolf he hath repaki vou. M.vy howl above his ashes {as they did 
is too late to ponder this : you must [But Around him in his tUnger on ihe Oder 


;hu ! you must [But Around him in his tUnger on ihe Oder), 

11 remain here to Will oo mote stir a huger than /At ft. 

tis possible. [Moloch Hence! hence! I must not hear your answer. ~ 

Look! 

The Stars are almost faded, and the grey 
Begins to grizrle the black hair of night. 

, Vou shall not answer :—F.^rdon me chat I 
Who Mmj t H'Ae ebe Am peremptory ; *iis vour son ih.xi speaks, 

[Your long'losi, late Iwnd son.— Let's call ui) 
mother! 

Softly and swiftly sii^. and leave the rest 
To me : ril answer fur tlw event as far 


iliem - 


It is too late to ponder this : you must [But 
Set out ere dawn. 1 w ill remain here to 
Trace the murderer, if 'tis possible. [Moloch 
H'fr. But this my sudden flight will give the 
Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if 1 remain. Tlie fled Hungarian. 

Who seems the culprit, and^— 

Uir- Who t H'Ae ebe 

Can be so? 

Wtr. Not /, though just now you doubted— 

You, my roA/— doubted^— 

, And do you doubt of him To liie : I'll answer ftw tlie event as far’ 

^ « . . . regards ywr, and ilial is the chief point, 

lv*r. Boy I sjnee 1 fell into As my first duty, which shall be observed. 

The abyss of cn me (though not of r«i crime). I. Well meet in Castle Slcgendorf-onec more 
Having seen the innocent opprew'd for me. Our banners shall be glonous I Think of that 
Mav duubt even of the guilty's guilt. Your heart Alone, and leavt all other thoughts to me. 

Is free, and quick with virtuous wrath to accuse Whose youth may better baiue with iliem - 
Appearances ; and views a criminal Hence ! 

In Innocence's shadow, it say be. 

Because 'lis dusky. 

C/ir. And if t do so. 

What will mankind, who know you not. or knew 
But to oppress } You must not stand (be hazard. 

Away I 111 make all easy. Idensieio 
Will for his own sake and his jewel's bold 
His peace— he also is a partner in 

Your Aighi— moreover 

Fly I and leave my name 
Uok’d with the Huneanan’s, or preferr'd as 
To bear the brand of bloodshed ? [poorest. 

Pshaw • leave anything 
Except our failiers’ sovereignty and ostlcs. 

For which you have so long panted, and in vajn . 

What Humet You leave «e itamt. since that 
Isfe^nd. [you bear 

iVfr. Mosl tnie : but still I would not have Old i’alU new masiem and Jueh wassail -both 
Engraved in rrmson m men s memories, [it A long desiderature. * ' ” ^ 


And may your age be happy I— I will kiss 
My moiner once more, then Heaven's speed be 
with you I 

IfVr. This counsel's safe— but is it honour* 
able ? 

Uir. To save a father b a child's chief honour. 

[JiXfUItt. 

ACT IV. 

Seen a I.— -d GHkk Hatl in tk< CuitU 9j 
SitgtmJ^r/, ntar Rragut, 

BnUr Eric and Henkick, HtUiin<ri o/ iht 
C«urt. 

Brit. So, better times are come at last * to 
these 


Besides, the searah^— 

t'*'. 1 will provide against 

Augnt that can touch you. No ooe knows y« 
As heir of Siegendorf : If Idenstein itL 


Suspects, tis huttiufieun, and be is 
A fuel ; his folly shall have such employment 
Too, that the unknown Werner shaJl give way 
To nearer thoughts of self. Tbe laws (if e'er 
Laws reach'd (bis village) are all iu abeyance 
With tbe late general war of thirty years, 

Or crush'd, or rising slowly from the dust. 

To which the inarch of unoies trampled them. 
Siralenhelm, although oobk, Is iinN~rdcd 


It might be unto those who long for novelty, 

V, . - .Though made by a new grave : but as for was- 
I. No one knows you | sail, 

Idenstdo [here M elhinks the old Coun t Siegendorf main lai n’d 


His feudal hospitality as high 
As e'er another prince of the empire. 

Brit. Why, 

For (be mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 
Fared passing well : but as for merriment 
A^ sport, without which salt and sauces season 
The cheer but scantily, our sitings weie 
Even of tlie narrowest. 

//ira. The old count iuvud jiot 


WERNER. 


[ACT IV. 


I'he roar of revet ; are you sure that ikh does ? 

ErU. As yet he hath beea courteous as he's 
And we all love him. (bounteous^ 

Hen. His rei^ is as yet 

Hardly a year 0 ‘erpast its honey-moon» 

And the hrst year of sovereigns is bridal ; 

Anon» we shall perceive his real sway 
And moods of mind. 

UrU. Pray heaven he keep the preset ! 
Then lus brave son, Count Ulric— iheres a 
Pity Ihe wars are o'er I [knight ! 

ken. Why so } 

Erie. Look on him ! 

And answer that yourself. 

Nett. He's very youthful* 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger. 

Erie. That's not a faithful vasssal s likeness. 
Ren. But 

Perhaps a true one. 

Ene. Pity, as I said, 

The wars are over : in the hall, who like 
Count Ulric for a welUsupporied pride, 

Which awes, but yet oflends not 7 in the field 
Who like him with his spear in hand, when* 
gnashing 

His tusks, and ripping up from right to left 
The howling hounds, the boar makes for the 
thicket 7 

Who backs a horse, or bears a hawk, or wears 
A sword like him 7 Whose plume nods knight* 
her? 

ReH. No one's, I grant you. Do not fear. If 
He long In coming, he is of that kind [war 
WlU make It for himself, if he hath not 
Already done as much. 

Erie, What do you mean 7 

Ren. You can't deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow- vassals born 
On the domain) are such a sort of knaves 
As—— iPautet. 

Erie. What? 

Rea . T he war (you love so much) leaves living. 
Like other parents, she spoils her wont children. 

Erie. Nonsense! they are all brave iron- 
Such as old Tilly loved. [visaged- fellows, 
Ren. And who loved Tilly 7 

Ask thnt at Magdebourg— or for that matter 
Wallenstein either .—they are gone to 
Erie. Rest ; 

But what beyond 'tis not ours to pronounce. 
Ren. I wish they had left us something of 
their rest : 

I'he country (nominally now at peace) 

Is overrun with— God knoww who » they fly 
By night, and disappear with sunrise ; out 
i,eave us no less desolation, nay, e^’en more, 
Than the most o/en warfare, 

Erie. But Count Ulric— 

What has all this to do with him? 

Ren, With him/ 

He might prevent it. As you say, he's food 
Of war, why makes he it not on those marauders? 
Erie. You'd better ask himself. 

Ref 1 would as soon 


Ask the lion why he laps not milk, 

Eric. And here he comes I 

Ren. The devil ! you'll hold your tongue 7 

Erie. Why do you turn so pale ? 

Ren. 'Tis nothing— but 

Be silent. 

Erie. I w ill, upon what you have said. 
Ren. I assure you I mean nothing, a mere 
sport 

Of words, no more ; besides, had it been oil^ 
He is to espouse the gentle Baroness twi«* 
Ida of Siralcnheim, the late baron's heiress ; 
And she, no doubt, will soften whatsoever 
Of fierceness the late long intestine wars 
Have given all natures, and most unto those 
Who were bom in them, and bred up upon 
The knees of Homicide ; sprinkled, as it were. 
With blood even at their baptism, Fninee 
On all that I have said. Ijxace, 

Enfer UL«tc and RopOLPH. 

Good morrow, Coiial. 
l//r. Good morrow, worthy Kenrick. hric. 
All ready for the chnse 7 

- . ’ The does arc order d 


£r,'e. The dogs arc orociu 

Down to the forest, and thevasMls out , 
To beat the bushes, and the day looks promisjng, 
Shall I call forth your excellency s suite? 
coarser will you please to 

r fear he scarcely has ^ver'd 
The toils of Monday : 'twas a noble chase . 
You^^ar'd>a/' w(th your Eric ; 

I had^forgotten-let It be 8 i,i 

Old Ziska : he has not been out this 

Erie. He shall be straight caMrison d. Mow 
Of your im med late retainers sliall I" ' 

I l»ve tb.( to Wci1bur|V0« ,,, 
M„..,or.h.hor«. [2- 

B j hfy lord 

' Tbepe^» 

Is awkward from the . ^ ueuDicir, 


^ HowDOW, Henncar 

Loiter you here? mylon*- 

Ren^ For your <5*«^";:,7dcty. 

atr. Go to my father* and 
And learn if he would HbnMCK- 

I mount. , . . had a check 

Rodolph. ourfnends ba^ nau 

Upon the frontreis of « a ,bein 

•T« rumour'd that 

Is to be strengthen d. J ^d more sore 
Red. Best wait for further ano 

advices. ^ ^ g^ujd not well 

(/ir. I mean it- and indeed it^ 

Have fallen out at a time mote oppoa« 

To^^mypUn*. „ fe, diScoI- ^ 

Toaxcuse your absence to the count, > 


SC£KR '^3 
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Ulr. Y«s, but ih« un$«t(led state of our dontain 
In high Silesia wiU permit and cover 
My journey. In the mean time, when we are 
Engaged in the chase, draw off the eighty men 
Whom Wolfle leads^keep the forests on your 
You know it well? [route : 

Rod. As well as on (hat night 

When we 

Vlr. We will not speak of that until 

We can repeat the same with like success : 

And when you have pin'd, give Rosenberg this 
letter. [Givts a Utur. 

Add further, that t have sent this slight addition 
To our force with you and Wolffe, as herald of 
My coining, though I could but spare them ill 
At this time, as my father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castk. 

Until this marriage, and its feasts and fooleries. 
Are rung out with its peal of nuptial nonsense. 
Rod. 1 thought you loved the lady Ida? 

Why, 

1 do so— but it follows not from that 
I would bind in my youth and glorious years. 

So brief and burning, with a lady's sone. 
Although 'twere that of Ventis twt I love her 
As woman should be loved, fairly and solely. 
Rod. And constantly ? 

- , I think 10 ; for I love 

Nought else.^But ( have not the time to pause 
Upon these gewgaws of the heart. Great thmgs 
We have to do ere long , Speed 1 speed I fo5j 
Rodolph 1 

On my return, however, I shall 5nd 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess Siegendorf ? 

ylr. Perhaps my father wishes it ; and sooth 
111 no bad policy : this union with 
The last bud of the rival branch at once 
Unites the future and destroys the past. 

Rod. Adieu. 

W'’* Yet hold— we had better keep together 
Until the chase begi.is ; then draw thou e^. 

And do as I have said. 

R^' I will- Bur to 

Return— 'twas a most kind act in (he count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
For this fair orphan of the baron, end 
To hail her as his daughter. 

Wondrous kind 1 
Especially as little kindness till 
Then grew between them. 

Roq. The late baron died 

Of a fever, did he not ? 

How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whisper'd there was 
something strange 

About his death— 4nd even the place of it 
Is scarcely known. 

Some obscure village on 
The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

He 

Has left no tesiaioent— no farewell words? 

Ulr, 1 am neiiher confessor nor notary 
So cannot say. 

Rod. Ab, here's the lady Ida. 


Entor Ida STfiALESiiEist, 

Ulr. You are early, my sweet cousin ( 

Ida. Not too early. 

Dear Ulrie, if I do not interrupt you. 

Why do you call me ' cousim ' t 
Ulr. [smilingL Are we not so? 

/da. Yes, but 1 do not like (he name : metbinks 
It sounds so cold, as If you thought upon 
Our pedigree, and only weigh’d our blood. 

Ulr. Utarltmg]. Blood I 

Ida. Why yours start from your cheeks ? 
Ulr. Ay. doth it ? 

/da. It doth— but no ! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

Ulr. [rtoowring klmul/]. And if It fled 
It only was because your presence sent it 
Back to my heart, which beats for you, sweet 
Idat ' Cousin* again. (cousin I 

Ulr. Nay, then I'll call you sister, 

/da. I like (hat name still woise.— would ii e 
Been auglK of kindred I [h^ ne'er 

Ulr. ^/aomll/}. Would we never had ! 
/da. Oh heavens 1 and can jva lots/i that ! 
/da. Dearest (da I 

Did I not echo your own wish ? 

/da. Yes, Ulrie, 

Rut then I wish'd i( no( with such a gl.ance. 

And scarce knew what I said ; but let me be 
Sister or cousin, what you will, so that 
I still to you am something. 

Ulr. You shnll be 

All-all 

/da. And you to mt art 80 already : 

But t cam wait. 

Ulr. Dear Ida I 

/da. Call me (da, 

Your Ida, kr I would be yours, none else's— 
Indeed I have none else kR, since my pcor 

1- [Shtfauu4. 
Ulr. You hare wier— you have me. 

* /da. Dear Ulric, how I wish 

M V father coukj bul vkw our happiness, 

Whkh wants but this I 
/dir. Indeed \ 

/da. You would have loved him, 

tie you : for the brave eier love each other * 

His manner was a littk cold, his spirir 
Proud (as is birth's perogative) ; but under 

This grave exterior Would you had known 

each other 1 

Had such as you been near him on his journey 
He had not died without a friend to soothe 
His last and lonely moments. 

Ulr. That he ditd alone. 

. /ff*. , ^ . The general rumour. 

And disappearance of hU servants, who 
Have n« er r«ura d : that fever was most deadly 
Which swept them all away. * 

M , j ^bey were near him. 

He ^Id not die oegkcied or alcme. 

/da. Alas I what IS a menial to a death-bed, 
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When the dim eyes roll vainly round for what 
it loves? — I'licy say he died of a fever. 

Ulr. Say / 

It ttui so. 

Ida. \ sometimes dream otherwise. 

Vlr. All dreams arc false. 

Ml. And yet I sec him as 

1 s<'e you. 

Ulr. Wbtrtf 

Idu. lu sleeps 1 see him lie 

Pale, bleeding, and a nian with a raised knife 
Beside him. 

Ulr. But you do not see his /.uc I 

Ida. \loakiug at him]. No 1 Oh, iny CckI ! 
do^t>« f 

Ulr. Why do you uak ? 

Ida. Because you look as if you saw a mur* 
derer i 

Ulr. (if^/laltdly]. Ida, this is mere childUh- 
ness your weakness 

Infects me. to my shame : but as all feelings 
Of yours are common to me. it affects me. 

Prithee, sweet child, change 

/da. Child, indeed I 1 have 

Ful I fifiee n sun> me rs ? M budlf taunds. 

Rod. Hark, my lord, the bogle ! 

Ida. \pttviikly to RouoLPii]- Why tkccd you 
tell nim that ? Cah he not hear it 
Without your echo? 

Rod. Pardon me. fair baroness X 

Ida. I uill not pardon you. unless you earn it 
By aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count l/lric from the chase lo-dny. 

Rod. You will not. 

Lady, need aid of mine. 

l/lr. 1 must not now 

Forego il. 

Ida. But you shall I 
Ulr. Shalt I 

Ida. Yes. cr be 

No true knight. —Corae. dear Ulric 1 yield to me 




And you arc turn'd so pale and ill. 

Utr. You lest. 

Ida. Indeed 1 do not as!( of Rodolph. 
Rod. Truly. 

My lord, within (his {quarter of an hour 
You have changed more than e'er I s-aw you 
In years. (change 

ulr. 'Tls nothing ; but If 'twere. the air 
Would soon restore me. I'm the true chameleon. 
And live but on the atmosphere ; your feasts 
In castle halls, and social banquets, nurse not 
My spirit — I’m a forester and breather 
Of the steep mountaiQ'tops. where 1 lo>'c all 
The eagle losses. 

Ida. Except his prey, I hope. 

Ulr. Sweet Ida, w ish me s fair chase, and I 
Will bring you six boars* heads for irophi«hom& 
Ida. And will you not slay, then? You shall 
Come I I will sing to you. (nc^i g® * 

Ulr. scarofily 

Will make a soldier's wife. 

/^. 1 do not web 


To be so ; for I uust these wars axe over. 

And you will Uve in peace on your domains. 

EMlor Wbknbp as COUNT Sjecendokp. 
U/r. My father, I salute you, and it grieves me 
With such brief greeting.— You have heard our 
The vassals wait. (bugle ; 

Sud' ^ them, ^ You forget 

'I'c^niorrow Is the appointed festival 
In Prague for peace restored, You are apt to 
follow 

The chase with such an ardour as will scarce 
I’ninit >^u to return to^ay, or if 
Return'd, loo nmtli f.itlcuc«l to join to-morrow 
I'lic nobles in our ntarsliulfd ranks. 

U/r. You, count, 

Will well supply the place of both— 1 am not 
A lover of these pageantries. 

Slid. No. Ulrtc 5 

it w'ere not well that you alone of all 
Our young nobility 

Ida. And far the noblest 

In aspect and demeanour. . ... 

Slfd True, dear child. 

Tboueh somewJiai frankly said for a fair dam- 


ibougn somewnai iranxiy saiu w 

But, ulric, recollect too our position, |ssJ.— 

So lately reinstated In our honours. 

Believe me, 'i would be mark'd in any hou«. 

But most in OMf s. that ONE should be found 

At such A tfme and place. Besides, the Hea^n 
.Which gave us back our own, in the sadib 

It spread its peace o'er all, hath double claims^ 
On us for thanksgiving : first, for our ' 

And rwxt, that we are here to ^ 

I Ulr. [aside]. Devout, tool NS'ell, sir, I obey 

(r*« T^dfo a Sbbvant}. Ludwig, dismto 
^ the train without I ^ [Ex^fLvDy/iG. 

Ida. And so 

You yield at once to him what I for hours 

^“"■You^reno.j^lou, 

Of me. I trust, my pretty rebel I who 
Would sanction disob^ience 
Except thyself? But fear not ; thou shall ^ 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and firmer. L 
Ida. Bnt I should Uke to govern 

«hich by «.e 

The countess m her chamber. H 

That you are a sad truant to your music . 

Sbe attei^syou. -v kind kinsmen I 

Ida. Then good morrow . my Juau 
Ulric. you'll come and bear me ? ^ 

Ua! Be sure I'U sound it better than your 

1 Then pray ^ be as punctual to its notes : 
rU^y you King Gusiavus ^hy odi 

Old Tilly's 7 ^ • i «hoald think 

Ida. Not that monster s I I snooia u.Mi 
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N{y harp^tru)gs rang uiih groans, and oot with 
music* (quickly ; 

Could sujght of /lis souikI on it : — but come 
Your mother uiU be eager to receive you. r£xry. 
SU^. Ulric, ( wUh to speak with you alone. : 
Uir. My time’s your vassal.^ 1 

to Rodolph). Rodolph, hence I and do' 
As 1 directed : and by his best speed 
And rc.idicist means let Rosenberg reply. 

Aod, Count Siegendorf, command you aught ? 
Upon a journey past the frontier, f 1 am bouud 
5/rg. [star/i]. Ah I— 

Where, on w/ijt frontier? 

A'od. The Silesian, on 

My way— [y^ixrff/o Ulhic>— shall 1 say? 
Uir. [oiidt to Rouou^H^ I’o Hamburgh. 

\AiiJt to Mimsetj\. That 
Word will* I think, put a firm padlock on 
His further Inquisition. 

Count, 10 Hamburgh. 
[agtt’Ued]. Hamburgh I No, I ha« 
nought to do there, nor 
Am aught connected with that city. Then 
God stxucd you t 

Hod. Fare ye well, Count Siegendorf I 

[Exit HouoLPii. 
Sitjg. Ulric, this man who has Just departed, is 
One of those strange companions whonr 1 fain 
Would reason with you on. 

My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first houses 
In Saxoriy. 

Sitg. 1 talk not of liis Urth. 

But of his bearing. Men tp«»k lightly of him. 
Uir. So they will do of most men. Even the 
monarch I 

U not fericed from his ebamberbin's slander, or 
The sneer of the Ust courtier whom he has nvadc 
OriAt and ungiateful. 

If I iiiusl be phun. 

The world speaks more titan lightly ^ this 
Rodolph : 

They say he is leagued with the 'black bands' 
Ravage the frontier. [»ho still 

Uir. And will you believe 

I’he world ? 

Sitg. In this case— yes. 

Uir. lA«x«/case. 

1 thought you knew It better than to take 
An accusation for a senteocc. 

Son 1 

i understand you : you refer to but 

My Destiny has so involved about me 
Her spider web, that I can only flutter 
l.ike the poor fly, but bieak it not. Take heed, 
Ulric ; you have seen to what the passions led 
Twenty long years of misery and famine (me : 
Quench’d them not— tweuiy thousand more 
perchance, ’ 

Hereafter (or even herein nwtumtt which 
Might date for years, did Anguish make tbedial) 
klay not obUterate or espiaie 
^e ruaduess and dishonour of an isstanL 
Ulric, be warn’d by a father 1— I was not 


By mine, and you behold me I 
Uir. 1 behold 

11ie prosperous and belovod Siegendorf, 

Lord of a | wince's appanage, and honour'd 
By those he rules and iliose he ranks with. 

Sag. Ah : 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous, w hile I fuar 
.For thee? Beloved, wlien thou lovest me not ! 
All hearts but one may beat in kindness for me— 
Bui il my son’s ts cold !— 

Uir. W'ho dart s.iy that ? 

Steg. None else but 1, who sev ix^/cti it— 
keener 

Th.tn would your adversary, who dared say so, 
Vour sabre in his I wan ! But mine auivivcs 
I'he wound. 

Uir. You err. My nature is noi giv'en 
To outward fondling ; how' slioutd it be so, 
After twelve years’ divorcement from my parents? 
SUg. And did not / too piss tliose twelve 
lorn years 

In A like absence ? But lis vain to urge you— 
Nature was never call’d bock by remonstrance. 
Ion's change the theme. I wish you to con»ider 
Tit.'ii these young violent nobles of high name, 
But darii deeds (ay. ihed.vkest, if all Rumour 
Reports be true), with whom iIk>u conscriest, 
Will Iea<l iIkc— 

Uir. [imfatUMtiy\ 1*11 Iw itd by no man. 

Nor 

Be leader of such. I w ould hope : at once 
I'o wean iltee from the perils of thy youth 
And haughiv s|nrii. I have iltought it well 
That thou snouldst wed the lady Ida— more 
As thou appear' St to love her. 

Uir. \ have s.ijd 

I will obey vour orders, were they to 
Unite with Hecate ^.tn a son say more ? 

Sitg. He says loo much in saying this. It is 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood, (not 
,S'or of thy lempvramcni. to talk so coolly, 

Or act SO carelessly, in thai which is 
Hie bloom or blight of all men's h.ippiness 
I For Glory's [allow is but restless, tf 
Love lay Jiot dowTi hisclicvk there); some strong 
bonw master fiend js in thy service. 10 (bias, 
klUrule I Ik: mortal who believes him sl.tve, 

And makes his every tliought sul^rvicnt ; else 
Thou’dsi say at once—* i love young Ida, and 
Will wed her ;' Of. • I lov^c lier not. and all 
1 lie powers of earth shall never make nto.'- So 
ould 1 have answer'd. 

Uir. Sir, }om lotd for love. 

Sitg. 1 dkl, and il his been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 

Uir. Whicli miseritt 

Had never been but for this love*maieh. 

. Still 

Against your age and nature I Who at twenty 
E er answ’er’d thus tiU now ? 

, Uir. Uid you not warn me 

Against your own example ? 

, ^ Boyish sophist I 

Id a word, do you bve, or love not, Ida ? 


WERt/ER. 


Ulr. What matters it. if f am ready to 
Obey you in espousing her? 

Sitg. As far 

As you feel, nothing, but all life for her. 

She's young — all-beautiful — adores you— is 
Endow'd with qualities to give happiness, 

Such as rounds common life into a dream 
Of something which yuur poets cannot paint. 
And (if it were not wisdom to love virtue) 

For which PJiilosuphy might barter Wisdom ; 
And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A liti le in return. I would not Imve her 
Break her heart for a man who has none (o 
break ; 

Or wither on her stalk like some pale rose 
Deserted by the bird she thought a nightingale, 
According to the Orient t.*i1e. She is 
Ulr. 'The daughter of dead Slralenliciin. your 
foe : 

ril wed her. nc'ertheless ; thoitgh. to say truth. 

I ust now I nm not violently transported 
n favour of such unions. 

Sitg. Blit she loves you. 

Ulr. And I love her, and therefore would 
think hoUi. 

SUg. Alas i Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then 'tis lime 

He should begin, and i.ike the bandage from 
His eyes, and look before he lesM ; liU now 
He hath ta'cn a jump i' (he dark. 

Sitg. But you consent 7 

Ulr, 1 did, and do. 

Sitg. Then 5x the d^. 

Ulr. Tie usual. 

And certes courteous, to lea>‘e that to the lady. 
Sitg. I will engage for htr. 

Uir. So will not / 

For any woman ; and as what I hx, 

1 fain would see unshaken, when she gives 
Her answer, I'll give mine. 

Sitg. But 'I is your office 

To woo. 

Uir. Count, 'tis a marriage of you r making, 
So be It of your wooing : but to please you, 

I will now pay my duty to my mother. 

W ith whom, you know, the lady Ida is.— 

What would you have? You have forbid my 
stirring 

For manly sports b^ond the castle walls, 

And I obey ; you bid me turn a chaniberer. 

To pick up gloves, and fans, and knitting- 
needles. [smiles. 

And list to songs and tunes, and watch for 
And smile at pretty prattle, and look into 
I'he eyes of feminine, as though they vrere 
I'he stam recedirig early to our wish 
Upon the dawn of a tvorld- winning battle— 
What can a sou or man do more? 


{Exit Ulric. 

Sitg. To© much I — 

Too much of duty, and too little love I 
He pays me in the coin he owes, me not : 

For such bath been my wayw^ fate. 1 could 
Fulfil a parent s duties by bis »de 


Till now ; but love he owes me, for my thoughts 
Ne'er left him. nor my eyes long'd without tears 
To see my child again, and now 1 have found 
him i 

But how l^^bedient. but with coldness : duteous 
In my sight, but with carelessness : mysterious— 
Abstracted — distant — much given to long 
absence, [most riotous 

And where— none know — in league with the 
Of our young nobles ; though, to do him justice. 
He never sloops down to their vulgar pleasures : 
Yet there's some lie between them which 1 can- 
not 

Unravel. They look up to him — consult him— 
Throng round him as a leader : but wiih me 
He hath no confidence ! Ah ! can I hope It 
Afier— what I doth my father’s cuisc descend 
Even to my child ? Or is the Hungarian near 
I’o shed more blood? or — Oh 1 if it sliould be I 
Spirit of Siralenhcim, dost ihou w.ilk Ihesc walls 
To wither him and his— who, though they slew 
not. 

Unlatch'd the door of death for thee? 'T'vasnol 
Our fault, nor is our sin : thou wen our foe, 

And yet I spared thee when my own destruction 
Slept with thee, to awake u ith thine awakening I 
AihI only took — Accursed gold I thou Ucsi 
Like poison in my hands ; I dare not use thM. 
Nor part from thee : thou earnest In such a guise, 
Methinks thou wouldst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet I have done, to atone for thee, 
Thou villainous gold I and thy dead masters 
doom. 

Though he died not by me or mine, as much 
As if ne were my brother I I have ta'en 
His orphan Ida— cherish'd her as one 
Who will be mine. 

Enitr an Attendant. 

A tUH . The abbot, if i i pie we 

Your excellency, when) you sent for, waits 
Upon you. [Exit ATTENDANT. 

Ettitr tAt ALnitKT. 

Prhr. Peace be with these walls, and all 
Within them 1 . u r 

Sitg- Welcome, welcome, holy father l 

And may thy prayer be heard I— all men ii are 
0fsuch.an4l 

Prior. Have the first clajin to ati 

The prayers of our community. Our convent, 
Erected by your ancestors. Is stiU 
Preceded by their children. . . 

Sitg. Yes. good father j 

Continue daily orisons for us 
In these dim days of heresies and blood. 

Though (he schismatic Swede. Gustavus, is 
Gone home. . „ 

Prior. To the endless home of uftbeUevefs, 
Where there is everlasting wail andtw, 
Gnashing of teeth, and tears of blood, and nre 
Eternal, and the worm which dieth not \ 

Sitg. True, father : and to avert those pangs 
from one, , . . 

Who, though of oui most faultless holy church 
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Yet died without its last and dearest oAUcs, 
Which smooth the soul through pwntoriaJ 
1 have to offer humbly this donation 
In masses for his spirit. 

tSlEOENOORP pf<ri tk* gold vshick he had 
taken from StRALSHKetM. 
prior. Count, if 1 

Receive iti '(is because I know too well 
Refusal would offend you. Be assured 
The ia^ess shall be only dealt in alms. 

And every mass no less sung for the dead. 

Our house needs no donations, thanks to yours, 
Which has of old endow’d it ; but from you 
And yours in all meet things ’lis At we obey. 

For whom shall mass be said ? 

[faUeriHg]. For— for- (he dead. 

Prior. His name ? 

Suf. ’Tis from a soul, and not a name, 
t would avert perdition. 

prior. f meant not 

I’o pry into your secret. We will pray 
For one unknown, (he same as for (he proudesi. 
Sieg. Secret I I have none : but. father, he 
who's gone 

M ight have one ; or, in short, he did bequeath— 
No, not bequeath— but 1 bestow this sum 
For pious purposes. 

Prior. A proper deed 

In (he behalf of our departed friends. 

S/eg. Rut he who’s gone was not my friend 
1 ’he deadliest and the sianeliest. [but foe 

IWitcfsimi 

To employ our means (o obtain heaven for (he 
Of our dead enemies is worthy those [souls 
Who can forgive (hem living. ^ 

VI But I did not 

Fergfve this man. I loathed him to the last, 
As he did me. 1 do not love him now. 

Hut 

Prior. Best of all I for (bis Is pure religion 1 
You fain would rescue him you hate from hell— 
An evangelical compassion— wiih 
Your own gold too I 

Father, ’(is not my gold. 
Prror. Whose then? You said It w4 no 
legRcv. t|^ 

No matter whose- of this be sure, tlai 
Who own d It never more will need it save 
In that which it may purchase from your alian - 
111 yours, or theirs. 

^ ^ ;herc no blood upon ii ? 

Steg. No : but there s worse than blood- 
eternal shame I 

Prior. Did he who own'd it die in bis 

A'"' 

^ Prior. Son t you relapse into revenge 
If you regret your enemy’s bloodless death 
' fathomlessly deep in 

P^r. You said hedied in hUbed, nothattle- 

He 

^ know - but— he was stabb’d I* the 


And nov you have it— perish'd on his pillow 
By a cut-throat I— Ay I you may look upon me I 
/ am not (he man. I'U meet your eye on thit 
As I can one day God's. [point, 

Prior. Nor did he die 

By means, or men, or instrument of yours ? 
S/ig. No t by (he God w ho sees and strikes I 
Prior. Nor know vou 

Who slew him? 

Sieg. I could only guess at one. 

And he to me a stranger, unconnected. 

As unemploy’d. Except by one day's know- 
ledge, 

I never saw the man who was suspected. 
prior. Then you are free from guilt, 

SUg. [eager lyy Oh ! tfwi I ?— say 1 

Prior. You have said so. and know best. 

Father ! 1 have spoken 
I The truth, and nought but truth, noiihtwhoU; 
'Yet say I am Hoi guilty I for the blood 
Of (his man weighs on me, as if I shed it. 
Though, by (l»e Power who abhorreth hui«an 
blood. 

\ did not f— nay. once spared it, when \ might 
And eould^y. perhaps, ihould (if our self.safety 
Be eer excusable in such defences 
Against the attacks of over-potent foes) : 

^t pray for him, for me, and all my house ; 
For. asl said, (hough I be innocent, 
i know not whr, a like remise is on me, 

As if he had fallen by me or mine. Pray for me. 
Father 1 I have pray’d myself in vain. 

Prior. I will. 

Be comforted I You are innocent, and sliould 
Be calm as innocence. 

, ,*^*<F* Rut calmness is nut 

Alw'tys (he attribute of innocence. 

1 feel it Is not. 

prior. But it will be So, 

When the mind gathers up its truth within It. 
Remember the great festival to-morrow, 

In which you rank amidst our chiefest nobles. 
Ax well as your brave son ; and smooth your 
Nor in the general orison of thanks (aspect, 
r or bloodshed si^t. let blood you shed not rise 
A cloud upon your thoughts. This were to be 
1 ake comfort, and forget 
bucb things, and Kax^e rernorse until the guilty, 

[Hreant. 

ACT V. 

\ ^"d magnifeent Got hie 

nail tn the Castte of SUgemaorf, deeorated 
ie»/* Trophies, Banners, and Arms of that 
family. ' 

Enter Arm HEIM and MeiSTBR, Attendants of 

Count Siegendorp. 

Am. Be quick ! the count will soon return • 
the ladies 

Already are at (he portal. Have you sent 
The meswngers in search of him he seeks for? 
kfets. { Ikave, in all directions, over Prague 
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As far as tlic man's dress and fi^re could 
By your description track him. The devil take 
These revels and processions i All the pleasure 
(If such (here be) must fall to the spectators. 

Tm sure none doth to us who make the show. 
Am. Oo to I my lady countess comes. 

Afeii. I'd rather 

Ride a day's hunting on an outworn jade. 

Than follow in the train of a great m.an, 

In these dull pageantries. 

A m. Begone t and mil 

Within. {Exeunt. 

Enter the Countess Joseph t nr Si£OENt>oitP 
and Ida ^RALENitetM. 

Jot. Well, Heaven be praised ! (he show is 
over. fdreamt 

Idn. How can you say so? Never have 1 
Of aught so beauiiml. The flowers, the boughs. 
The banners, and the nobles, and (lie knights. 
The gems, the robes, the plumes, the happy 
faces. 

The coursers, and the incense, and the sun 
Streaming through the stain’d window’s, even 

the tomkt, 

Which look'd so calm, and the celesti.M hymns. 
Which seem’d as If they rather came from heaven 
Than mounted there. The bursting org.an's peal 
Rolling on high like an harmonious thunder ; 
The white robes and the lifted eyes ; the world 
At peace I and all at peace with one another ! 
Oh, my sweet mother I 

{Em kracing J OsE P H ( N E. 
Jcs. My beloved child I 

For such, I trust, thou sha It be shortly. 

/da. Oh I 

I am so already. Feel how my heart beats I 
Jos. It does, my love ; and never may it throb 
With aught more bitter. 

/da. Never shall it do so I 

How should i(7 What should make us grieve? 
I hale 

To hear of sorrow : how can we be sad. 

Who love each other so entirely ? You, 

The count, and UInc, and your daughter Ida. 
Jos. Poor child I 

/da. Do you pity me ? 

Jos. No : I but envy. 

And that in sorrow, not in the world’s sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general thin another. 

/da. I’ll not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see |^l I 
Aught like him? How he tower’d amongst (hem 
How all eyes follow'd himl The flowers fell 
faster — 

Rain'd from each lattice at his feet, methougbt. 
Than before all the rest : and where be trod 
I dare be svvorn that they grow still, nor e'er 
Will withe; 

Jos. You will spoil him. little flatterer, 

tf he should hear you. 

/da. But he never wilL 


I dare not say so much to him— I fear him. 

Tos. ^^y so ? he loves you well. 

/da. But lean never 

Shape mv thoughts ^bim into words to him : 
Besides, he sometimes frightens me. 

7m. . HmvM? 

/da. A cloud comes o'er his blue ey« sud- 
Yet he says nothing. ^ (denly, 

J^s. It is nothing : all men. 

Especially In these dark troublous ilinea, 

Have much to think of. 

/da. riut I cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

7o,7 Yet there are other men, 

In the world’s eye. ns goodly. There's, for In- 
stance, (withdrew 

Tlie young Count Waldorf, uho scarce once 

His eyes from yours lo-day. 

/j,l ' I did not see him, 

Rut Ulric- Did you not see at the , 

When all knelt, and I wept? and wt "'C‘boughl. 
Through my fast tears, (hough they were thick 
I saw him smiling on me. (and warm, 

Jgj, I could not 

See Alight save heaven, to which my 
I'oget her » it h the peo| >1 c's. , . , 1 ” 

/^. Ithoughlioo 

Of heaven, although I look d on Ulnc. 

Jot. ' 

U( us retire ; they will be here 
Expecta n t of the banrjuci . We w i II lay 
Aside these nodding plumes and dmeg^rtg t» 
/da. And. above all. these sdff and hea^ 

Which mike my head and heart " 
Beneath (heir glntcr o'er my brow and sone. 
Dear mother. 1 am with you. 

Enter COUNT SieOENDORP. in/uU dress, feem 
SMe so/emnit/, and LUO'VIO. 

Is he not found? 

/,Ji. Strict search Is making every where, an 

Tlie man be in Prague, be sure he will be found. 

Luf. H^rUe round .he 

With some young nobles ; but he left them 
And. if 1 err not. not a mlnure s ^ 

I heard his excellency, with his tram. 

Gallop o’er the west drawbridge. 

Enter Ulr l C, sptendidly dressed. 

Siig. [to LoDWfcl. ^ Stagey cease not 
Thdrquest of him i LUDWIG. 

^ Oh, Ulric! 

H^^have I longed for th^ ugranted- 

*"* * 1 have seen the muioerer. 

l/tr. WTiom? Where? e.«.i-nhriia 

Sreg. The Hungarian, who slew Stiale 

C//r. 'Vou dream. . i ««« biro— 

Si^. I live ! and as I lire, I »WDj 
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SUg, Name him. 

Gab. He 

May have more names than one. Your lordship 
Once on a (ime. [had so 

Sitg. If you mean mt, I dare 

Your utmost. 

Gab. You may do so. and in safety 
I know (he assassin. 

Sf<g. Where is he ? 

Cab. [gain ting /o Ulric]. Beside you I 
[Ulric rushes /anuard ta attack Gabor ; 
Sjeg&ndorf iuurgaits. (sl.’un ; 

Sieg. Liar and fiend \ but you shall not be 
These walls are mine, and you are safe within 
(hem. [AV turns to ULRtC. 

Ulnc, repel this calumny, as I 
Will do. I avow i( is a growth so monstrous. 

1 could not deem ii earth-born : but be calm ; 

U will refute itself. But touch him not. 

[UlriC tHtftavaurs to compose himself. 
Gab. Look at him, count, and then hear me- 
Sieg. [frst to Gabok, and then ioohimg at 
Ulfic]. I hear thee. 

My God I you look««» 

Ulr. How? 

Sieg. As on that drea<t night. 

When we met in the garden. 

Uir. [composes himselfK. It is nothing. 

Gab. Count, you are bound (o he.ir me. I 
came hither (dow n 

Not seeking you. but sought. When l knelt 
Amidst the people in the church. I dream'd not 
1*0 find the beggar’d Werner in the seat 
or senators and princes ; but you have call'd me. 
And we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, sir. 

Gao. Cte 1 do so. 

Allow me I0 inquire, who profited (ever ; 

By Stralenbelm’s death? Was't I— as poor 
.And poorer by suspicion on my name ! 

1 'lie baron lost in tn.-u last outrage neither 
Jewels nor gold ; his life alone was sought,— 

A life which stood between the claims of others 
To honours and esutes scarce less than princely. 

Sieg. These hints, as vague as vain, atuch no 
To me than to my son. (less 

Oab. I can't help that. 

But let (he consequence alight on him 
Who feels himseli the guilty one among us. 

I speak to you. Count Siegendorf, because 
I know you innocent, and deem you Just. 

Rut ere I can proceed— you protect me? 
Dare you command me? 

[Si BCE N DORP /rjt /oohs at the Hungarian, 
and then at ULRtC. sake has unbuehted 
his sabre, and is drawing fines with ii on 
the Jfoor^sSitl in its sheath. 

Ulr. {locks at his /aiher and saps\ Let the 
man go on 1 (down 

Gab. I am unarm'd, count— bid your son lay 

His sabre. . . 

Uir. [offers ii to him eonttmptyoMsly\ Take it. 
Gab. wo. sir* enough 

TIiAt we are both unarm'd— I would not choose 


To wear a steel which may be stained with more 
Blood than came (here in battle. 

Ulr. [easts the sabre from him in contemfl^ 
l(— CN* some 

Such other weapon, in my hand— spared yours 
Once, when disarm’d and at my mercy. 

Gab. True- 

I have not forgotten it : you spared me for 
Your own especial purpose— to sustain 
An ignominy not my own. 

Ulr. Proceed. 

The tale is doubtless worthy the relaier. 

But is it of my father lo hear further? 

[To StBCENDORF* 
Sieg. {lakes his son by the kand\, My son, I 
know my envn innocence, and doubt not 
Of yours— but I have promised thisman patience; 
Let him continue. 

Gob. r will not deuin you 

By speaking of myself much : 1 began (me* 
Life early— and am what the world has mane 
At Frankfort on the Oder, where I pass'd 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My chance at several places of resort 
(Which I frequented sometimes, butnotoneoj 
To hear related a strange circucnslance 
In February last. A martial force. 

Sent by the state, and after strong resistax^ 
Secured a band of desperate men, supposeo 
Marauders from the hosiile camp. —They ptoveo, 
Howertr, not to be so— but banditti, 

Whom either accident or enterprise 

Had carried from (heir usual haunt— the icf«s« 

Which skin Bohemia- e^•rn into Luajita. 

Many amongst them were reported of 

High rank— and mariial law slept 

At last they were escorted oer the fremiert. 

And placed beneath the civil jufi^ictjc^ 

Of (he free town of Frankfort. Of iheir fate 

know no more. .... 

Sieg. And what is this 0 ^ 

Gtf?. Amongst them there was said to be one 


Of wonderful endowments :-bjrth ' 

Youth, strength, and beauty, almost sup^hjJ man. 

And courage as unnvall d, were proclaim a 
His by the public rumour ; and his sway, 

Not only over his associates, but 

His judges, wasatiribuied to wjichc^ 

Such wL hb influenre I have no gre*t 
In any magic save that of the mine . 

I therefore^deem’d him 

Was roused with various feebtig* to seex o 
Thb prodigy, if only to behofd him. 

Ch^cc favour’d -n- 
A popular affray in the public square 
DreJv^owds toge(her-3( was 
Oceawons where men s souls look 
And show them as they 
The moment my eye met bis, I 
I • This a the man I * though he 
With the nobles of the dty. I ^ yearly; 
I liad not err d, and watch d him long ana n s 
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1 DOt«d down his fortp^his gosture— features* 
Stature* and bearing^and amidst them all. 
'Midst ev^ natural and acquired disdoclion. 

1 could disceroi methougbt, the assassin's eye 
And gladiator’s heart. 

Vlr. [smiling\. The tale sounds well. 
Gai. And may sound belter.— He appear'd 
to me 

One of those beings to whom Fortune bends* 

As she doth to the daring— and on whom 
The fates of others oft depend ; besidtt. 

An iodescnbable sensation drew me 
Near to this man, as if my point of fortune 
Was to be fix'd by him —There 1 was wrong. 

Ster. And may not be right now. 

^ I follow'd him. 

Solicited his notice— and obtain'd it— 

Though not his friendship it was his intention 
To leave the city privately— we left it 
Together— and together we arrived 
in the poor town where Werner was conceal'd, 
And Stralenheim was succour'd— Now we are 
The verge— rftfre you hear further? [on 

- ^ ^0 so— 

Or 1 have heard too much. 

I saw in you 

A man above his station— and if not 
So high, as now 1 find you, In my then 
Conceptions, 'twas that I had rarely seen 
Men such as you appear'd in height of mind. 

In the most high of worldly rank ; you were 
Poor, even to all save rags; I wouItT have shared 
My purse, though slender, with you— you re- 
tused it. ' * 

Si4f. Doth my refusal make a debt to you 
That Ihus you urge it ? 

•"« something, 

Though not for that ; and I owed you my safety 
Al least my seeming safety, when the slaves 
Of biralenheim pursued me on the grounds 
I1)al / had robb'd him. 

j / conceal'd you— 1, 

''^*^Tpcr”l mign. reviving 

Ottfi. I accuse no man— save in my defence. 

You, ooum. have made yourself accuser— judge: 

Jfe just, and / U be merciful I 

. You merciful I 

You I Base calumniator ! 

I Twni 

With me at last to be so. You con<«?d me- 
in secret passages Jtnown to yourself. 

You said, and to none else. At dead of night 
Weary with watching in the dark, and duUoq^ 
a tracing back my way, I saw a glimmer, 
^rough distant crannies, of a iwinkUng light • 

I followed it, and reach'd a door— a secw * * 
P^-which op«j'd to the chamber, where 
With cautious h»d and siow.haviog first undone 
As much M made a crevice of the Gening 
1 Iwk d tb^ah, and beheld a purple bed® 

And oq it btnuexiheim 1— ^ 

Askepi Amiw.1 


You slew him !— Wieicb I 
Gai. He was already slain 

And bleeding like a sacrifice. My own 
Blood became ice. 

Sifg. But he was all alone ? 

You saw none else ? You did not see the 

iNt^Mses/ram atUaiion. 

tP^K . No. 

nt, whom you dare not name, nor even I 
Scarce dare to recollect, was not then in 
Tlw chamber. [guiltless still— 

si<g. [To Ulric]. Then, my boyl thou art 
Thou Uad st me say / was so once— Oh I now 
Do thou as miKh 1 

Be patient ! I can not 
Rec^e now, though it sKike the wry walls 
Which frown abo»‘e us. You rcmcmljer. or 
If not, your son docs,— that the locks were 
clianged 

Beneath kit chief inspection on the morn 
Which led to thb same night : how he had 
enter'd 

He best knows— but within an aniechamber 
The door of which u as half ajar, I saw 
A man who wash'd his bloody hands, and ofl 
With sicrn and anxious glance gared back upon 
nie bleeding body— but It mcoed no more. 

^fg- Oh I God of fathers I 
. . I bclield his features 

M 1 Srt yours— but yours they were not. though 
Resembing them -behold them iu Count 
Ulrics ! 

Distinct as J beheld them, though the expression 
Is not now what It then was !-bul it was so 
Wbwi I first charged him with the crimo-so 
Sug. This IS s<^— lUielv 

Cak. [iMftr^^i^gkim). Nay-but hear me 
to the end ! 

Now you must do so.-I conceived myself 
Betray d by you and kiw (for now I saw 
^re was some tie between you) into this 
blended den of refuge. io become 

victim of your guilt ; and my first thought 
Was Vengeance : but, though arm'd with a 
short poniard 

IHaving left my sword without), I uas no match 
For him at any time, as had been proved 
rhai mwning— either in address or force. 

1 turn d and fled-i' die dark : chance rather 
than 

i^e me gain the secret door of the hall, 
And thence the chamber where you slept : if I 
H« found you wakittf. Heaven alone can tell 
What vengeance and sus^ion might have 
prompted: 

slept guilt as Werner slept that night. 
Sug. And yet I had horrid dreams ! and such 
brief sleep, 

Tlw sure had not gone down when I awoke. 
Whjr didst thou ^lare me? I dreamt of mv 
And now my dream b out. [father— 

If I have^ it.-WeJI I I fled^od hi 
Lbance led me here af;er so many moons— 
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And sbuw'd me Werner in Count Siegendorf I 
Wcrner» \>honi \ had sought in huts in vain, 
tiilmbiiccl I he p.ibce of a sovereign 1 
You sought me and ha\'e found ine^nou' you 
My secret, and may weigh its worth. (know 

Sies- a pi3use\. Indeed ! 

Gab. ts it revenge or justice which ins])ires 
Your meditation? 

Siig. Neither — I was weighing 

The vaiue of your secret. 

Gah. You shall know it 

At once : — When you were poor, and I, though 
Rich enough to relieve such poverty (poor, 


(poor, 


As might have envied mine, 1 offer’d you 
My purse— you would not share It I’ll be 
franker 

With you : you are wealthy, noble, trusted by 
Uie imperial |)ONvers— you uf*derstand me? 
Sug. Yes.— 

Gfil, Not quite. You think me venal, and 
scarce true : 

Tis no less true, however, that my fortunes 
1 iavti m.ide me both at present. You shall aid 
1 would ha\e aided you— and also have (me : 
Heen somewhat damaged in my name to save 
Yours and your son’s. Weigh well what I have 
said. 

Sitg. Dare you await the event of a few 
Deliberation ? [minutes’ 

Gab. [casii A/t iyts an Uj.ric, M>ko is leaning 
ngtnnil a piUar\ If I should do so? 

Si eg. 1 pledge my life for yours. Withdraw 
into 

I’his lower. [O^ns a turret door. 

Cab. lAesitafingiy]. This is the second sa/e 
You have offer’d me. (asylum 

Sieg. And was not the first so ? 

Oai. I know not that even now— but will 
approve 

The second. 1 have still a further shield.— 

1 did not enter Prague alone : and should J 
lie put to rest with ^tralenheim. there are 
Some tongues without will wag in my behalf. 

Be brief in your decision ! 

Si^. I will be so- — 

My word Is sacred and irrevocable 
VVithin /Aese walls, but It extends no further. 
Cab. rU take it for SO much. 

•SrVr- [points to Ulkic'S raA/’c, still ufon the 
gronni\ . Take also Ikat^ 

\ saw you eye U eagerly, and him 
Distrustfully. 

Gab. [takes up Ike sabre u I will ; and so pro> 
To sell my life— not cheaply* [vide 

[GA80K goes into the iurrei, tstkiek SieCEN> 
DOffF eiosts. 

Sieg. [advanees to Ulsic). Now, Count 
Ulricl 

For son I dare not call thea— What say St Ihou ? 
Ulr. His tale is true. 

Sieg. True, monster I 

C//7. Most true, father r 

And you did well (o listen to It ; what 
V *a know, wc can provide against. J le must 


Be silenced. 

Si^. Ay. with half of my domains ; 

And w ith the other half, could he and ihou 
I Unsay this nlbuny. 

' Ulr. U is no time 

! Tfx trifling or dissembling. I have said 
His story’s true : and he too must be silencw. 
Sieg. How so ? . 

Ulr. As Stralenheim is. Are you so dmi 
As never to have hit on this before ? 

When we met in the garden, what except ' 
Discovery in the act could make me know 
His death? Or had the princes household been 
Then summon’d, would the cry for the 
Been left to such a stranger? Or should 1 
Have loiter'd on the way? Or could 
Werner. 

The object of the baron’s hate and fear^ 

Have fled— unless by many an hour berore 
Suspicion woke ? I sought and faihornd you, 
D^biing if you were false or feeble : I 
|*ercei'‘ed you were the latter : and yd » 
Confiding have I found you, th.ii 1 douUtetJ 
At limes your weakness. . , ... 

Sier Parricide I no IcM 

Than common slabber I What ti«d my hW 
Or thought of mine, could make you deem m 
For your accomplice ? ^ ^ 

Ulr. Father, do not ral« 

Tlie devil you cannot lay between us. iti“ 

Is lime for union and for action, not ^ 
For family disputes. While you were 
Could / be calm ? Think you that 1 have 
This fellow’s tale without some feeling f J ^ 
Have taught me feeling for you wd Wu? 

For whom or what else did you ‘ork* 

Sifg. Oh f my tiMd father s curse I 

t?/r.*Leril work on! the grave will Wp 
Ashes are feeble foes j it to more . 

To baffle such, than countermine a 
Which winds its blind but living P***! ^ 

Yet hear me still 

Remember »Ao hath taught 

To listen to him 1 Who i"by the 

That tAere were crimes made venial oy 

That*^Son was our 
Of H«iw waited on the goods ^ 

Who show’d me bis humaniy ^ 

By bis only ? Who 

AU power to vindicate myself afsiajjp'd 

In open day? By his disgrace whi^ 

Jit might be) totarty on who is 

Himsdf-afe/wir brand! deeds 

At once both warm uM we^ ^liwmngc 
He longs to do. but dart .. 

Thai I^ould asi what you could jpgndei 

have done . must only 

With right aod wrong r 
Upon effects, not causes. unknmun, 

Wh«s UfiB I saved from I slew 

r would bare saved a He 

AnowM as our foo-bui not from veng*^®*- 
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Was a rock in our way which 1 cut Ihroufb. 

A$ doth the bolt, because it stood between us 
And our (rue destination— but not idly. 

As stranger I preserved him. and he auttd mt 
His life : when due. I hut resumed the debt. 
He, you. and I sto«^ o'er a gulf wherein 
t have plunged our enemy. You kindled first 
The torch— allow'd the path : now trace me 
Of safety— or let me ! ftKai 

I h^ve done with hie I 
Ulr. Let us have done with that which 
cankers life— 

Famihar feuds and vain recriminations 
Of things which cannot be undone. We have. 
Ho more to learn or hide : I know no fear, 

And have within these very walU men who 
(Although you know them not) dare venture all 
(lungs. 

You stand high with the state ; what pa s tes here 
Will not excite her too great curiosity : 

Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye 
Stir not, and speak not leave the rest to me ' 
We must have Ji^ikird babblers thrust between 
, [£^it Uluc. 

Sii/. [s^uj]. Am I awake? are these my 
fathers halls? 

And iny son I A/y son ! mijt4/ who have 
Abhorr'd both mystery and blood, and yet 
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both I 
1 mull be spMdy. or more will be shed— 

1 he Hungarian’s!— ULric— he hath partisans, 

It seems : I might have guess’d as much. Oh 
tool I 

Vt'oiics prowl in company. He hath the key 
(As I too) of the opposite door which leads 
Into the turret. Now then I or once more 
To be the father of fresh crimes— no less 
I'han of (he criminal I Ho ! Gabor 1 Gabor f 
[Exit into tk4 iarrtt.cioiing t/u door a/ltrkim. 

SCEKb W.-'Tki inUrior 0/ tht Turret, 
Gabor and SieCBNOORF. 

GoK Who calls ? 

Sui. 1— Siegendorfl Take tb«e and fiy I 
Lose not a moment I * 

[ Tears <^a diamond star and otkar Jetnels 
and thrusts them into Garob’s ' 

S,v WbWe'etTOuwill: mU ihem, or howd. 
And pr<^r ; but delay nol. or you arc lost ! 
O^. You pledged your honour kx my safety I 

Musi thus ndeentiL Fly I I am oonaaster 
It seems, of my own castle— of my own 
Ret^oer^-aay. even of these very walls 
Or 1 would bid them fall and crush me l* Piv i 
Or will be slain by ^ ' 

Farewell, then I RecoUmit. boiSe^^mt 
You sought this fatal Interview I 

, I did? 

Let It AM be mote fatal sUU I— fiegum i 


Gah. By the same path 1 enter'd ? 

Yes i that's safe still ; 

But loiter not lo Prague you do not know 
With whom you have to deal. 

Gah. 1 know ton well— 

And knew it ere yourself, unhappy sire ! 
Faraaeli! [SxitGMOK. 

Siex- {so/us and /is/eitin^]. He haili clear’d 
the staircase. ' Ah ! I he.ir 
The door sound loud behind him ! He is safe I 

Safe f — Oh, my father’s spirit !— I am faint 

[Ne leans dovsn upon «i stone seat, near the 
^ll Pf tke tavHr, in a drooping posture. 

Enter UtaiC, vsith others anned. and vifh 
yseapons drawn. 

Ulr. Despatch I— he's there. 

. The count, my lord I 

Ulr. \reeognixing SiecendorfJ. You here, 
sirl 

Sieg. Yes ; if you want another victim, strike I 
Ulr. [seetHf ksm stript o/kis jewels]. Where 
1 $ the ruflUn who hath plunder d you ? 
Vassals, despatch in search of him I You see 
Twas u 1 said— the wretch hath siript my father 
Of jeueH which might form a prince’s heirdoom J 
Away I I'll follow you fenhwiih. 

[Bsieunl all hul SitGKNJiORR tf ULRtc. 

tiffc. , .. What’s this? 

Wh^is the villain? 

Sseg. There are two. sir : which 

Are^u in quest of? 

.. Let us hear no more 

or this: be must be found. You have not let 

“•S' I«“ 

• W« h your con nivance ? 

My'ffi..«.f.c«..id. 

Then fart you well \ 

e.. c. . . [VLkiC is mine. 

command— entreat— implore I 

Will you then leave me? [Oh, Ulric I 

. . What ! remain to be 

^nouoced— draggd, it may be, in chains ; and 
By y wr in heren t v^vakness, half-hu maniiy , I bL 
^fish remorse, and lemporiring pjiy. 

That sacrifices your wliole race to save 
I A wretch to profit by our ruin I No, count. 
Mencefonh you have no son I 

A ^ * never had one : 

And would you necr bad borne the useless 
name i 

you go ? I would ool send you forth 
Without proiectiOQ. 

, Leave that unto me. 

lam not alooe ; nor merely the vain heir 
Of yemr domains ; a thousand, ay. ten thousand 
owonis, hearts, and bands are nine. 

xxr.iS' A L • . fureslcrs ! 

With whom (he Hungariau found you first at 
Frankfort I / ‘ 

^09 •'onby of the name i 
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Your senators that they look weU to Prague ; 
Their feast of peace was early for the times : 
There are more spirits abroad than have been 
With Wallenstein ! [laid 

Ett/tr Josephine and Ida. 
yai. What is't we hear } My Sie^ndorf t 
Thank Heaven, I see you safe f 
Sft^. Safe I 

Mir. Yes. dear father I 

5(>/. No, no : I have no children : nevermore 
Call me by that worst name of parent. 

What 

Means my good lord ? 

S/fX' That you have givert birth 

To a demon { 


/da. {taking U Lute's hcnd\. Who shall daie 
say this (» Ulric ? (hand. 

Sug. Ida, beware ! there's blood upon tb^ 
/da. {ttoopingiakissit\ I'd kiss it on. (hough 
Sitg. It is sot fit were mine. 

Vlr. Away ! it is your father's I {Exit UlbiC- 
/da. Oh. great God I 

And 1 have loved this man 1 

(Ida falls Josephine stanii 

spscehUss with horror. . ^ 

Sieg. The wretch hath slain 

Them both !— My Josephine I we are now alone i 
Would we had ever been so I — All is over 
For me I — Now open wide, my sire, thy grave ; 

Thy curse hath dug it deeper for thy son 
In mine 1 — The race of Siegendorf is past 7 
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PART I. 

Scene I . — A Forat. 

Enter ARNOLD and hit mother BERTHA. 

Bert. Out. hunchback 1 

t was bom so. mother I 
Bert. Out, 

Thou incubus \ Thou nightmare I Of seven 
The sole abortion 1 [sons, 

Am. Would that I had been so, 

And never seen the light \ 

Bert. t would so too I 


But as thou tof— hence, hence— and do tby 

Thatteck of tbiae may bear its ^ur^^ 

More high, If not » brood .s that of , 

Am, It tears its burthen but, my 

Suaiaio th»t which you toy 
I love, or, « the least, I loved you . nWlW 
Save you. in nature, can (ove aught kke 
Yoo nursed me— do not Idll^l ^ ,1,^. 

. w wen BV fint-bodv and I knew ««« 
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And a(I (h« fierce and fair of (be $. 1^0 kind 
With ihee. Thy form is natural : 'twais only 
Nature's mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts ^shich are of others upon man. 

Arn~ Give me (he strength then of (he 
buffalo's foot. 

When he spurns high the dust, beholding his 
Near enemy ; or let me have (he long 
And patient swiftness of (he deser(*ship, 

The helmloss dromedary I^Hind I'll bear 
The fiendish sarcasm with a saintly patience. 

St ran. \ will. 

Afu. \y>itk iurprisi\. Thou rtf 
Stran. Perhaps. WouUl you aught else? 
Arn. Thou mockesi me. 

Stran. Not I. Why should I mock 

What all are mocking ? That s poor sport, me* 
thinks. 

To talk to thee in human language (for 
Thou canst not yet speak mine), the forester 
Hunts not the wretched coney, but the boar, 

Or wolf, or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their vvalls, 10 fill their tiousehold cauldrons wMh 
Such scullion prey. Tin meanest gibe at thce.^ 
Now / can mock the migh^'^t* 

Arn. Then waste not 

Thy (ime on me : 1 seek thee not. 

^tran. Your thoughts 

Are not far from me. E>o not send me back : 
Tm not so easily recall'd to do 
Good service. 

Arn. \Vhat will thou do for me? 

Stran. Change 

Shapes with you, if you will, since yours so Irks 
Or form you to your wish in any shape, [you : 

Arn. &h I then you are indeed the demon, for 
Nouglu else would wittingly wear mine. 

Stran. 1*11 show thee 

The brightest which the w'orld e'er bore, and 
give thee 
Thv choice. 

Arn. On what condition? 

Stran. There's a question I 

An hour ago you w*ould have given your soul 
To look like other men. and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Arn. No ; I will not. 

I must not compromise my sou). 

Stran. What soul, 

Worth naming so. would du^ll in such a carcass? 
Arn. 'Tis an aspiring one, whate'er (he tene- 
ment 

In which it b mislodged. Bui name your com- 
htusl it be sign'd in blood ? [pact : 

Stran. Not in your own. 

Arn. Whose blood (hen? 

Stran. We will talk of (hat hereafter. 

But ru be moderate with you, for 1 see 
Great things within you. You shall have 00 bond 
But your owu will, no Contract save your deeds. 
Are you eon teat? 

Am. 1 taK« (heO at thy wcpid. 

Stran. Now fheo f 


[part r, 

[ Tht Stranger approttchu thtjonnlatii. 
and turns to ARNOLD. 

A little of your blood. 

Arn. 

Straw. To mingle with the magic of mo 
And make the charm effective, 

Am. {holdiwe out Aiftooundta artn\. law 

it all [this. 

Stran. Not now. A few drops will ^ 
[TAo Stranger taies some of Arnolds 
blood in his hand, and (Osh tt tnto t/u 
fountain. 

ShadoNvs of beauty I 
Shadows of power 1 
Rise to your duty — 
lliis is (he hour I 
Walk lovely and pliant 
From the depth of lh« fountain. 

As the cloud-snapen giant , ^ 
Bestrides the Harli MounUun. 
Come as ye were. 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 
Of ihe form ) will mould. 

Bright as the Iris 

When eiher Is spann d . .. 

Such hi. Claire is. \p«nl">! « A» 
Such my command I 
Demons herwc — 

Demons who wore 
The form of the stoic 
Or sophist of yore— 

Or the shape of each victor 
From Wacedon's 
To each high Roman s picture. 

Who breaihed to destroy— 
Shadows of beauty I 
Shadows of power I 
Up to your duty — 

This b the hour 1 

( y>.r,.nj tknntonu rt/sTuTs* 

and fait in suottsston o^ort m ^ 
cer Arnold. 

The eaglVs beak between 

Beheld a conqueror, or look a woag 

The land he made not Romes, wm 

Hb. aiS ail those who 
Am. The ph^iom s ^d , ‘fCould I 

Inherit but hb fame with his ^ 

Stran. His brow was gin with laoicis 

than hairs- 

You see bb hi 

I can but promise you bis form . nu 

Must be kmg sought and ggbt too, 

But not as a nwick Caesaf. * 

Hb aspect may be fair, but siats me 


w r di tff Imi ^ dn 
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Siran. Then you are far more dUficult to 
please 

T1)an Cato's sister, or than 8mtTufs mother, 

Or Cleopatra at sixteen— aa age 

When love is not less in the eye than heart. 

But be it so 1 Shadow, pass on ! 

{Thtpkantom e^JULitrs C-«SAR duappears, 
Arn. And can it 

Be, that the man who shook the earth r$ ^nc, 
And left no footstep? 

Str&n. There you err. His substance 
Left graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enough to track hh memory ; 

But for his shadow, 'ils no more than yours. 
Except a little longer and less crook'd 
I the sun. Behold another I 

{A u<9nd phantom paitts. 
Arn. who b he? 

Stran. He was the fairest and the bravest of 
Athenians. I^k upon him Nsell. 

Arn. He is 

More lovely than the Inst. How beautiful I 
Stran. Such was the curled son of Ciniu 
Wouldst thou 
Invest thee with his form ? 

Arn. Would that I had 

Been born with ill But since I may chocse 
[ will tooh further. [further 

[Thi ihodt 0 / ALCIlitADES»/w4>S<tffi. 
Stron. 1 . 0 1 behold again ! 

Arn. What ! that low. swarthy, shon*nosed, 
round'Cyed satyr. 

With the wide nosthls and Siknus* aspect, 

The splay feet and low stature I \ had batter 
Remain (hat which I am. 

Stran. And yet he was 

The earth's Mrfection of all mental beauty. 

And personification of all virtue. 

But you reject him ? 

^Arn. If his form could bring me 

That which redeem'd it— no. 

Stran . | have no power 

To promise that : but you may cry. and hud it 
Easier in such a form, or Id your own. 

Arn. No. I was not for philosophy 
Though 1 have that about me which has need 
Let him heet on. 

Sir on. Be air, thou hemlock-d ri niter ! 

{ The thadaio 0 / Socbates disappenrt- 
another rim. 

Arn. What's here? whose broad brow and 
whose curly beard 

And manly asy^t look like Hercules. 

Save that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Than the sad purges of the infernal world, 
Leaning dejected on his club of conquest. 

As if he knew the worthlessness of (hose 
For whom he had fought. 

Stran. It was (he CDsn who ksi 

The ancien( world for love. 

* cannot blame him. 

Since t have nsk d my soul because 1 find not 
I hat which he exchanged the earth for. 

Stran. Since so fie 


You seem congcuial, will you wear his features ? 

Arn. No. As you leave me chance, 1 am 
diflicuU, 

If but (o see the heroes I should ne'er 
Have seen else on this side of the dim shore 
Whence they flo.it back before us. 

Stran. Hence, triumvir. 

Thy Cleopatra's wailing. 

[ The shade 0 / Amos y disappears : a Hother rues. 

Arn. VMioisthis? 

Who truly lookeih like a demigod, [stature, 
Blooming and bright, with golden hair, and 
If not moTt high than mortal, >'et immortal 
In all tha( nameless bearing of his limbs. 

Which he wears as the sun his rays— a something 
Which shines from him, and yet is but the flash* 
Emanation of a thing more glorious still, [ing 
Was he e'er hnman onlyt 

Let the earih speak, 
if (here be atoms of him left, or even 
Of the more solid gold that form'd his urn. 

Arn. Who was this glory of mankind ? 

Stran. Shame 

Of Greece tn peace, her thunderbolt in war— 
Demetrius (he Ntacedonian. and 
Taker of cities. 

Arn. Yet one snadow more. 

Stran. [addressing the shadow). Oet thee to 

Limia's lap! 

[The shade of DKMRTRiys FoLlORCETES 
vanishes: another rises. 

_ ru flt you still, 

F«r ftce. my hunchback ; if ihe shadows of 
That which existed pkase not vouc nice taste, 

I II animate the kleal marble. Oil 

Your soul be reconalcd to her new garment, 

Arn. Coftieni 1 I will fix here. 

Stran. I must commend 

Your choice. Tlic god-like son of the sea-god- 
dess. * 

The unshorn boy of Peleus, with his locks 
As beautiful and clear as (he amber waves 
Of rich I*Actolus, roll'd o'er sands of gold, 
Soften'd interi'cnmg crystal, and 
Rippkd like flowing waiere by the wind. 

All vow d to bperchius as they w«re-l>cliold 
Arrf Arm— « he stood by Polixena. f them I 
With sanction d and with soften'd love, before 
I ^ alwr, gazing on his Treqan bride. 

With some remorse within for Hector slain 
And weeping, mingled with deep passion 
t or the sweet dmsTicasi virgin, whose young hand 
Trembled jn hts who slew her brother. J5o 
He stood r the temple I Look upon him as 
<jpee« look'd her last upon her bust, tlic instant 
Ere Pans arrow flew. 

. I gaze upon him 

As if 1 were hjs soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelope mine. 

Stran. You have done uell. The greatest 
Deformity should only barter with 
The exiremest beauty, if the proverb's (me 
Of monals, that extremes meet. 

Come ! Be quick • 
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I am impatient. 

Stran. As a youthful beauty 

Before her glass. Ycu Mh see what is not, 

But dream it is what must be. 

Ath. Must I wait? 

Stran. No ; that were a pity. But a word 
or two: 

His siature is twelve cubits ; would you so far 
Outstep these times, and be a Titan ? Or 
;To talk canonically) wax a son 
OfAnak? 

Aru. Why not? 

Stran. Glorious ambition I 

I love thee most in dwarfs ! A mortal of 
l*hilistine st.iture would have gladly pared 
His own Goliath down to a slight uavid : 

But thou, my manikin, wouldst soar a show 
Rather than hero. Thou shalt be indulged. 

If such be thy desire : and yet, by being 
A little less removed from present men 
In figure, thou canst sway them more ; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-found mammoth ; and (heir cursed 
engines. 

Their culverins. and so forth, would ficMl way 
Through our friend’s armour there, with greater 
ease 

Th.in the adulterer’s arrow through his heel 
Which Thetis had forgotten to baptise 
In Styx. 

Arjt. Then let it be as thou deem'st best. 


Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have 
borne 

It all, had not my mother spum'd me from her. 
The she-bear licks her cubs into a sort 
Of sliape mydam beheld my shape was hope- 
Had she expos^ me. ike (he Spartan, ere [less. 
I knew the passionate part of Ufe. 1 had 
Been a clod of the valley, — happier nothing 
Than whai I am. But even thus the lowest, 

, Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what rourage 
And per^verance could have done, perchance 
Had made me someth ing-^as it has made heroes 
Of the sa((»e mould as mine. You lately ^w me 
Master of my own life, and quick to quit it ; 
And he who is so is the master of 
Whatever dreads to die. 

Stran. Decide between 

What you have been, or will be. 

^rn. I have done so. 

You have open'd brighter prospects to my tyes, 
And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 

1 might te fear'd, admired, respected, loved 
Of all save those next to me. of whom I 


As thou showest me 
I take the one I view. 


Would be loved. 

A choice of forrrxs, 

Haste ! haste 1 . 

Stran. And what shall / wear? 

Am. 

Who can commend all forms will choose the 
highest, ... 

Sotnetning superior even to that which was 


he 


Stran. Thou shall be beauteous as the thing Pelidcs now before us. Perhaps Ait . 
And strong as whac it was, and* [thou seest, Who slew him, that of Paris : 


Arn. 1 ask not 

For valour, since deformity is daring. 

It is its essence to o’ertake mankind 
By heart and soul, and make itself (he equal — 

Ay, the superior of the rest. There is 
A spur in Its halt movements, to become 
All that the others cannot, in such things 
As still are free to both, (o competisaie 
For stepdame Nature's avarice at first, [tune, For black — it is so honest, and besiaes 
They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of for- Can neither blush with shame nor wie "'t" 
And ofi, like Timourihe lame Tartar, win them. But I have worn it long enough of late, 
Stra/f. Well spoken 1 and thou doubtless wiU And now 111 take your figure. • 

Am. W*"* ' 


The poet s god, clothed in such limbs as are 
Themsehesa poetry. ^ . 

Stran. Less will conrent me . 

For I. roo. love a change. . , 

Your isp«‘ I. 

Dusky, but not uncomely. 

S/mn. If I chose, 

I might be whiter: but I have a penchant 
For black— it is so honest, and besides 


remain 

Form'd as thou art. I may dismiss the mould 
Of shadow, which must turn to fiesh, to incase 
This daring soul, which could achieve no less 
Without It. 

Am. Had no power presented me 
The posribility of change. I would 
Have done (he best which spirit may to make 
I(s way with all deformity’s dull, dodly 
Discouraging weight upon me. like a mountain. 
In feeling, on my lieart as on my shoulders— 

A hateful and unsightly molehill to 
The eyes of happier men. I would have loi^'d 
On bttuty in that sex which is the type 
Of all we know or dream of beautiful 
Beyond the world they brighten, with a agb— 
Not of love, but despair ; oor sought to win, 
Though to a heart all love, what could not love 
lo (urn. because of tbis vile crooked clog, f me 


Yes. You 

Shafrjbange with Thetis' son. and I 
Your mochers offspring. People 
Youha.eyouB-Im.oe. I 

Am. 50. 

STRAWOBt foAtt ^ 

^ mmlds it along tha 
atUrtssa th* phantom </^ACHitieE5. 

Beautiful shadow 
Of Thetis's boy 1 
Who sleeps In the meadow 

Whose grass grows o er iToy ^ 

From the red earth, like Adam, 

Thy likeness I sbap^ 

,.4 


A4«a 
fcfmaU 
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As the being who made him. 

Whose actions t ape. 

Thou daf. be all 
Till the rose in nis cheek 
de as fair as, when blowing, 
it wears its first streak 1 
Ye violets, 1 scatter. 

Now turn into eyes ! 

And thou, sunshiny w’ater, 

Of blood take the guise ! 

Let these hyacinth boughs 
Be his long flowing hair. 

And wave o’er his brows 
As ihou wavest in air ! 

Ills heart be this marbk 

1 tear from the rock 1 

nut his voice as the warble 
or birds on yon oak ! 
l^t his flesh be the purest 
O' mould, in which grew 
*rhe lily*root surest. 

And drank the best dew f 
I^t his limbs be the lightest 
Which clay can compound, 

And his aspect the brightest 
On earth to be found 1 
l^lemenis, near me. 

Be mingled and siirr'd. 

Know me, and hear me. 

And leap to my word ! 

Sunbeams, awaken 
This earth’s animation 1 
'Tis done I He hath taken 
His stand In cmaik>ri 1 

[AnNOtt)^//> unsiUsi : his soul peous 
info the shopt of AChjlL6S» yrhUh Hus 
from /ho prouMd : vshUe tkt phontom has 
disapp*ore<l, part hy pari, as tk* fpurt 
Uffts formsd from ths torth. 

Am, fi’a his nfw/orm). 1 love, and I shall be 
beloved I Oh, life I 
At Inst 1 feel thee 1 Glorious spirit ! 

St ran. Stop I 

What shall become of your abandon'd garment. 
Yon bump, and lump, and clod of ogliness. 
Which late you wore, or were ? 

Am. Whocarcs^ Let wolves 

And vultures take it. If they will. 

Sirs a. And if 

They do, and are not scared by it, you’ll ay 
It must be peace*time. and no better fare 
Abroad I’ the fields. 

Arm. I At us but leave it there ; 

No matter what becomes on’t. 

Strom. Iliat’s ungracious, 

If not ungrateful. Whatsoe’er it be, 

It hath sustain’d your soul full many a day. 


Which is now set In gold, as lewels should be. 

Siram. But if 1 give another form, it must be 
By fair exchange, not robbery. For ih^ 

Who make men without wotnen’s aid have long 
Hod patents for the some, and do not kr^ 


Your interlopers, The devil may take men, 

Not iTtake tlWin,— though he reap the benefit 
Of the original w’orkmanship : — and therefore 
Some one must be found to assume the shape 
You have quitted. 

Arm. Who would do so ? 

Stram. That I know not, 

And therefore I must. 

Arm. You I 

S/ram. I sold It ere 

You inhabited your present dome of beauty. 

Arm. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of this immortal change. 

Strom. In a few moments 

I will be as y<M were, and you shall see 
Yourself for et'er by you. as your shadow. 

Arm. 1 would be spared this. 

Stram . But i t can not be . 

What ! shrink already, being what you are. 
From seeing what you were f 
Arm. Do as thou wilt. 

Siram. [/o the tote form of ASKOLD exlemded 
om the earth], 

t not dead, but souMess I 
Though no man would chooso thee. 

An immortal ito less 
Deigns not to refuse thee. 

Clay thou art ; and unto spirit 
All day is of equal merit. 

Fire I without which nought can live ; 

Fire ! but im which nought can live. 

Save the fabled salamander. 

Or immortal souls which wander, 

Praying wint doth not forgive, 

Howling for a drop of water, 

Darning in a quenchless lot: 

Firel the only element 
Where nor fish, beast, bird, nor worm. 
Save the worm which dieih not. 

Can preserve a moment’s form, 

Rut must with thyself be blent ; 

Fire I man’s safeguard and his slaughter : 
Fire I Creation's first-born daughter, 

And Destruction’s threaten’d son. 

When heaven with the world hath done ; 
Fire ! assist me to renew 
Life in what lies in my view 
Stiff and cold I 

His resurrection rests with me and you I 
One little, marshy spark of flame— 

And he a^ain shall seem the same * 

But I his sprint’s place shall hold I 
\An iimisfatmms fits through th4 wood, and 
rests om the Prow of the Podr. The 
STSAKOen disappears : the body rises. 
Arm. (rn his meto feHm\ Oh I horrible ' 
Stram. l/« ASHOLD's late shaPel What I 
trembWt thou ? 

Arm. Not so— 

I merely shudder. Where is fled the shape 
1 hou lately woreat ? 

S/ram. To the world of shadows. 

But kt os thread Uie present. Whither wilt thou ? 
Arm, Must tbou be my companion? 
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you wax proud, ( 


Aay betters 
see, of your 


6/ra«. Wherefore not 

Your betiere keep worse company. 

Am. 

Sfr,tn. Oh I 
new form 

Tm glad of that. Ungrateful too ! That's weH . 
You improve apace :^tvvo changes in an instant, 
And you are old in the world s ways already. 
Hut bear with me : indeed you 11 find me useful 
Upon your pilgrimage. But come, pronounce 
Where shall we now be errant ? 

Arn. Where the world 

U thickest, that I may behold it in 
Its workings. 

Strait. That's to say, where there is war 
And woman in nciiviiy. I^t's see ! 

Spain— Italy— the new Atlantic world— 

Afric, Nvith all its Moors. In very (ruth, [now 
There is small choice : (he whole race are just 
Tugging as usual ai each others hearts. 

Am. 1 have heard great things of Rome. 
Stran. A goodly choice— 

And scarce a better to be found on earth. 

Since Sodom was put out. The field is wide (oo : 
For now (he Frank, and Huu, and .Spanish scion 
Of the old Vandals, are at play along 
The sunny shores of the w orld's garden. 

Arn. How 

Shall w'e proceed ? 

Srran. Like gallants, on good coursers. 

What, ho 1 my chargers I Never yet were better, 
Since Phaeion was upset into the Po. 

Our pages too I 

Enttr twa Paobs, with four tMl-btaek kar:tt. 
Am. A noble sight I 

St ran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me irv Barbary, 

Or your Koch Uni race of Araby, 

Will) these! 

Arn. The mighty steam, which volumes high 
From their proud nostrils, burns the very air ; 
And sparks of flame, like dancing fire-flies, wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Round common steeds towards sunset. 

Stran. Mount, my lord : 

They and I are your servitors, 

Arn. And these 

Our dark-eyed pages— what may be their names? 
Stran. You shall baplire them. 

Arn. What I in holy water? 

Stran. Why not ? The deeper sinner, better 
saint. [demons. 

Arn. They are beautiful, and cannot, sura, be 
Stran. True ; the devil's always ugly ; and 
Is never diabolical, [your beauty 

Am. I'Jl call him (bright 

Who bears the golden horn, and wears such 
And blooming aspect, Huan : for he looks 
Uke to the lovely boy lost in the forest. 

And never found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thoughtful, who smiles 
But looks as serious though serene as night,not. 
He shall be Memnan, from tbe Ethi^ Idog 


Whose statue turos a baiper once a day. 

And you? 

Stran. I have ten thousand oames, and twice 
As ntany attributes : but as 1 wear 
A human shape, unit take a human name. 

Am. Mw human than the shape {though ft 
1 trust. [was mine once) 

Stran. Then call me Casar. 

Am. Why, that name 

Belongs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the w’orld's lords. 

Stran. And therefore fittest for 

The devil in di^ise— since so you deem me, 
Unless you call me pope instead. 

Arn. Well, then 

Carsar thou shall be. For myself, my name 
Shall be plain Arnold still. 

C^s. We'lladdaiiile— 

Count Arnold : ' it hath no ungracious sound, 
And will look tvell upon a billet-doux. 

Arn. Or in an order for a bat lie-field. 

Or, [An^]. To horse I to borse I my coal- 
black steed 

Paws the ground and snuffs the air I 
llicre's not a foal of Arab's breed 
More k now's whom he must bear ; 

On (he hill he will not tire, 

Swifter as it waxes higher : 

In the marsh he will not slacken. 

On the plain be overtaken : 

In the wave he will not sink, 

Nor pause at the brook's side to drink i 
In the race he will not pant. 

In the combat he'll not faint ; 

Oft the stones he will not stumble, 

Time nor (oil shall make him humble , 

In the stall he will not stiffen. 

Rut be winged as a griffin, 

Only flying with his feet ; 

And will not such a voyage be sweet r 
Merrily I merrily I never unsound, 

Shall our bonny black horses skim over the 

From t^c^Alps to the Caucasus, 

For we'll leave them behind in the glance of an 

ntaunf thtir hortet, and disapp^Sf. 

SCBNB 11.—^ Camp h/art tke walh of R^*‘ 
ARKOLD and C«®SAR. 

C^s. You are well enter'd now. . 

Arn. Ayjbutrnypntfr 

Has been & cr carcases j mine eyes are luu 

^f^w^Then wipe them, and see ' 

Thou art a conqueror : the chfsen 
And free compaoion of tbe 
Late consuble of France : and n^ to oc 
Lord of the diy which hath been earths loro 
Under its emperoTs, and— changing se». 

Not scer>tTe. an bennapbrodite of empire— 

Whatraxeft^ 

AVw W’orlds ? 
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You U(ind there Aresocb $hoftly« 
By Its rich harvests, new disease, and gcM ; 
From of the world named a v*Aa/f new 

Because you Inow no better than the dull (one, 
And dubious notice of youx eyes and ears. 

Am. I’ll trust them. 

Cat. Do I They wUl deceive you sweetly, 
And that is better than the bitter truth. 

Am. D(^ I 
Cat. Kfan ( 

Am. Devil I 

Cat. Your obedien t humble servan t . 

Am. Say mosUr rather. Thou hast lured 
me on, 

Throueh scenes of blood and lust, till I am here. 
Cat. And where wouldst tkou be > 

Am. Oh, at peace— in peace. 

Cat. And where is that which is so ? From the 
star 

To the winding worm, all life is motion : and 
In life eommotha is the cxirtmesi point 
or life. The planet wheels till it becomes 
A comet, and destroying as it sweeps 
The stars, goes out. 1 he poor worm winds its 
Living upon the death of other things [way. 
But stUI, like them, must \ivt and die. the $u^ 
ject 

Of something which has made it In’s and die. 
You must obey what nil obey, the rule 
Of fix'd necessity : against Iter edict 
Rebellion prospers not. 

Am. And when It prospers— — 

Cat. Tls no rebellion. 

A^- Will it prosper now? 

Cat. The Bourbon hath given orders for the 
And by the dawn there will be work, (assault, 
Arn. Alas I 

And shall the city yield ? 1 see the giant 
Abode of the true God, and his true saint, 

Mint Peier. rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence Christ ascended from the cross. 
Which his blood made a badge of glory and 
Of ;oy (as once of torture unio him. 

God and God s Son. man s sole and only refuge). 
Cat. Tis there, and shall be. 

Am. \Vhat> 

• The crucifix 

A»ve, and many altar shrines below. 

Also someculvecins upon the walls, 

And harquebusses. and what not ; beskJo 
The men who are to kindle them to death 
Of other men. 

Am. And those scarce mortal arches, 
Pile above pile of everlasting wall. 

The iheatre where emperors and their *utwts 
[Those subjects stood at gate upon 

The battles of (he monarehs of the wild 
And wood, the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to ioust 
I n rhe arena [as right well th^ might, 

\V'ben they h ad left no hu man foe uoconquer'd) • 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Lnb to thdr amphiibtttre, as well 
As Dacia men to die the eternal death 


For a sole instant's pastime, and ' Pa.ss on 
To a new gladiator I ’—Must It fall } 

Cat. The city, or the amphitheatre ? 

The church, or one, or all ? for you confound 
Both (hem and me. 

Am. To*morTOw sounds the assault 

Whh the first cock-crow. 

Cat. \Vhich, if it end with 

The evening’s first nightingale, will 
Something new in the annals of great sieges ; 
For men must have (heir prey after long toil. 

Arit. The sun goes down ns c.*ilmly. and pe.*- 
More beautifully, (han hedid on Rome (Imps 
On the day Remus leapt her wall. 

Cat. I saw him. 

Arw. You t 

Cat. Yes. »r. You forget I am or was 
Spirit, till I (ook up with your cast shape, 

And a worse name. I'ui Carsar and a hunchback 
Now. Well ! thefirsi of Cxsars w.'ts a b.'ild'head, 
And loved his laurels better as a wig 
[So history says) than as a glory. I'hus 
The workl runs on, but we’ll be nterry still. 

I saw your Romulus (simple as 1 am) 

Slay his o«'n ( wi n. quick -born of (he sani e worn b. 
Bemuse he leapt a ditch (iw fis then no wati, 
Whatv'er it now be): and Rome's earliest cement 
Was brother’s blood : and if its native blood 
De spilt till the cliok^ Tiber be as red 
As e er 'twas yellow, it will newr wear 
The deep hue of tlw ocean and the earth. 

Which (he great robber sons of fratricide 
Hav'e made their never<casing scene of slaugh* 
Forages. fiet 

Am. But what have these done, their fai 
Remote descendanis, who have liv^ in peace. 
The peace of heaven, and in her sunshine of 
Piety ? 

Cat. And what had done, whom the old 
Romans o'erswept ?— Ha^ 1 

Am. They are soldiers singing 

A reckless roundelay, upon the ese 
Of m.iny deaths, it may be of their own. 

Cirr. AikI why should they not Sing as vrell as 
They are black ones, lo be sure. [swans* 

Am. bo. you areWm'd 

1 see. too } 

Cat. In my grammar, certes. 1 
Was educated for a monk of all times. 

And once 1 was well versed in the forgotten 
Biruscan letters, .and—w'ere 1 so minded— 
Could make their hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet. 

Am. And wherefore do you not ? 

Cat. It answers better to resolve the alphabet 
Back into hieroglyphics, like your siatesmars 
And pn^het, pontifT, doctor, alchymist. 
Philosopher, and what not. they h.ive built 
More Ftebcis. without new disjicrsion. than 
The stammerir/g young ones of the flood's dull 
00*®* (marry. 

Who fail’d and fled each other. Why? why, 
Because no man could understand his neighbour. 
They are wiser now. and will not separate 
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For nonsense. Nay. it is their brotherhood, 

Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, their 
Cabala : their best brick-work, wherewithal 

They build more [ing sneerer I 

Wre. \tntyrufiing him]. Oh, ifiou everlasi-, 

Be silent I How the soldier’s rough strain seems ^nUrttuCcnstahU BOURBOS 'cum suis'hfc.fyc. 


Aru. Yes, if they keep to their chorus, 
here comes 
The general with his chiefs and men of trust. 
A goodly rebel J • 


Soften’d by distance to a hymn-like cadence ! 
Listen i 

Cat. Yes. I have heard the angels sing. 
Arn. And demons howl. 

C<ts. And man, too. Let us listen 

1 love all music. 

Seng cf the Scldiert \uiikin. 

The black bands came over 
The Alps and their snow \ 

With Bourbon, the rover. 

They pass’d the broad Po. 

We have beaten all foemen. 

We have captured a king, 

We have turn’d back on no men. 

And so let us sing I 
Here’s the Bourbon for ever! 

Though pennyless all, 

We'll have one more endeavour 
At yonder old wall. 

With the Bourbon ys-u'W gather 
At day -dawn before 
The gntes. and together 
Or break or climb o'er 
The wall : on the ladder 
As mounts e.ach Arm foot. 

Our shout shall grow gladder. 

And death only be mute. 

With the Bourbon we’ 1 1 mount o'er 
The walls of old Rorne, 

And who then shall count o'er 
The spoils of each dome? 

Vpl up with the lily! 

And down with the keys i 
In old Rome, the seven-hilly, 

We ll revel at ease. 

Her streets shall be gory. 

Her Tiber all led. 

And her temples so hoary 
Snail clang with our tread. 

Oh. the Bourbon I the Bourbon I 
I'he Bourbon for aye I 
Of our song bear the burden I 
And hrc. fire away I 
With Spain for the vanguard. 

Our varied host comes : 

And next to the Spaniard 
Beat Germany’s drums ; 

And Italy’s lances 
Are couch’d at their mother : 

But our leader from Prance is* 

Who warr’d with his brother. 

Oh. the Bourbon I (he Bourbon! 

Sans country or home, 

We’ll follow the Bourbon, 

To plunder old Rome. 

Cat. An indifferent song 

For (ho$e within the walls^ methinks, to hear. 


Fhil. How now, noble prince. 

You are not cheerful? 

Dcufh. Why should f be so ? 

PAit. Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours, 
Most men would be so. 

Bcurb. If I were secure ! 

Phil. Doubt not our soldiers. Were the walls 
of adamant, 

They’d crack them. Hunger Js a sharp artillery. 

Dourh. That they will falter is my least of fears. 
'That they will be repulsed, ^vUh Bourbon for 
'Their chief, and all their kindled appetites 
To marshal them on— were those hoary walls 
Mountains, and those who guard (hem like (he 
gods 

Of the old fables. I would trust my Titans 

But now [mortals. 

Phil. They are but men who war with 
Bcurh. True : but those walls have girded In 
great ages. 

And sent forth mighty spirits. The past earth 
And present ptmorom of imperious Rome 
Is peopled with those warriors ; and methinks 
They ffit along (he eternal city’s rampart. 

And stretch their glorious, gory, shadowy hands, 
And beckon me mvay \ 

Phil. $0 let them I Wilt thou 

Turn ^ck from shadowy menaces of shadows 7 
Bcurb. They do not menace me. I could 
have faced. 

Methinks, a Sylla’s menace ; but (hey clasp, 

And raise, and wring their dim and deathlike 
hands, 

And with their thin aspen faces and fix’d eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there I 
Phil. I look upon 

A lofty battlement. 

B^rb. And (here I 

Phil. Not even 

A guard fn sight ; they wisely keep below, 
Shelter’d by the grey ^rapet from some 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practise in the cool twilight. 

Baurb. You are bli nd . 

Phil. If seeing nothing more than may be seen 
BeK>. ,[«»'** 

Bcurb. A thousand yean have maim d the 
With all their heroes,— the last Cato stands 
And (ears his bowels, rather than survive 
The liberty of that I would enslave. 

And the first Csesar with bis triumphs nils 
From battlement to battlement. 

Pftil. Then conquer 

Tbes^lsfor which he conquer'd, and be greater! 

eadcruisfemd Ui eerMtotfae 

£Ap«re^berts V. 
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Bwb. True : $0 1 will* or perish. 

Phil. You cea hM. 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day than death. 

iCffunt AitNOLD and C/ESAR odvanee. 
Cas. And the mere men-^o they too sweat 
beneath 

The noon of this same ever*scorching glory } 
Bourh. Ah ! 

Welcome the bitter hunchback ! and hU master. 
The beauty of our host, and brave as b^uteous. 
And generous as lovely. We shall find 
Work for you both ere morning. 

. Cat. You will find, 

So please your highness, no less for yourself. 

ffourb. And if I do, there will not be a labourer 
More forward, hunchback I 
Cas. You may well say $0, 

For^ov have seen that back^as general 
Placed in the rear in action^bui your foea 
Have never seen it. 

B^urb. That's a fair retort. 

For I provoked it :~but ihe Bourbon’s breast 
Has been, and ever shall be. far advanced 
In danger’s face as youn. were you (he devil. 

Cat. And if I were, 1 might have saved myself 
The tMl of coming here. 

Pliil. Why so? 

Caj. One hair 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the other half be sent, 

More swiftly, not less surely. 

Bourh. Arnold, your 

Slight crooked friend’s as snakS'like in ais vrords 
As his deeds. 

Cat. Your highness much mistakes me. 
The first snake was a flatterer— I am none ; 

And for my deeds. I only sting when stung. 
Bourb. You are brave, and that’s enough for 
me : and quick 

In speech as sharp in action>-«nd (hat’s more. 

[ am not alone a soldier, but the soldiers’ 
Comrade. (ness ; 

Cas. They are but bad company, your high' 
And worse even for their friends than foes, as 
More pennaaeQt acquaintance. [b^ng 

How now, AUw I 

Thou waaest insolent, beyond the privileee 
Of a buflbon. 

Cas. You mean, I speak the truth, 

ru Lie— it is as easy : then you’ll praise me 
For calling you a hero. 

Bourb. Philibert 

Let him alone ; he’s brave, and ever has 
Been first, with that swart face and mountain 
shoulder, 

In field or stonn, and patient in survation * 

And for his tongue, the camp is fuU of licence. 
And the sh^ stinging of a lively rogue 
Is. to my mind, far prefen^le to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
Of a mere famish’d, sullen, grumbling slave. 
V/bom nothing can convince save a full meal, 
Aad wise, asd sleep, asd a few maravedi^ 


With which be deems him rich. 

Cas. It would be well 

If (be earth's princes ask’d zto more. 

Bourb. Be silent t 

Cas. Ay. but not idle. Work yourself with 
You have few to speak. fworJs. 

PMil. What means the audacious prater 
Cas. To prate, like other prophets, 

Bottrb. Philibert 

Why will you vex him ? Have we not enough 
To think on? Arnold ! 1 will lead the attack 
To*morTOW. 

Ar/t. i have heard as much, my lord. 
Beurb. And you wUl follow ? 

Am. Since I must not lead. 

Beurb. 'Tis necessary for the further daring 
Of our too needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot upon (be foremost ladder's 
First step. 

Cat. Upon its topmost, let us hope : 

$0 tikall he have his full deserts. 

Bourb. The world’s 

Great ca^tal perchance is ours to-morrow. 
Through every change the seven-hill d city hath 
Retain d her sway o'er nations, and the Cmsars 
But yielded to the Alarics, the Alarics 
Unto the pontiffs. Roman, Goih, or priest. 

Still the world’s masters I Civilired, barbarian, 
Or saintly, still (he walls of Romulus 
Have been the circus of an empire. Well f 
'Twas Mr/r* turn— now '(is ours ; and let us hope 
That we will fight as w'ell, and rule much better. 

Cm. No doubt, the camp's the school of civic 
What would you make of Rome ? [righ 1 s. 

That which it was. 

Cas. Id Alane s lime ? 

Caesar's, 

Whose name you bear like other curs 

And kings I 

Tis a great naree for bloodhounds. 

Bourb. There’s a demon 

In that fierce ratilesnake, thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious? 

Cas. On the eve of battle, no 
That were not soldier-like. 'Tis for the general 
To be more pensive : we adventurers [think ’ 
Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should we 
Our tutelar deity, in a l^er’ % shape. | host s < 

Takes care of us. Ke« thought aloof from 
If the knaves take to thinking, you wUl have 
To crack those w alls alooe. 

You may sneer, since 
T» lucky for TOu that you fight no worse fbr't. 

Cas. I thank you for the freedom ; tis (he only 
Pay I have taken in your highness’ service, 
Bourb. Well, sir, to-morrow you shall nay 
yourself. ^ ' 

Look on (hose towers ; they hold my treasury : 
But, Pbilibert. we'Uio to council. Arnold, 

We would request your presence. 

. Prince! my service 

Is yours, as In the field. 

B^arb. la both we prim it, 

AM youn will be a post of trust at daybreak. 
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Cas. And mine? 

BourhT To follow glory with the Bourbon. 
Good night ! 

A rn . \io Ci£S Aft} . Prepare our armour for the 
And wait within my (errt. [a&aauli. 

[£x€un/ Bouhbon, Afkold, Philibert, 

Ctgf. [sq/uj]. Within tby tent I 

Think'4t thou that I pass from tbee with my 
presence ? 

Or that this crooked coffer, which contain'd 
Thy principle of life, is aught to me 
Except a mask ? And these are men. forsooth ! 
Heroes and chiefs, the flower of Adam’s bastards! 
This is the consequence of giving matter 
The power of thought. It is a stubborn sub< 
And thinks chaotioaUy, as it acts. [stance, 
Ever relapsing into its first elements. 

Well ! 1 must play with these poor puppets : *lis 
The spirit's pastime in his idler liours. 

When I grow weary of It. i have business 
Amongst the stars, which these poor creatures 
deem [now 

Were made for them to look at. 'Tw‘ere a jest 
To bring one down amongst them, and set ore 
Unto their ant'hil) : how the pismires then 
Would scamper o'er the siding soil, and, 
ceasing [forth 

From teanng down each others nests, |Mpe 
One universal orison I Ha 1 ha I 

[£xif C<c&AR. 


PART II. 

SeSNP. t. — Be/ort tht wclU ^ R^mt ; th4 At- 
:auli: iht Army in m9ticH, with iaddtrs t9 
s<aU /hi waUs; bourbon, with a tohUe uorf 
evtr hit Armour, /ortmott. 

Chorus o/ Spirits in the air. 

r. 

'TIs the mom, but dim and dark, 

Whither flies the silent lark ? 

Whither shrinks the clouded sun? 

Is the day indeed begun ? 

Nature's eye is melancholy 
O’er the city high and holy x 
But without there b a din 
Should arouse the saints within, 

And revive the heroic ashes 
Round which yellow Tiber dashes. 

Oh, ye seven hills I awaken. 

Ere your very base be sbaken 1 

II. 

Hearken to the steady stamp 
Man is in tbeir every tramp 1 
Not a step b out of tuxie, 

As the tides obey the moon I 

On they march, though to self'Slaughtar, 

Regular as roUiog water. 

Whose high waves o'ersweep the border 
Of huge moles, but keep tb^ order. 


Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to tne armour’s clank I 
Look down o'er each frowning warrior, 
How he glares upon the barrier : 

Look on each si^ of each ladder. 

As the stripes that streak an adder. 

iir. 

Look upon (he btisthng wall, 

^fann'd without an interval I 
Round and round, and tier on tier. 
Cannon’s black mouth, shining spear. 

Lit match, bell-mouth'd musquetoon. 
Gaping to be murderous soon ; 

All the warlike gear of old, 

Mix'd with what we now behold, 

In the strife 'twixt old and new. 

Gather like a locusts' crew. 

Shade of Remus I ’(is a time 
Awful as thy brother’s crinte I 
Christians war against Christ's shrino* 
Must its lot be like to thine } 

tv. 

Near — and near-Htnd nearer still, 

As the earthquake saps the hill. 

First with trembling, hollow motion. 

Like a scarce*a waken'd ocean, 

Then with stronger shock and louder, 

Till the rocks are crush’d to powder,-* 
Onward sweeps (he rolling host 1 
Heroes of the immortal boast 1 
Migh^ chiefs I eternal shadows I 
First flowers of (be bloody meadows 
Which encompass Rome, the mother 
Of a people without brother I 
Will you sleep w hen nations' guarreb 
Plough (he root up of your laurels ? 

Ye wbo weep o'er Carthage bumisg, 

Weep tioKstriJte t for Rome b mouming. * 

V. 

Onward sweep the varied nations I 
Famine long hath dealt their rations. 

To (tw wall, with hale and hunger. 
Numerous as wolvas. and stronger. 

On they sweep. Oh, glorious dry I 
Must thou be a theme for pity ? 

Fight, like your first sire, each Roman I 
Alaric was a gentle foemao, 

Match'd with Bourbon’s black bandttU I 
Rouse thee, thou eternal city : 

Rouse thee ! Rather give the 
With chine own hand to (by porch. 

Than behold such hosts pollute 
Your wont dwelling with (heir foot 

VI. 

Ah I behold yon bleeding speetto I 
I lion's find no Hedor \ 


lb« mc/md AtrteMm U sMU » 
bmtmUuvt gnaxefb * eaplal«Oe» 
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Priam's offspring loved (hdr brother ; 
Rome’s great »re forgot hs mother^ 
When he slew bis gallant t«ia, 

'With ineapinble sin. 

See the giant shadow stride 
O er the ramparts high and wide I 
When the first o’erleapi thy wall. 

Its foundation mourn'd thy fall. 

Now, though towering like a Dabel. 
Who to stop his steps are able ? 
Stalking o'er thy highest dome, 
Remus claims his vengeance. Rome I 


Now they reach thee in their anger : 

Fire and snioke and hellish cbngour 

Arc around thee, thou world's wonder ! ; 

Death is in thy walls and under. 

Now the meeting steel first clashes. 
Downward then the ladder crashes, 

With iis iron load all gkaming. 

Lying at its foot blaspiKmmg 1 
Up again ! for every warrior 
Slain, another climbs the baoier. 

Thicker grows the strife : ihy ditches 
Europe’s mingling gore enriches. 

Rome t although thy wall may 
Such manure thy fields will cherbh, 

Making gay the harvest-home : 

But thy hearths, alas ! oh. Rome !— 

Yet be Rome amidst ihinc angtiish. 

Fight as ihou wast wont to vaj»quish 1 
viit. 

Yet once more, ye old Penates I 

Let not your quench’d hearths be Ale’s I 

Yet again, ye shadowy heroes. 

Yield not to these stranger Neros I 
Though Ihe son who slew his mother 
Shed Kome’s blood, he was your brother : 
'Twas the Roman curbd cite Roman 
Brennus was a baffled foeman. 

Yet again, ye saints ami martyrs. 

Rise r for yours are holier charters! 

Mighty gods of temples falling. 

Yet in ruin still appalling I 
Mightier founders of those altars. 

True and Christian, strike the assaulters I 
Tiber I Tiber 1 let thy torrent 
Show even nature's self abhorrent 
Let eaclt breathing heart dilated 
Turn, as doth the uoa baited I 
Rome be crush'd lo one wide tomb, 

But be sUU the Roman's Rome 1 

Bourbon. Arnold, CiStSAK, ana ^/urs, 
arrive at ike /oat of the vtail. Arnold i# 
about to fitint his ladder. 

Bourb. Hold, Arnold I I am first. 

Am. Not so. my lord. 

Bourb. Hold, air, I charge you I Follow, I 
am proud 

Of such a follower, but will brook no leader 
(Door BON his ladder, and b^ms to 
Now. boys 1 Col on I [mount. 


; [A shat strikes kirn, and B0URBON/ct//r. 

Ob>. And off i 

^rm. EiemaJ powers! 

The host will be appall'd,— but vengeance I 
vengeance 1 

Bourb. ’Tis nothing — lend me your hand. 
(Bourbon takes Arnold by the hoHd. and 
rises; but as he puis his foot on the step, 
/alls a^ain. 

Arnold ! I am sp^. 
Conceal my fall— all w ill go w ell— conceal it ! 

I Fling my cloak o'er w hat w ill be dust anon : 

Let not the soldiers sue it. 

Arn. You must be 

Removed ; the aid of^— 

Bourb. No, my gallant boy 

^ Death is upon me. But w hat is one life } 

The Bourton's spirit sltall command them still. 
Keep them yet ignorant tluit 1 am but clay. 

Till they are conquerors— then do as you may. 
C«r. Would Dot your highness choose to kiss 
the cross > 

W« have no priest here, but the hill of sword 
May serve instead :*^iidid the same for B.iyard. 

^ Bourb. 'Thou bitter slave! to name hi>u at 

But I deserve it. [this time I 

^rn. [to C>4AR]. Villain, hold your peace I 
Cat. Nvhat. when a Chrisiian dies? ^huU I 
A Chrisiian * Vade In pace'? (not offer 

* A rtf. &lcnce ! Oh I 

I Tliose eyes are glaring which o’erlook’d the 

^ * And saw no equal. [world. 

Bourb. Arnold, shouldsi thou see 

France But hark t barki the assault grows 

I wanner— Oh I 

For but an hour, a minute more of life, 

To die within (he wall 1 Hence. Arnold, hence I 
if You lose time— il>ey will conquer Rome without 
rother: Arsi. And without Mrr / (thee, 

in Bourb. Not so ; i'll lead them still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and brc.iihe not 
I'hat I have to breathe. Away I and 1^ 

I Victorious. 

Arn. But ( must not leav thee thus. 
Bourb. You must— fareiv«,4— Up] up I the 
world is winning. (Bo UR BON dies. 

tauliecs 1 [f*' ArkoloJ. Come, count, to business, 

Arn. True. I'll weep hereafter. 

(Arnold em/ers Bourbon’s body with a 
mantle, mounts the ladder, eryiny— 

The Bourbon! Bourbon 1 On, boys 1 Rome Is 
t, ours I (a mao. 

C<rr. Good night, lord constable ! thou wert 
r (C^SAR /otlffuss Arnold; they reach the 

tNDLD i# ^domsT^^' Arnold and C«AK are struck 

C9S. A precious somerset ! Is your count- 
ship Injured ? 

my lord. Arst. No. [Remounts the ladder. 

rilow*. I Cos. A rare blood-hound, when bis own is 

heated ! [down ' 

ader. And (is no boy a play. Now he strikes there 
m’ar A> HB band is on the battlement— he grasps it 
{mount. As though it were an altar ; now his foot 
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Is on it, and Whnt have we here 7 a Roo\an 7 

\A man falls. 

The first bird of the covey ! he has f^len 
On the outside of the nest. Why, how no^»^ 
Wouudtd Man. A drop of water 1 (fellow ? 
C<ri. Blood's the only liquid 

Nearer than Tiber. 

Wounded Mart. 1 have died for Rome. 

\^Dus. 

Car. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 
Oh. these immortal men I and their great 
motives 1 . 

But I must after my young charge. He is 
By this time I' the forum. Charge 1 Charge ! 
[CRSAR mounts the ladder; the seent elotes. 

SCBKB II. — The City. — Comiatt hehtreea 
Besiegers and Besieged in the slreets. 
habitants fiying in confusion. 


the 

In- 


Enter Casa it . 

Cas. I cannot hnd my hero ; he is mix'd 
With the heroic crowd that now pursue 
The fugitives, or battle with the desperate. 

What have we here ? A cardinal or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 

How the old red-shanks scamper Could they 
doff 

Their hose as they have doffd their huU, t woutd 
A blessing, as a mark the less for pluckder. (be 
But let them flv ; the crimson kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, tince the 
Is of the self-same purple hue. [mire 

Enter a Party fighting ; ArkOLO at the head oA 
the Besiegers. \ 

He comes. 

Hand in hand with the mild twins— Gore and 
Holla I hold, count ! [G^^y* 

^rn. Away I they must not rally. 

Cas. I tell thee, be not rash ; a golden bndge 
Is for a flying enemy. I gave thee 
A form of beauty, and an 
Exemption from some maladies of body. 

But not of mmd, which Is not mine to give. 

Bui though I gave the form of Thetis son, 

I dipt thee not in Jtyx ; and Wnsl a foe 
1 would not warrant thy chivalnc heart , 

More than PeUdes' heel ; why, then, be cautious. I 

And know thyself a mortal still. . 

Am. 

With aught of soul would combat if be we« 
invulnerable 7 That were pretty spon. 

Think'st thou I beat for haras when Iwns roar f 
[Arnold rushes into the eamoat. 
Cos. A precious sample of humanity I 
Weil, his blob's up j and if a btOes shed, 
'Twill serve to curb his fever. 

[ARNOLD engages wtth a Roman, teha retires 
af^nUo. , 

1 promise Quarter. . . 


My word is known. 

Efim . $0 shall be my deeds. 

( They reengage. CaSAR comes ^ ward. 
Cat. Why, AraoM ! hold thine own : thou 
hast in hand 
A famous artisan, a cunning sculptor ; 

Also a dealer in the sword and dagger. 

Not so. my musqueteer ; 'twas be who slew 
The Bourbon from the wall. , _ 

Arn. Ay, did he so? 

Then he bath carved his monument. 

Rom. , 

May live to carve your better's. J vcnuio, 

Cos. Well said, my man of marble . wo* 
Thou hast some practice in both ways ; and be 
slays Cellini will have work’d ^ hard 
As e’er tW didst upon Carrara's Weeks. 
[Arnold disarms and wounds CBtXiNi, 
slightly; the tatter draws a ftsM. cna 
fires; then retires, and disaf^ars througn 

fiow^fkrest thou? Thou h$st a^. 
Of red Belloiia's banquet. [mcibinM. 

Arn. [staggers]. ® 

Lend me thy^rf. He shall not 'scape me thus. 
Ct$s. Where Is It? ^ 

Am. In the shoulder, not the 
And that's enough. 1 am thirsty : would I 
A helm of water 1 

Ceu. That's a liquid now 

In requisition, but by no means easiest 

To come at. u„i 

Arn. And my (hirst increases j— but 

ni^^d . w.y to quench it. ^ 

The chance i> eveo : *® 

The dice thereon. But 1 lose dme in 
Prithee be quick. [Casar binds on tfu 

^ Anri what dost ihoU SO ldiy» 


And what dost thou so Idiy 

Why dost not strike? . . 

Cas. philo^nw* 

Beheld mankind, as mere »P«ctato« of 
The Olympic games. When I ^2^ IfioT 
Worth winning for, I«*ay be found a Mi 

I combat with a mass, or not at ^ 
Meantime, pursue thy sport as I do mine. 
Which is just now to gase, since 


Thou art still 


Will reap my heivest gratis. 

Am, 

A fiend I 

Car. Andthou-^maa., 

A^. Why, such i fain 

Am. And what is that? 

Ctns. Thou feelest and thou 

[Exit Arkold. «■* 

^ still continues between detaenea fa 
The seent closes. 

SCEN^I— 5/ P.U.'s. 7Vle 
ChusSk; thaPofcattkeAUar; Prtesis,tr 
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cr^uyding in the c«nfa\io». and Cihztn* /ty- 
ing for re/ugt, pursued hy Soldiery. 

Enter 

A S/anish Soldier. Down with Ihem, com- 
rades I seise upon (hose lamps 
Cleave yon bald*paied shas’eling co (he chine ! 
His rosary's of gold! 

Lutheran Soldier. Revenge! re^enge! 
Plunder here^rier, bui for Nengeance now— 
Yonder stands Anci-Chri»t ! 

Crfr. {interpoiing]. How now, schisn^lic? 
Whni M'ouldst thou ^ 

Luth. Sold. In (he holy name of Christ. 
Destroy proud Anli-Chrisi. I am a ChrHiian. 

Yes, a disciple that would make (he 
founder 

Of your belief renounce it, could he see 
Sucn proselytes. Best stint thyself to plunder. 

Lnth. Sold. \ say he is the devil. 

, ^ Hush ! keep that secret. 

Lest he should recognise you for his own- 
Luth. Sold. Why would you save him M re- 
pent he is 

The devil, or the devil's vicar upon earth. 

Cat. And (hat’s the reason : would you make 
a quarrel 

Wlih your best friends? You had far best be 
Mis hour U not yet come. [quiet ; 

Luth. Sold. That shall be seen I 

{/'he l.UfHMAN SOLIIIBR rushes fat^rd ■ 
a shot strikes ktm from one of the Rohe's 
C uo rds. and he falls at the foot of the A Itor. 
Cas. {to the L(;TiiKkANl I told you so. 
Lyih.Sotd. And wj|( you not avenge me? 
Cas. Not 1 1 You know that 'VenrearKeis 
the Lord's:' 

You see he loves no interlopers, 
l.yth. Soid. {dyingX Oh ! 

Had I but slain him, 1 had gone on high. 
Crown d vrith eternal glory I Heaven, forgive 
My feebleness of nrm ihat reach'd him not, 

And (.ake ihy servant to thy mercy. Tb 
A glorious triumph still ; proud Babylon's 
No more ; the Harlot ofehe Seven Hilts 
Hath changed her scarlet minwni for sackcloth 
And«l.«l (7 *.I.uthkkan*«. 

iti **** amidst the rest. 

Well done, old Babel I 

[r^r auAkw themsehes des/erout,, 

udtsle the lYjNTtrr eteoyes, ky outvote 
Angelo the Castle of St 

^ fe^i now, soldier! tlie two ^t pro- 

Together by the ears and hearts! I hnv« not 
^n a more comic pAniomime since 'I’irus 

po?^fwr- 

'^^f^Sold They have barr'd^CS^ 
And It is clogged with dead even to Uui door. 


t.at. I am glad he hath escaped : he nia* 
(hank me 

In pan. I would not have his bulls abolish'd- 
'Twere wonh one half our empire: his in 
dulgences 

Demand some in return no, no, he must not 
Fall and. besides, his now escape may furnii 
A future miracle, to future proof 
Of his infalUbil ity . [To the Spa n ish Soldi es v 
Well, cut-throats ! 

What do you pause for ? If you make not haste 
There will not be a link of pious gold left. 

A nd yon. loo. cat hoi ks ! Would ye ret i ir n 
From such a pilgrimage without a relic ? 

The very Lutherans have more true devotion 
bee bow they strip the shrines I 
Soldiers. By holy Peter I 

He speaks the truth ; iIm heretics will bear 
1 he best away. 

Cas. And that were shame ! Go to I 

Assist in their conversion. I The SoLUikKS dis* 
f<rse: many ^u si the Cknreh, others enter. 
j They are gcf>e. 
And Olliers come : so flows the wave on wave 
Of what these creatures call etemiiy, 
pwming themselves the breakers of the oce.'tn, 
While they are but its bubWes, ignorant 
That foam is their foundation. So another ! 
Enter /ying from the yuriMit^^Sfii 

Soid. She $ mine ! 

A no/her Sold, {of Rosing the former). You lie. 
I track i her first ; and were she 

ft W ni not yield her. [ They/ghl, 
3d Sold, {adxwtng tmeurds OUUS^lA]. %u 
may settle ^ 

Yfijjr claims ; I'll make mine good. 

A. ^ nfernal slave J 

You touch me not alive. 

y ^d. Alive Of dead ! 

Uitmy. {embracing a massive eruelixX Re- 
specr your God I ^ 

3rf Sold. Yes. when he shines in gold. 

Girl, you but grasp vuur dowry . 

{As keodvonus. OLrMKlA. nsitk a strong, wa 
sudden ^rt. easts dmoM the erucifix: tt 
the Soldier, vsho falls. 

ni 1 ^ ' 

> racognire him. 

My brain is crush’d 
All’s dirknrasl i/ledies. 
w'’ ny]. Slay her, al- 

though she luwl a ihoiisnnd lives • 

She hath kill'd our comrade. 

Welcome such a death I 
Yot have no life to give, which the worst slave 
Would lake. Greai God ! through thy redeem- 
ing rion. 

And thy Nm's Mother, now rwwve me as 
I ntHild appi^ ihec, worthy her, and him 
and thee 1 ' 

Enter ARNOLD. 

Am, Wlkii do I see ? Accursed jackals 
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Forbear I 

Cat. [aside and laughing]. Hal ha I here's 
equity I The dogs 

Have os much right as he. But to Ort issue I 
Svldurs. Count, siie hath slain our comrade. 
Arn. With what weapon I 

Sold. The cross, beneath which he is cnish d \ 
behold him 

IJe there, more like a worm than man ; she east 
Upon his head. [ii 

Arn. Even so : (here is a woman 

Worthy a brave man s liking. Were ye such, 
Ye would have honour’d her. But get ye hence. 
And thank your meanness, other God you have 
none 

For your existence. Had you touch’d a hair 
or (hose disheveh’d locks, 1 would have ihinn'd 
Your ranks n>ore than the enemy. Away I 
Ye jackals! gnaw the bones the lion leaves, 

But not even these til) he perniiis. 

A Sold. [»iuriHutiMg\. The lion 

Might conquer foi* hiinsclf then. 

Am. [cvfs him downy Mutineer I 

Kebe) in hell— you sliali obey on earth ! 

['Jh< Soldiers assault A A MOLD. 
Ara. Come on! I'm glad on't J I will show 
you slaves. 

How you should be commanded, and who led 
you 

First o'er the wall you were so shy lo scale. 
Until 1 waved my banners from its height. 

As you are 1>old within it. 

[AKNuLD mtmts down tht /aremosl; the rest 
throw down thoir arms. 

Soldiers. Mercy \ mercy I 

Arn. Then learn to grant It. Have J taught 
you who 

Led you o'er Rome's eternal battlements^ 
Sidiers. We saw it. and we know it : yet 
forgive 

A moment’s error in the beat of conquest— 

1 he conquest which you led to. 

Am. Getyouhencel 

Hence to your quarters \ you will find them fixed 
In the Colon na palace. 

Oiimf. [aside]. In my father's 

House 1 

Arn. [to the soldiers]. Leave your arms ; ye 
have no further ne^ 

Of 5U^ ; the city's render'd. And mark well 
You keep youe hands clean, or I'U find out a 
stream 

As red as Tiber now runs, for your baptism. 
Soldiers, [deposing their arms and departing]. 
We obey 1 

Arn. \to On MFC A]. Lady, you are safe. 

01 imp. I should be so 

Had 1 a knife even •, but it matters not— 

Death hatha thousand gates : and on the marble. 
Even at the altar foot, whence 1 look down 
Upon destruction, shall my head be dash'd. 

Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man I 
Am. J wish to merit His forgiveness, and 
Tbinu allboogb 1 have not ioluied thee. 


Olimp. No I Thou hast only sack'd my native 
lai^, — 

No injury I — and made my father's house 
A den of thieves I— No injuiy ! — this temple— 
blippery with Roman and with holy gore! 

No injury I And thou wouldsi preserve me. 

'Po be — ^but that shall never be J 

raises her eyes to heaven, folds her role 
round her. aud prepares to dash kerse^ 
down on the side of the Atlor opposite to 
that where ARNOLD stands. 

Arn. Hold I hold I 

I sw’ear. 

Olimp. Spare thine already forfeit soul 
A perjury for which even hell would loathe thee. 

I know thee. 

Arn. No, thou know'si me not ; I am not 
Of these men though 

OUmp. I Judge (hee by thy mates \ 

U is for God to judge thee as thou art. 

I see thee pun>le with the blood of Rome; 

Take mine, 'lis nil thou e'er shalt have of me, 
ArKl here, upon the marble of (his temple. 
Where the bapiismAl font baptised me God's. 

I offer him a blood less holy 

But not less pure {pure as It left me then. 

A redeem'd infant) than the holy water 
Tlie saints have sanctified I 

[Olimpia waves her hand to Arnold wm 

dtsdain. and dashes herself on the pavement 

from the Altar. 

Arn. Eternal God 1 

1 fed thee now t Help I help I dUe's gone. 
C^s. [^roaehes] I ani 

Arn. 'Thou I but oh, save her I ... 

C*s. [assisting Aim to rarre Olimpia]. She 
The leap was serious. [hath done ii weu i 

Ob r she Is Lifelass ! 


Arn. 

C^s. 


If 


She so, 1 have nought to do with that : 

The resurrection is beyond me. 

Arn. Slave 1 

C«r. Ay, slave or master, 'lis all oocj di** 
tliiriks 

Good words, however, are as well at tunes. 
Arn. Words I— canst thou aid her? , 

C«. i will try. A sprioWlaS 

Of that same holy water may be useful. 

[He hr mgs some in his helmet from the fm*. 
Arn. 'Tis mix’d w ith blood. 

Cms. There is oo cteaaer now 

In Rome. 

Arn. How pale I how beautiful I how bfeio* 
Ali«‘e or dead, ihou essence of all beauty. 

I love l^t thee I . . 

C«r. Even SO Achilles loved 

Penthesilea : with his form it seems 
You have his heart, and yet it was do soR^ 
Am. She breathes I But no. iwas noiBiog. 
or the last . .. ^ .w 

Faint flutter life disputes with brealhtf^ 

S" Tben'Ustroth. 

You do me ngo* 
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The devil speaks truth much ofleoer than he's 
deem'd : 

He hath an ignorant audience. 

Arn. ailtnding h Am}. Yes! her 

heart beats. 

Alas 1 that the first beat of the only heart 
I ever wish'd to beat with mine should vibrate 
To an assassin's pulse. 

Caj. A sage reflection. 

But sornewhat late V the day. Where shall we 
bear her ? 

I say she lives. 

A rn . And will she live ? 

Car. As much 

As dusi can. 

Arn. Then she is dead I 
Cat. Bah I bah ! You are so. 

And do not know it. She will come to life— 
Such as you think so. such as you now arc ; 

But we must work by human means. 

Arn. We will 

Convey her unto Ihe Coloana palace. 

Where ! have pitch’d rey banner. 

Cat. Come then ! raise her up I 

Arn. Softly 1 

Ctfi. As sofilv as (hey bear the dead. 

Perhaps because they cr.nnot feel the joliing. 
Arn. But doth she live indeed ? 

Cat. Nay. never fear I 

Bu(. if you rue it after, bUme not me. 

Arn. Let her but Live I 
Cat. The spirit of her li fe 

Is yc( within her breast, and may revive 
Count 1 count 1 I am your servant in all things. 
And this is a new ofUce 'tis not oB 
I am employ'd in such ; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what you call a fiend. 
On earth you have often only fiends for friends; 
* Now / desert not mine. Soft! bear her hence. 
The beauiiful half<lay, and nearly s^rit I 
I am almost enamour d of her, as 
Of old the angels of her earliest sex. 

Am. Thou I 

Cat. II Bui fear not. I'U not be your rival. 
Arn. Rival I 

Cat. I could be one right formidable ; 
But since I slew the seven husbands of 
T obias' future bride (and after all 
Was suck'd out by some inceosej. I have laid 
Aside intrigue : 'lis rarely vrorth the trouble 
Of gaining, or— what is more difficult— 
Oemng rid of your prize again ; for there's 
The rub I at l^t to mortals. 

Prithee, peace I 

Softly I methinks her Upe move, her eyes open I 
Cat. Like stars, no doubt; for that's a me* 
taphor 

For Lucifer and Venus. 

Am. To ilie palace 

Colonoa, as 1 told you I 
Cat. Obi I know 

My way through Rome. 

Am. Now onward, onward I Gently ] 
I EattiHt, ttaring Oli a. 2Tu teent tJettt 


PART III. 

SCENE \.—A CattU in fht A/tnnints, tur- 
ronndtd ky a tni/d Sni tmi/ing Country. 
Cknrui of Peasants tinging btfort iht gaut. 

Chorus. 

I. 

The wars are over. 

The spring is come ; 

The bride anri her lover 
Have sought their home : 

They are happy, u*© rejoice : 

Let their hearts have an echo in every voice 1 

If. 

Tl»c spring bcome ; the violet s gone, 

The first 'bom child of the early sun : 

\yith us she is but a winter's flower. 

1 lie snow on the hills cannot blast her bower, 
And she lifts up Iter dewy eye of blue 
To the youngest sky of the self-same hue. 

III. 

And when the spring comes with her host 
Of flowers, that floucr beloved the most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her l»eavenly odour and virgin hues. 

IV. 

Pluck (he others. bu( still remember 
ThHr herald out of dim December— 

The morning star of all iheflov ers, 

The pledge of daylight's lengihen’d hours 
Nor. midst the roses, e'er forget 
The virgin, virgin violet. 

BnitrC/tikf.. 

Cat. [tinging). Tire wars are all over. 

Our swords are all idle. 

The steed bites ihe bridle. 

The clue's on (he wall. 

There's rest fw the rover ; 

But his armour is rusty. 

And the veteran grows crusty. 

As he yawns In the hall. 

He drinks— but what's drinking ? 

A mere pause from thinking I 
No bugle awakes him with bfe-and-dcath carl: 

Chornt. 

But (be bound bayelh loudly, 

Tbe boar's in the wood. 

And (he falcon longs proudly 
To spring from her hc^ : 

Oo the wrist of the noble 
She sits like a crest. 

And the air is in (rouble 
With birds from their nest. 

Cat. Oh I shadow of glory I 
Dim image of war I 
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Qut (he chase hath no story, 

Her hero no star. 

Since Nimrod, the founder 
Of empire and chase, 

Who made the woods wonder 
And quake for their race. 

When the Uon was ^oung^. 

Tn the pride of his might, 

Then 'twas sport for the strong 
To embrace him in fight ; 

To go forth, with a pine 

For a spear, 'gainst the Mammoth, 
Of strike through the ravine 
At the foaming Behemoth ; 


While man was in stature 
As towers in our time. 
The first'bom of Nature, 
And. like her, sublime ! 



Chorus. 

But the wars are oi*er. 

The spring is come ; 

The bride and her lover 

Have sought their home : • 

They arc happy, and we rejoice : 

I.et ilieir hearu have an ecJjo from every voice I 
\SxiUHi //U rtA&AMTRr, stugtni 
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DiSsUc eM pcMprK cowim n i i (lk«re.’-HOitACl. 

y«.b> 5-lmAnn,.»«dci"C« 


CANTO THE FIRST. 


FRAGMENT, 

Oh tkt iaik 9/ the Peeti MS~ ^Cante /. 

1 WOVLD to heaven that I vtn so much cUy, 
As I am blood, bone, marrow, passion, feel* 

in^— 

Because at least the past were pass'd awajr— 
And for the fulure->(but 1 vstite this reeling. 
Having ^t drunk exceedingly to^ay. 

$0 (hat 1 seem to stand upon (he ceiUn;) 

I say^the future is a serious matter— 

And so— for God’s sake— hock and soda* water f 


DEDICATION. 

o 

Bo 9 bOU Ti I £ Y I You* re a poet— Poet* laureate, 
And representative of all the race : 

Alihoush lis true that you turn'd out a Tory at 
Last,- yours has lately been a common case,— 
And now. my Epic Renegade t what are yc at ^ 
With all the Lakers, in and out of pla^ > 

A nest of tuneful persons, to my eye 
Like * four and twenty Blackbirds b a pye ; 

It. 

• Which pye being open'd they begut to rina ' 

(This old song and new simile b^s good). 

* A dainty dish to sec before the King,* 

Or Regent, who admin«such kind of food *— 
And Colendgc, too, has lately taken wine, 

But like a hawk encumber'd with his hood, 

Explaining metaphysics to the nation 

I wish he would explain his Explanation. 

III. 

You. Boh 1 are rather Insolent, you know. 

At being disappointed b youi wish 
To supersede all warblers here below. 

And be the only Blackbird in tlie dish ; 

And then you overstrain yourself, or so 
Ana tumble downward like tbe aybg fish 
Gasping on deck, because you soar too hieh 
Bob, ^ 

And fall, for k^k of mmsrure quite a^diy, Bob I 


IT. 

And Wordsworth, in a raiher long * Excursion 
(I chink the quarto holds five hundred pages) 
Has given a sample from the vasty version 
Of hb new system lo perplex the sages ; 

Tis poetry-ai least by his assenion. 

And may appear so when the dog-star rages- 
And U who understands it won Id be able 
To add a story to the Tou'cr of Babel. 

V. 

You— Gentlemen I by dint of long sevlusiort 
From better company, have kept your own 
At Keswkk, and, through still continued fusion 
Of one another's minds, at lost have grown 
To deem as a most logical conclusion. 

That Poesy has wreaths for you alone : 

There is a narrowness in such a notion. 

Which makes me wish you'd change your lakes 
for octau. 

VC. 

1 would DOC imitate the petty thought, 

Nor coin my scIMove to so N t rt a vice. 

For all the glory your conversion brought 
Since gold alone should not have been its price 
You have your salary : uas't for that yoti 
wrought } ' 

And Wordsworth has his place in the Excise 1 • 
You re shabby fellows— true— but poets still. 
And duly sealed on the immortal hilL 

• VII. 

Your bays may hide the baldness of your 
brows— 

Perhaps some virtuous blushes ; lei them to— 
To yw 1 envy neither fruit nor luxighs— 

Aim for the fame you would engrus below, 
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1 he field is universal, and allows 
Scope to all such as feel the inherent ^1o« ; 
Scott, Rogers. Cajnphell. Moore, and Crabbe. 
will try 

'Gainst you the question with posterity. 

vm. 

For me, who, wandering with pedestrian Muses, 
Contend not with you on the winged steed. 

I wish your fate may yield ye, when she chooses. 

I'he fame you envy, and the skill you need : 
And recollect a poet nothing loses 

In giving to his brethren their full meed 
Of merit, and complaint of present days 
U not the certain path to future praise. 

IX 

He that reserves his laurels for posterity 
(Who does not often claim the bright rever* 
sion) 

Has generally no great crop to spare it, he 
Being only injured by his own assertion : 

And although here and there some glorious 
rarity 

Arise like Titan from the sea’s immersion. 

*riie major part of such appellants go [know. 
To— God knows where— for no one else can 

X. 

If, fallen In evil days on evil tongues. 

Milton appeal'd <0 the Avenger, 'l ime. 

[f Time, the Avenger, execrates his wrongs. 

And makes the word 'Miltonic* mean 
Um4, 

He deign'd not to belie his soul in songs, 

Nor turn his very talent to a crime ; 

//< did not loathe the Sire to laud the Son. 

But dosed the tyrant -hater he begun. 

xt. 

Think'st thou, could he— the blind Old Man— 
arise. 

Like Samuel from the gra>‘ 0 . to freete once 
more 

The blood of monarchs with his prophecies, 

Or be alive again— again all hoar 
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes, 
And heartlessdaughters— worn- and pale*- 
and poor : 

Would he adore a sultan 7 he obey 
The intellectual eunuch Castleresgh7t 


• ' Fftk, b«t Mt cadarcreus : — M iltoHl two elder dAucf>i«fV 
• re »^(eh«ve roSbed Xim «f hi) bookft, besides ehcAiinr 
•nd pUeulas bis) In the eeenon)' oT his beuse, Ae. Ac* Ks 

r««hnf« on Mch *0 ovuae*, bwh u e pafeat and 4 xhoUr, 
must have been sineulaalv palaTuL Hafitv imimibi Sa te 
Lear. See port Uiltd, CUt of bliUoe, pjr W. Haftex tee 
riiUee. ae smK tt the «diU»o before meb 
t Or.— 

‘ Would ht wbelde late a liaekoev l^awreate— , . . 

K sertbblloc. self-eold, s»ul>bir^ seorn’d laeanet I 

I dodbt V ' ]. 4 «reate * and < IsArlet ' be good rhvmA b^ 
•lust mv. M Ben Joruoa did le Syerestce. wbo ehaOewstB 

bim te Avme *Hh— 

* I. leba Syltcsur. 

Ley wllb yew Uaur.* 


Xll. 

Coid-blooded, smooth-faced, placid miscreant I 
Dabbling its sleek young hands in Erins 
gore, 

Arwi thus for wider carnage taught to pant, 
Transfer r’d to gorge upon a sister shore, 

'The vulgarcsi tool that 1 yranny could want. 

With just enough of talent, and no mote, 

To lengthen fetters by another fix'd, 

And oner poison long already mix’d. , 

xnt. 

An orator of such set trash of phrase 
Ineffably— legitimately vile, 

That even its grossest flatierert dare not 

Nor foes— all nations— condescend losmUc ; 
Not even a sprightly blunder's spark can blase * 
From that Ixion grindstone's ceaseless t«i. ) 
That turns and turns to give the world a nouoft / 
Of endless torments and perpetual motion. ( 

XIV, 

A bungler even iu its disgusting trade. 

And botching, patching, leaving still wWnu 
Someiliing of which iu masters are aimio* 

Slates to be curb’d and thoughts to be cm 
C onspiracy or Congress to be made— I 
Cobbling at manacles for all mankiofl 
A tinkering sl.ive-maker, who mends 
With God and mad's abhorrence for ils gatw* 

XV, 

If we may Judge of matter by (he mind, 
Emasculated to the marrow // , . 

Hath but two objects, liow to -Lyfik 

Deeming the chain it wears even men m y 
Eutroplus of its many masten,— oiino 
To worth as freedom, wisdom w to wit, 
Fearless— because Me feeling dwells lo ice. 

Its vkry courage stagnates to a vice, 

xvt. 

Where shall I turn me not to bonds. 

For I will never /«/ them 
Thy late reviving Roman soul dMpooo* j 
ineaih the lie this Staie-lhmg brejt^^^ 
o’er thee — . _ , gfccP 

Thy clanking chain, "d 

Have voices-tongues siHh 

Europe has slaves— alh«—lt‘“ 8 * * <,i 
And Southey lives to sing them very lU* 


XVM 

Meantime. Sr Laureate. I P^«*®**1 !av^^ 
In honest simple verse, or^cate. 

And. if in flattering strains I donot pw i^ 
Tis that I Still reiaio my * buff and w » — 


•KWBred.- • t. Bc». 

•i tb« wmft of port 

t tTh® onKozm ©f Ov* Whte 

eh»« caw ^ the Bdimhttrrn 
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My politics as yat axe all to educate : 

Apostasy $ so fasbiociable, too. (lean : 

To keep one creed's a lask frown quite nercu* 
U it oot so, my Tory, Uhra-Julian?* 

venica, stfumtmo, isi& 


1 WANT a bero : an uncommon want, 

When every year and month sends forth a 
new one. 

Till. After cloyinf the f asettes with cant. 

The Af e discovers he is not the true one : 

Of such as these I should not care to vaunt, 

I'll therefore lake our ancient friend Don 
Juan-^ 

We all have seen him. in the pantomime, 

Sent to the devil somewhat ere his time. 


Vernon, the butcher Cumberland. Wolfe. 
Hawke. (pel. Howe. 

Prince Ferdinand. Onnby, Burgoyne. Kep* 
Evil and good, have bad their uiIk of talk. 

And (tU'd their sifn*posis then, like Wellesley 
now ; 

Each in ihrir turn like Banquo $ monarchs stalk. 
Followers of fame. ' nine farrow of that sow : 
Prance, too, had Duenapartd and Dumourier 
Recorded in the kloniieur and Coumr. 


Bereave. Brissot, Condortet, Mirabeau. 

Pet ion, Clootr, Danton. Marat, Ia Fayette, 
Were French, and famous people, as we know ; 

And there were others, scarce forgotten yet, 
Joubert, Hoche, Marccau, I^nn^ Dcs»i«. 

With many of the mUiinry set, (Moreau. 
Exceedingly remarkable at times, 

But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 


Nvlson was once Britannia's god of war. 

And siiU should be so, but the tide is turn'd : 
There's no more to be said of Trafalgar, 

*1 IS with our hero quietly mutn'd ; 

Bvc.iuse I lie army's grown more popular. 

At which the naval people are concern'd : 
Bcsiilci, the prince is all lor the land service 
I'orgniing Duncan, Nelsoo, Howe, and Jervis. 

V, 

Brave lueo were living before Agamemnon, t 
And since, exceeding valorous and sage, 

A good deal like him too, though quite ihe same 
none ; 

But then they slione not on the poet's page 
And so have beca forgotten I coodemo i^iie. 
But can't had any in the present age 


Fit for my poem (that is, for my new ooel ; 
So, as I said. I'll lake my friend Don Juan, 


hlosi epic poems plunge tn medioj res 
(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road), 
Ai^ then your hero tells, wheneer you please. 
What went before— by way of episode. 

While seated after dinner at his ease, 

Beside his mistress in some soft abode. 
Palace, or garden, paradise, or cavern, 

Wbkh serves ilie luippy couple for a tavern. 


That is the usual method, but not mine— 

My way is to begin wiih the beginning; 

The regularity of my design 
Forbids all wandering as Ow worst of sinning. 
And iherefore 1 sliall o|>en with a line 
(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning) 
Naimting somewhat of Don Juan's father. 

And also of bis mother, if you'd miher, 

VIII. 

In Seville was he bom, a pleasant city. 

Famous few oranges and women ; he 
Who haa not seen it will be much lo pity, 

So says tlic proverb and ] quite agree ; 

Of all the Spanish low'ns is none more preiiy. 

Cadis, perhaps^but that you soon m.vy see— 
Don Juan's patents lived beside the river, 

A nobk stream, and call'd the Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His father's name w.ns Jiie^Don, of courae, 

A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor Of He^w Wood, he traced his sotirce 
Through il>e most Gothic gentlemen of Spain ; 
A belter cavalier ne'er mounted horse. 

Or, being mounted, e'er got down again, 
Than Jdse, who begot our hero, who 
Begot— but that's lo come— Well, lo renew 

X. 

His mother was a learned lady, famed 
For every branch of every scienc'c known— 

In ejery Chrisiian language ever named, 

Wiih virtues equal! d by her wit alone. 

Slie made the clex^csi people quiie asliamcd ; 

even the good with inward envy groan. 
FindiDg themselves so very much exceeded 
Id their own way, by all the things that she did. 

# XI. 

was a mine : she knew by heart 
All Calderon and greater pan of Loi>e, 

So that if any actor miss'd his part, 

She couW have served him for il>e prempter's 
For her Femagics wetean uselessari.f Jeouv • 
Aod he himself obliged to shut up shoji-hu 


• t Allude MW to ew friend l^ndof^ het«.U»« MtarCoM* \ • e 
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Could never make a memory so line as 
That which adorned the brain of Donna Inea. 

XII. 

Her favourite science was the mathematical, 
Her noblest virtue was her ma^animlty ; 
Her wit (she sometimes tried at wii) was Attic 
all. 

Her serious sayings darken'd to sublimity ; 

In short, in all things she was fairly what I call 
A prodigy : her morning dress was dimity. 
Her evening silk. or. in the summer, muslin. 
And other stuffs, with which I won't stay pus* 
sling. 

XIIT. 

She knew the Latin — that is. 'the lord's prayer.* 
And Greek^the alphabet — I'm nearly stire : 
She read some French romances here and there. 

Although her mode of speaking was not pure ; 
For native Spanish she had no great care. 

At least her conversation was obscure ; [lem. 
Her thoughts were theorems, her words a prob> 
As if she deem'd that mystery would ennoble 'em. 

XJV. 

She liked the English and tlie Hebrew tongue. 

And said there was analogy between 'em ; 

She proved it son*ehow out of sacred song, 

But I must leave the proofs to those who've 
seen ecn. 

But this I heard her say. and can t be wrong. 
And all may think which way their Judgments 
lean 'em, [• I am,' 

'Tis strange^the Hebrew noun which means 
I'he English always use to govern d— n.* 

XV, 

Some women use their tongues— she look'd a 
lecture. 

Each eye a sermon, and her brow a homily. 
An nl]«in*aU sufficient sel/*director. 

Like the lamented late Sir Samuel ftomilly. 
The Law's expounder, and the State's correctoTi 
Whose suicide was almost an anomaly— 

One sad example more, that * All Is vanity* 

(The Jury brought their v'erdict in * Insaruiy*). 

XVI. 

In short, she was a walking calculation. 

Miss Edgeworth's novels stepping from their 
covers. 

Or Mrs Trimmer's books on education. 

Or ' Coelebs' Wife * set out in^iuat of lovers ; 
Morality's prim person idcanon. 

In which not Envy's self a flaw discovers • 

To others' share let ' female errors fall,' 

For she had not even orte— the worst of alL 

xvii. 

Oh I she was perfect, past all parallel — 
or any moderu female saint's comparison ; 

?o far above the cunning powers of liell, 

1 ler guardian angel had given up hb gartbon : 


Even her minutest motions went as well 
As those of the best time-f^eee made by Har* 
risen. 

In virtues nothing earthly could surpass her. 
Save thine ' incomparable oil,' Macassar ! * 

xvtit. 

Perfect she was ; but aS perfection is 
Insipid in this naughty world of ours. 

Where our first parents never leam'd to kUs 
Till they were exiled from their earlier bow^. 
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss. 

(I wonder how they got through the twelve 
Don J6se. like a lineal son of Eve. [hours}. 
Went plucking various fruit without her leave. 

xtx. 

He was a mortal of the careless kind. 

With no great lo^'e for learning or the Ivam d, 
Wlio choee to go where'er he had a mind, 

And never dream'd his lady was concern d ; 
The world, as usual, wickedly Inclined 
*1 0 see a kingdom or a house o'ertutn d, 
Whisper'd he had a mistress, some said /too, 

But for domestic quarrels omo will do. 

XX. 

Now Donna Inez had. with all her merk. 

A great opinion of her own good quahttfs. 
Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear U. ^ 
And such, indeed, she was in her moraUues . 
But then site had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometimes mix'd up fancies with rcahtieii 
And let few opportunities escape 
Of getting her liege lord into a scrape. 

XXI. 

This wna an easy matter with a man 

Oft in the wrong, and never on his gunrd . 
And even the wisest, do tl« best ibey can. 

Have mumt^us, hours, and days, so 

Thafyou ' Jv>t * brain them with (heir Sad/s 
And soiTflpno ladies hit exceeding IW* 

And fans tun* into falchions in fair haoos, 

And why and wherefore no one undersiaaQS- 

xxn. 

TIs pity learned virgins ever wed 
With persoi.s of no sort of education. , 
Or gentlemen who, (hough weJhboffl and ottot 
Grow tired of scientiftc <»Dveisaiionj 
1 don't choose to say much upon this nw. 

I m a plain man, and in a single siaijon , 
But-Oh I ye kwls of ladies - 11 ? 

Inform us truly, have they not henpeck d yo 

xxtil. 

Don Jdse and hb lady quaneU'd— tvAy. 

Not any of the many could djvuic, 

Though several thousand people chose to . 
Twas surely no concern of theirs nor mme. 


■ • r>c«cr<piioB d«* Ue I •“U* 
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I loathe that low vico^uriosily 
But if there’s anything in which < shine, 

Ti$ in arranging all my friends' affairs. 

Not having, of my own. domestic cares. 

XXIV. 

And so I interfered, and with the b^t 
Intentions : but their treatment «as not kind ; 
I think the foolish people were possess’d. 

For neither of them could I ever And. 
Although their porter afterwards confess’d^ 

But that’s no matier» and the wont’s behind, 
For little Juan o’er me threw, down stain. 

A pail of housemaid’s u aier unawares. 

XXV. 

A little cur1y*headed. gocd-fot'iiothing, 

And mischief* making monkey from his birth ; 
Ills parents ne’er agreed except in doting 
Upon the most unquiet imp on earth : 

Instead of quanclling, had they been in 
Their senses, they’d have sent young master 
forth 

To school, or had him soundly whipp’d at home, 
To leach him manners for the time to come. 

xxvt. 

Don Jdse and the Donna Ines led 
For some time an unhappy sort of life. 
Wishing each other, not divorced, Ihii dead. 

I’hey Lived respectably as man and wife ; 
Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred. 

And gave no outward signs of inward strife, 
Until at length the smother’d fire broke out. 
And put the business past all kind of doubt. 

xxvn. 

For I net call’d some druggists and physkuns. 

And tried to prove her loving lord was mad ; 
But as he had some luckl intermissions, 

She next decided he was only had ; 

Yet when they ask’d her for her depositions, 

No sort of explanation could be had. 

Save that her duty both to man and God 
Required this conduct^ which seem’d very odd. 

XXVIII. 

She kept a joum.il. where his faults were noted, 
And open d cenain trunks of books and letters. 
All which might, if ocension served, be quoted ; 

And then w had all Seville for abeitocs. 
Besides her good old grandmother (who doted) : 

I'he hearers of her case became re(>oiefS. 
Tlicn advocates. Inqulsitora, and judges. 

Some for amusemeni. others for old grudges. 

XXIX. 

And then this best and meekest woman bore 
With such serenity her husband’s woe, 

Just as the Spaiian ladle did of yore. 

Who saw their spouse kilTd and nobly chose 
Never to say a word about them more— 

Calmly $m beard each tsilumny that rose. 


And saw his agonies with such sublimity, 
ThataU the world exclaim'd, * What magnani- 
mity I ’ 

XXX. 

No doubt this patience, when (be world is 
damning us. 

Is philosophic in our former friends ; 

Tis also pleasant to be deem’d magnanimous. 

The more $0 m obtaining our own ends ; 

And what the lawyers C. 1 II a * mahs anirnks' 
Conduct like this by no means comprehends : 
Revenge in person's certainly no siriue. 

But then tis not my fault if ethers hurt you. 

XXXI. 

Aod if our quarrels should rip up old siories 
And help them with a lie or two addUbnal, 
r m not to blame, as >‘ou well know^no more is 
Any one else— they were become Imdilioii.al : 
Besides, their resurrection aids our glorie 
By contrast, which U what w-e Just were wisn* 
iog all ; 

And science profits by this resuTrection— 

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 

xxxn. 

Their friends had tried at reconciliation, 

Then their rel.itions. who made makers worse , 
(Twere hard 10 lell upon a like occasion 
To whom It may be best to have recourse— 

1 can't say much for friend or yei relation) : 

The lawyers did their utmost for divorce. 

But scarce a fee was paid on either side. 

Before, unluckily. Don Jdse died. 

SXllll. 

He died : and most unluckily, because 
; According to all hints i could collect 
From counsel learned in those kinds of laws 
(Alihcogh (heir talk’s obscure and cucuns 
spcci). 

Hb death contrived to spoil a charming cause : 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on this occasion 
Was manifested in a great sensation. 

xxxiv. 

But ah I he died ; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyers' fees : 

His house was sold, hb servants sent away 
A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A pnest the other— at least so they say : 

I aJi’d the ddbtors after his decease— 

He died of the slow fever call'd the lertiac, 

Aad k'fi his widow to her own aversion. 

XXXV. 

Yvl 16se was an honourable man ; 

That 1 must say, who koew him very well • 
Therefore bis frail lies I'll no further scan. 

Indeed, there were not many more to leli • 
And if he passions now and then outran 
DUcreuen, and wen* not so pea«able 



538 


DON JUAN. 




As N Ulna's (who was also named PompiUus),* 
He had been ill brought up, and was bom bilious. 

xxxvt. 

Wljalt'er might be his worthlessness or worth, 
Poor iellow I he had many things to wound 
him, 

Let's own— since it cart do no good on earth— 
It was a trying moment that which found him 
Standing alone beside his desolate hearth. 
Where all his houseltold gods lay shiver'd 
round him : 

No choice was left his feelings or his pride. 

Save death, or Doctors' Commons — so he died. 

XXXVII. 

Dying intestate. Juan was sole heir 
ToaChasceiy suit, and messuages, and lands. 
Which, with a long minority and care. 

Promised to turn out well in proper hands: 
Inez became sole guardian, which was fair. 

And answer'd but to nature’s just demands ; 
An only son left with an only mother. 

U brought up much more wisely than another. 

XXXVIJI. 

Sagest of women, even of widows, she 

Kesolved that Juan should be quite a paragon. 
And worthy of (he noblest pedigree 

(His sire was of Castile, his dam from Arra> 
Then for accomplishments of chivalry, [gon) : 
In case our lord the king should go to war 
again. 

He leam’d the arts of riding. ferKing. gunnery, 
And bow to scale a fortress— or a nunnery. 

XXXIX. 

But that which Donna Inez most desired. 

And saw into herself, each day. before all 
I'he learned tutors whom for him she hired. 

Was. that his breeding should be St riel ly moral. 
Much into all his studies she inquired. 

And so they were submiiied hist to her. all. 
Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 
To Juans eyes, excepting natural history. 

su 

The languages, especially the dead ; 

The sciences, and most jf all tbe abstruse ; 
The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be (he most remote from common use ; 

1 n all these he was much and deeply read ; 

But not a page of anything that's loose. 

Or hints continuation of the species. 

Was ever suffer’d, be should grow vicious. 

XX.1. 

Hb classic studies made a little puzzle, 

Because of filthy loves of gods and goddesses, 


* prtnas qui IceCVoS brbesa 
FunSsbU, Cnfba pvris et p*yper« torS 
MisMS to tapotoa «— viae. 


Who in the earlier ages nosed a buslle. 

But never put on pantaloons or boddices. 

His reverend tutors had at times a 
And for their Asneids, Iliads, and Odysseys, 
Were forced to make an odd sort of apology, 
For Donna Inez dreaded the mythology. 

XUI. 

Ovid’s a rake, as half his verses show him. 

Anacreon’s morals are a still worse saopiei 
Catullus scarcely bad a decent poem. 

I don’t thiak Sappho's Ode a good example, 
Although Longinus* tells us there a no hymn 
Where tbe sublune soars forth on wtngs "lo™ 

But Virgirssongsare pure, except 
Beginning with * Form^um Paster Cefy^- 

XLMU 

Locretius' irreligion Is too strong . • 

For early stomachs to prove wholesome Jooo . 
1 esm’t help thinking Juvenal was 
Although no doubt his real intent was g » 
For spring out so plainly in his song. ^ 
So much, indeed, as to tw downngbi r^e , 
And then what proper person ^ P*[‘ , 

To all those nauseous epigrams of Maruaji 

Xtiv. 

Juan was taught from out the 

Expurgated by learned men, pla^ 
Judiciously, from out the sch^lboy j 
•' The Shiser pern ; bu< feerful 
Too mJch their mociesi bard by this emuuoo, 
And pitying sore his muhlated ca«. 

They only add them all In . 

Which saves in fact the trouble of an index 

XLV. 

For tliei^ we have them ^1 
Instead of ^ing 

They stand forth marshall d m a 

To'SSi .he iofieauous youth o^u.ure 
Till some leas rigid editor shall 
To call them ^ck into their se^« «ges. 

Instead of standing *«»ring ^ SS^t^Wer. 
Like gardeo'gods— and not so decea 

xbvi. 

The MissaL too (U was the family Missal), 

Was omamCDicd in a sort ibis all 

Which ancient mass-books often are, ano wb 
K inds of grotesques lUummed ; and ^ 
Who saw those figure* on 
Could turn their opucs lo 1^ t^ 

Is more than I know-but Don Jua^ «^ 
Kept (his herself, and gave bersonanoew 
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XLVIt. 

Sermons he read, and lectores he endured. 

And homilies, and Lives of all the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Chtysostom inured. 

lie did not take such studies for restraints : 
Bui how faith is acquired, and then ensured, 

$0 well not one of the aforesaid paints 
As Saint Au^stine in his fine confessions. 
Which make the reader envy bis tians^ressions.* 

XLVIlt. 

This, too, was a seal'd book to liiite Juan^ 

I c.in'( but say (hat his mamma was right, 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 
Her maids were old ; and if she look a new' one. 

Vou might be sure she was a perfect fright. 
She did this during even her husband's life— 

[ recommend as much lo every wife. 

XLIX. 

Young Juan wax'd in goodliness and grace ; 

At six a charming child, and at eleven 
With all the promise of as fine n face 
As e'er to man’s maturer growth was given * 
He studied steadily, and grew apace. 

And seem'd at last in the right road lo heaven. 
For half his days were pass’d at church, the other 
Between his tutors, confessor, and mother. 

L. 

At six. I said, he was a charming child. 

Ai twelve he was a fine but quiet boy ; 
Although in Infancy a little wild. 

They tamed him down amongst them ; to do* 
His natural spirit not In vain they toil'd, [siroy 
At least it seem'd so : and his mother’s ^ 
Was to declare how sage, and still, and sie^y. 
Her young philosopher was grown already, 

LI. 

1 had mv doubts, perhaps I have them still. 

But what 1 say is neither here nor there ; 

[ knew his father well, and have some skill 
In characier^but it would not be fair 
From sire to son to augur good or ill ; 

He and his wife were an ill •sorted pair— 

But bcandal’s my aversion—! protest 
Against all evihspeaking, even in jest, 

Lit. 

For my part I say nothing— nothing— but 
This I will say— my reasons are my own— 
That if 1 had an only son to put 
To school (as God be praised that I have none), 


Tis not with Donna Ines I would shut 
Him up to learn his catechism alone : 
Nc^nt^rdsend him out betimes to college 
For (here it was I pick'd up niy own knowledge 

LtlJ. 

For there one learns— 'tis not for me to boast. 
Though I acquired— but I pass over that. 

As well as all the Creek I since have lost : 

I say that there's the place— but ' Vfi'buw S4t.' 
\ think I pick'd up too. os well as niost. 

Knowlrage of matters— but no matter M/kat : 
[ never married— but [ think, 1 know 
Thai sons should not be educated $ 0 . 

Liv. 

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age, 

' Tall. Itandsome. slender, but well knit : he 
seem’d 

Active, iliough not so sprightly, as a page ; 

And es'crybody but his mother deem’d 
Him almost man ; but she flew in a rage 
And bit her lips (for cIms site might have 
scream’d) 

If any said so. for to be precocious 
Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious. 

LV. 

.Amongst her numerous acquaintance, all 
Selected for dUcrciton and devotion, 

There was the Donna Julia, w hom to call 
Pretty were but to give a feeble notion 
Of many charms in her as natural 
As sweetness lo the fiower. or salt to ocean, 
Her 20 AC to Venus, or his bow to Cupid 
(But this last sirriile is trite and stupid). 

LVl. 

The darkness of her Oriental eye 
Accorded wlih her Moorish origin * 

(Her blood wa» not all }>pmish. by the by . 

In bpam, vou know, this is .a sort of sinj. 
w lien proud Gr.mada fell, and, forced to fly 
Boabdil wept, of Donna Jiuia's kiu 
Some weul lo Africa, some stay’d in Spain 
Her great.grcai^ranO mamma chose to remain. 

LVM. 

She married (1 forget the pedigree) 

With an Hidalgo, w ho iransmi lied down 
Hrs blood less noble than such blood should be • 
At such alliances his sires would frown, ’ 
In that point so precise in each degree 
Thai they bred in and in, as might be shown, 
Marrying iheir cousins— nay, their aunts aim 
nieces. 

Which always ^Is the breed, if it increases. 


* &€« hb C»af«»nnt. L L «. U. Bv IS* 
vbuh S4iAt Avifutf iM r ««» u Mb r««ut. H » cast 


LVttl. 


U t«e iKB( he »lut we lOeuJd c«U 


• rake. Hi heathenish cross tesiered the breed asam 

I p improved itslesh^; 


. M MvcBMd I iheuBMd lk» M eM»p« tW mO. «kKh 
Owy «tT« ohHeed (6 mks ute ofu Mtt»h hb rfreabtorU^ 


For from a mot the ugUest in Old Spain 
Sprung up a branch as beautiful qs fresD : 
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The sons no more wen short, the dAi^hters plain. 

But there’s a rumour which I fain would hijsb» 
T is said that Donna Julia's grandmamma 
Produced her Don more heirs at love than law. 

UX. 

However this might be. the race went on 
Improving still through every generation, 
Until it centred in an only son, 

Who left an otily daughter : my narration 
May have suggested that this single one 
Could be but Julia (whom on this occasion 
I shall have much to speak about), and she 
Was married, charming, chaste, and twenty^ 
three. 

LX. 

Her eye (I'm very fond of handsome eyes) 

Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire 
Until she Spoke, then through its soft disguise 
Flash’d an expression more of pride than ire. 
And love than either ; and there would arise, 

A something in them which was not desire. 
But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Which struggled through and chasten'd down 
(he whole. 

LXt. 

Her glossy hair was cluster'd o'er a brow 

Bright with intelligence, and fair and smooth ; 
Her eyebrow’s shape was like the adrial bow. 

Her cheek all purple with the beam of youth. 
Mounting at times to a transparent glow. 

As if her veins ran lightning : she. in sooth. 
Possess'd no air and grace bv no means common : 
Her stature tall— I bate a dumpy woman. 

LXI1. 

Wedded sIk was some years, and to a man 
Of fiffy. and such husbands are in plenty ; 
And yet. I think, instead of such a ONt. 

'Twere better to have two of five*aiid-lwcaty. 
Especially in countries near the sun. 

And now t think on’t. ' mi vien in menie.' 
Ladies even of the most uneasy virtue 
Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty. 

Lxni. 

'Tis a sad thing. 1 cannot choose but say. 

And all the nuU of that indecent sun. 

Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay, 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on. 
That howsoever people fast and pray. 

The flesh is frail, and so the soul undone: 
What men call gallantry, and gods adultery. 

Is much more common where the climate's 
sultry. 

LXJV. 

Happy the nations of the moral North I 
Wliere all is virtue, and the winter season 
Sends sn without a rag on, shivering forth 
(*Twa5 suow that brought St Anthony to 
reason) 

* aer tbe Mrtiailan of St AMa«oy^ r«dK« Co* hM Ueod 
^ con ar»lh(T. «•« Hr Aftta Bvder'* * Uto H (be 


Where juries cast up what a wife is worth, (on 
By laying whate’er sum, in mulct, they please 
The lover, who must pay a handsome price, 
Because it is a marketable vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso was the name of Julia's lord. 

A man well looking for his years, and who 
Was neither much beloved, nor yet abhorr'd : 

They lived together as most people do. 
Suffering each other’s foibles by accord. 

And not exactly either nne or iw; 

Yet he was jealous, though he did nol show it. 
For Jealousy disUk^ the world to know it. 

LXVI. 

Julia was— yet I never could see why— 

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend : 
Between their tastes there was small sympathy. 

For not a line had Julia ever penn’d : 

Some people whisper (bui no doubt they lie, 

For malice still imputes some private end| 
1'hai Inez had. ere Don Alfonsos marriage. 
Forgot with him her very prudent carriage ; 

LXVIt. 

And that, still keeping up the old connection, 
Which lime had lately render'd much moix 
She took his lady also in aA’eciion, (chaste. 

And certainly this course was much the best. 
She ffatier'd Julia with her sage protectloD, 

And compfimentcd Don Almnto's taste : 

And If she could not (who can ^ silence scandal, 
At least she left it a more slender handle. 

LXVIll. 

I can't tell whether Julia saw the a/Tair 
With other people’s eyes, or if her own 
Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e’er was shown • 
Perhaps she did not know, or did not care. 

Indifferent from the first, or callous grown i 
I'm r^lly puzzled what to think or say. 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 

LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child. . . ^ . 

Caress’d him often — such a thing might be 
Quite innocently done, and harmless styled, 
When she had twenty years, and thirty t* 
But I am not so sure 1 should have smued 
When he was sixteen, Julia twenty-thiee : 
These few short years make wondrous aHw- 
Particularly amongst sunburnt nations, [auon^ 

LXX. 

Whale'er the cause might be. they had 1*^* 
Changed : for the dame grew 

Tbenr^ooks oHt down, tbdr greetings aJmos'* 
Ai^ mech embairassmeDt in either eve : 

There surely wiU be little doubt witn 
That Donna Julia knew the r^son wny • 
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Tis sureljr Juan iiow— No 1 t'm afraid 
That night (h« Vi^n wa& no fun her pray'd. 


Bui as for J uan. he had no more notion 
Than he who never saw* the sea or ocean. 

LXXt. 

Yet Julia's very coldness siih was kind. 

And tremulously gende her small hand 
Withdrew iiself from his, but left behind 
A Hide pressure, thrilling, and so bland, 

And slight, so very alight , that to the mind 
Twas but a doubt ; but ne’er magicians wand 
Wrought change with all Armida's fairy art 
l.ike what dm light touch left on Juan’s heart. ' 

LXXtI. 

And if she met him. though she smiled no more. 

She look'd a sadness sweeter than her smile, 
As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 
She must not own, but cherish’d more the 
while 

For that compression, in its burning core : 

liven innocence itself has many a wile. 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth. 

And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXIll. 

Bui passion most dissembles, yet betrays 
Even by iis darkness ; as the blackest sky 
F'oreiells the he.aviest tempest, U displays 
Us workings through the vainly guardeil eye. 
And in w hat wer aspect ii arrays 
itself, '(is SI ill the s.ime hypocrisy. 

Coldness or anger, even disdtdn or hate. 

Are masks it often wears, and still too late. 

( LXXIV. 

Then there were righs, the deeper for suppres* 
slon, 

And stolen glances sweeter for the theft. 

And burning ohishes, though for no transgres* 
slon, (Tef( ; 

Tremblings when met. and restlessness when 
All these little preludes to possession. 

Of which young passion cunnoi be bereft, 
And merely tend to show how greatly love is 
Embarrass^ at first starting with a novice. 

LXXV. 

Poor Julia's heart was in an awkwnrd state 2 
She felt it going, and resolved 10 make 
The noblest efforts for herself and mate. 

For honour's, pride's, religion s. virtue's sake ; 
Her resolutions were most truly great. 

And almost might have made aTarquIn ipiake; 
She pray'd the Virgin Mary for her grace, 

As being the best judge of a Indy’s case. 

LXXVI. 

She vow’d she never would see Juan more, 
yh And next day paid ,*i visit to nls mother, 

And look’d extremely at the opening door. 

Which, by the Virgin’s grace, let in another ; 
Grateful she was. and yet a little sore— 

Vgain it opens, it can be no other : 


LXXVTI. 

She now determined that a virtuous woman 
Should raclier face and overcome temptation 
That fligin was base and dastardly, and no man 
ShouU ever give her lie«iri the least sensation ; 
That is to say. a thought beyond ihe common 
Preference, that we must feel upon occasion. 
For people who are piciisanter than others. 

But (hen tliey only seem so many brothers. 

Lxxvin. 

And even if by chance— and who can tell? 

The devil's so very sly— she should discover 
That all wUhin was not so very well, 

And, if still free, chat such or such a loter 
Might please perhaps, a virtuous wife can quell 
5 uch ilioughis, and bo the boner when (bey’re 
over; 

.And if the man should .isk. *tis but dcnl.il ; 

I recommend young ladies 10 m.ike trial. 

t.XXIX. 

Ami (lion iliere are such things as love divine. 

Bright and immaculate, umulx’d and purv. 
Such as the angels tliink so very fine. 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 
Platonic, perfect. * jusi s*i€li love as mine : ' 

Thus Julia said— anti thought so, to Ik sure ; 
And so I'd have her think, were 1 the man 
On whom her reveries cvIcsiUI ran. 

LXXX. 

Such love b innocent, and may exist 
Between young (wrsons withoui any daiig<*r . 
A hand may first. hihI ihen a Up, be kiss'd ; 

For my (»rt. (o such doings I'm a stranger. 
But kert these freedoms form ihe utmost list 
Of all o'er whkh such love in.ay be a ranger * 
If people go beyond, tis quite a crime. 

But not my fault— I tell them all in ume. 

txxxi. 

Love, (hen, but love within its proper limits. 

Was Julia’s innocent determination 
In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him Its 
l^ertion mi^i be useful on occasion ; 

And. lighted at too pure a shrine 10 dim its 
Ethereal lustre, with whai sweet persuasion 
He mighi be taught, by love and her togrthcr— 
I really rton’t know what, nor Julia either. 

LXXXir. 

Fraught with this fine Intendon, and wed fencet. 

In mail of proof— her purity of soul. 

She. for the future, of her strength convinced. 
And that her honour was a rock or mole, 
Exceeding sagely from that hour dispensed 
With any kind of troublesome control ; 

But whether Julia lo the task was equal 
U that whkh must be mem ton'd in the sequel 
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Her plan she deem'd bo(h Innocent and feasible; 

And surely, with a stripling of sixteen, 

Not scandals fangs could nx on much that's 
sei sable. 

Or If they did so. satisfied to mean 
Nothing but what was good, her breast was 
peaceable— 

A quiet conscience makes one so serene 1 
Christians have burnt each other, quite per- 
suaded [did. 

'I'hat all the Apostles would have done as they 

LXXXIV. 

And if in the mean time her husband died 
But Heaven forbid that such a thought should 
cross (sigh'd.) 

Her brain, though in a dream I (and men she 
Never could she survive that common loss ; 
But just suppose that moment shotild betide, 

I only say suppose It — inttr irei. 

(I'his should homs, for Julia thought 

In French, but then the rhyme would go for 
nought.) ^ 

LXXXV. 


Here is the empire of thy p^ect bliss, 

And here thou art a indeed divine/ * 
The bard I quote from does not sing amiss, 
With the exception of the second Tine, 

For that same twining ‘ transport and security 
Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals 
To the good sense and senses of manklad, 
The very thing which everybody feels, 

As all have found on trial, or may find. 

That no one likes to be disturb'd at meals 
Or love. — I won't say more about ‘eniwinw 
Or * transport,' as we knew all that before, 

But beg * Security ' will boU the door. 

xc. 

Young Juan w*ander*d by the glassy brooks, 
Thinking unutterable things : he threw 
Himself at length within the leafy nooks 
Where the wild branch oft be cork fortttg«»» 
There poets find materials for their booH 
And every now and then we read them ihrouKA 
$0 that their plan and prosody are eligible. 
Unless, like Wordsworih. they prove uainter 
ligible. 


1 only say, suppose this supposition : I 

Juan being ifien grown up to man's estate lu^n land not Wordsworth) so pursued 

Would fully suit a widow of condition 5 llaie;* •• • 


Juan being then grown up to man s estate 
Would fully suit a widow of condition ; (late : 

Even seven years hence it would not be too 
And in the Imerim {to pursue this vision). 

i'he mUchiof, after all, could not be great, 

For he would learn the rudiments of love, 

I mean the seraph way of (hose above. 

Lxxxvr. 

So much for Julia. Now we'll turn to Juan. 

Poor little fellow I he had no iden 
Of his own case, and never hit the (rue ocra : 

In feelings quick, as Ovid's Miss Medea,* 

He pussled over what he found a new one. 

But not as yet imagined It could be a 
I'hing quite In course, and not at all alarming. ' 
Whi^, with a little patience, might grow' 
charming. 


Lxxxvn. 


Until his mighty heart, In its great mood. 


Of its disease : he did the best he could 
With things not very subject to 
And turn'd, without perceiving his eoDdlooft 
Like Coleridge, Into a metaphysician. 

XCil. . 

He thought about himself, and the whole ^ 
Of man the wonderful , and of the 
And how the deuce they ever could n^ ^ ^ 
And (ben he thought of earthquasee 

How many miles the moon might 
Of air-balloons, and of the many 
To perfect knowledge of the bommlrae g^ 
And then be thought of Donna Jull** 


Silent and pensive. Mle. restless, slow. 

His home deserted for the lonely wood, 
Tormented with a wound he could not know, 
His, Uke all deep grief, plunged in solitude 
I'm fond myaelf of solitude or so, 

But tlieo 1 beg it may be understood, 

By solitude 1 mean asuUan's, not 
A hermit's, with a harem for a grot. 

UCXXTIII. 

*Oh Love 1 in such a wilderness as this. 
Where transport and security antwlne, 


XCIII. 




In thoughts like these true wisdom mar 
Longings sublime, and aspirall^^^ 
Which some ara boni with, but the ^ 
learn . . 

To plague themselves withal, (hey 

why : hAuld 

'Twas strange that one so young 
Hb brain about the action of 


If think 'twas philosophy that 


I can't help thinking puberty 


Assisted. 


• 0*(^ dt A9t A- 
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I ]e pored upon tht leave$» aod on the floNvers, The last indeed s infallibly the cose : 

And heard a voice in all the winds : and (hen And when the spouse and friend are gone oft 


Tly harbounng some dear friend extremely 
vicious : 

The last indeed's infallibly the case : 


He ihoughi of wood*ftymphs and immortal 
bowerSi 

And how (he goddesses came down to men. 
He miss'd the pathway, he forgot the hours. 
And when he look'd upon his watch again. 
He found how much old Time had been a 
winner • 

He also found that he had lost his dinner. 


wholly. 

He wonders at their vice, and not his folly. 


Thus parents also are at times short-sighted ; 
Though watchful as the lynx, they ne'er dis- 
cover. 

The while the wicked world beholds, delighted. 
Young Hopeful's mistress, or MUs Fanny's 
lover, 

Till some confounded escapade has blighted 
The plan of twenty years, and all is over ; 
And ihm the mother cries, the father swears, 
And wonden why the devil he got heirs 


Sometimes he turn'd to gase upon his book. l contounaea escapaoe oas on 
Boscan. or GarciHasso ♦ by the wind l^e plan of twenty y«r$, and all is 

Evw 2 the page Is rustled while we look. And iben ihe mother c^, the father s 
So by the ^y of bis own mind And wonders why the devil he got hei 

Over the mystic leaf his soul was shoJc. 

As if iwere one whereon magicians bind ^ , 

Their swlU. and five ihem to ihe p»vsing gate. Bui ln« was so anxious, and so cImt 
AsSirdinir to some good old woman’s i Je .Of 'h-' ‘ ""“l »’■» 


xcvr 


Thus would he while his lonely hours away. 

DUsaiished, nor knowing what he wantM ; 
Nor glcwing reverie, nor poet's by. 

Could yield his spirit that for which it panted, 

A bosom whereon ne his head might lay. 

And hear the heart beat with tlw love it 
granted ; 

With ^—several ether things which \ forget. 

Or which, at least. I need not mention yet, 

xcvrt. 

Those lonely walks and lengihening reveries 
Could noi escape the gentle Julia's eyes ; 

She saw that Juan was not at his case ; 

But that which chiefly may, and must, surprise, 
li, that the Donna Ines did not tease 
Her only son with qumulon or surmise : 
Whether it was she did not see. or would not, 
Or, bke all very clever people, could not. 

XCVIII. 

This may seem strange, but yet ‘tis very common ; 
For instance— gentlemen, whose ladies take 


Of sight, that 1 must think, on this occasion 
She had some other motive much more near, 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation ; 
But whai that moiive was, I shan'i say here ; 

Perhaps to finish Juan’s education. 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso s eyes, 

In case he thought his wife too great a prire. 


It was upon a day, a summer’s day 
Summer's indeed a very dangerous season. 
And so is spring, about the end of May : 

The sun no doubt U the prevailing reason : 
But whatsoe'er the cause is, one may say. 

And stand convicted of more truth than 
treason, [merry in— 

'That there are months which nature grews more 
March has its hares, and May must have Us 
heroine. 


'Twas on a summer’s day— (he sixth of June : 

1 like to be particular in dates. 

Not only of the age and year, Init moon : 

They area sort of posi-houM, where the Fates 
Change horses, making history chatige Us tune, 
Tb^ spur away o’er err>('ires and o’er statf*s, 
Leaving at last not much tildes chronology. 


Leave to oerstep the written rights of woman, t^Z'*** 

And break ihe Which eSnmandmenl is’t 'h' posi-obils of iheology. 


(hey break? 

|1 have forgot the number, and ihinkmo man 
Should rashly quote for fear of a mlstakeO 
I say when the» same gentlemen are jealous, 


*Twas on the rixih of June, about tne hour 
Of half-past six— perhaps still nearer seven— 


mV n^ikV ;:^,rbioSd;rr«h h 


tell US. 


ZCIX. 


A real husband always Is suspicious, 

But SI ill no less suspects in the wrong place : 
Jealous of some one who had no such wisheSi 
Or pandering blindly to his own disgrace, 


As eer held hour! in that heathenish heaven 
Described by Mahomet, and Anacreon Moore, 
'fowhom the lyre and laurels have been given. 
With all ihe tit^ikss of Inumphant song — 

He won (hem well, and may he wear them long! 


She sa(e, but do( alone ; I know not well 
How this same interview had taken pince. 


Spaahb pecta 
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And if 1 knew, I should not tell— 

People should hold their tongites in an 7 case: 
No matter how or why the thing befelh 

But there were she and Juan, foce to face— 
When two such faces are so, '(would be wise, 
But verv difUcult. to shut their eyes, 


Ic 


CVI. 

How beautiful she look'd I her conscious heart 
Glow’d in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong. 

0 Love ! how perfect is thy m vstic art. 

1 Strengthening the weak, and trampling on the 
U-Jow self'deceitful is the sagest part [strong i 
I Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along— 
The precipice she stood on was immense, 

So was her ereed in her own innocence. 


cvit. 


She thought of her own strength and Juan's 
And of the folly of all prudish fears, [youth. 
Victorious virtue, and domestic truth. 

And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years : 

I wish these last had not occurr’d. in sooth. 

Because that number rarely much endears, 
And through nil climes, the snowy and the sunny. 
Siounds illln love. whnte’erU may In money. 


cvttj. 


When people say. ' I've (old you fi/ty times.' 

'I'hey mean to scold, and very often do : 
When poets say, ‘I've writien,;^^ rhymes,' 
They make you dread that tH^’ll recite them 
too ; 

In gangs or>(/7y. thieves commit (heir crimes ; 

At J^y, love for love Is rare. *tis tme : 

But then, no doubt, it equally as true is, 

A good deal may be bought for //ty louis. 


Ctx. 


ulia had honour, virtue, truth, and love 
For Don Alfonso : and she Inly swore, 

By all the vows below to powers above. 

bhe never would ditmee the ring she wore. 
Nor leave a wish which wisdom might remove ; 
And while she ponder'd (his, besMca much 
more. 


One hand on Juans carelessly was thrown, 
Quite by Disi»c— she thought it was her c 


own. 


cx. 


Unconsdously, she tean'd upon the other. 

Which play’d within the tangles of her hair i 
And to contend with thoughts she could ngt 
smother. 

She seem'd, by the distraction of her air. 
Twas surely very wrong in Juan’s mother 
*l'o leave together this imprudent pair : 

She who for many yean had watch'd her son so ; 
Tm very certain mint would not have done so. 


CXI. 


The band which stlU held Juan's, by degrees 
Gently, but palpably, confirm'd its gca^p, 



As if It said. ' Detain me, if you please : '* 

Yet there’s no doubt she only meant to el 
His fingers with a pure Platonic squeeze ; . 

She would have shrunk as from a toad, or asp i 
Had she imagined such a thing could rouse t 
A feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse, 


CXII. 


I cannot know w’hat Juan thought of this, 

But w hat he did is much what you would do; / 
HH young lip thank’d it with a grateful kiss, ■ 
And then, abash'd at its own joy, withdrew 
In deep despair, lest he had done amiss, 

I.ove is so very timid when 'ii$ new : 

She blush’d and frown’d not, but she strove to 
speak. [weak. • 

And held her tongue, her voice was grown so 


eXtIT. 


The sun set. and up rose the yellow moon * 
The devil s In the moon for mischief : they 
Who call'd her rWr, methjnks began too soon 
Their nomenclature ; there Is not a day, 

The longest, not the rwenty*fiT$t of June, 
bees half the business In a wicked way 
On which t hree sing le hours of moonshmestni 
And then she looks so modest all the white* 


CX(V« 


There Is a d.'ingcroiis silence in that 
A stillnefs wnich leaves room for the fuU 


To open idl itself, without the power 
Of calling w h oi ly back its sel f-conrrol j #• 

The silver light which, hallowing tree and 
biwds beauty and deep softness o'er ihe^ 
Breathes also to (he >e^ and o'er it 
A loving languor, which is not repose. 


cxv, 


And Julia sate with Juan, half em^c^ 

And half retiring from the glo'ving , J- 
Which trembled like the bosom 


Y« still must have thought ‘h^*****^ 
Or else (were easy to withdraw her waist i 


Bui then the situation had iis chy^,^ 


And (hen— God knows what nest 
I'm almost sony that 1 e'er begun 


CXVJ. 

O Plato 1 Pinto r you have paved ‘hf 

Wiih your confounded fantawes, to *n » 
Immoral conduct, ^ the fancied 
Yourmtem feigns o'er the contfoij^ 

Of human beans, than all the longa^jV — 

Of poets and romancers t— You rea 
A charlatan, a coxcomb— and have be®"' 

At best, no better than a go-between* 


i I 


cxvil. . 

And Julia’s vedee was lost, 

Until (00 late for useful 
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1S19. 


The tea;$ were gushiog from her gentle eye$> 

1 wish I indeed, they had not had occasion : 

Gu( who, alas, can love, and then be wise 7 
Not that remorse did not oppose temptaiion : 

A little still she strove, and much repented. 

And whispering ' I will ne'er consent ’—con- 
sented. 

cxviti. 

Tis said that Xerxes oAer'd a reward [sMre ; 

To those who could invent him a new plea- 
Mcthinks the requisition s rather hard, 

And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 

For my part, I'm a moderate-minded bard. 

Fond of a Utile love (which I call leisure) : 

I care not for new pleasures, as the old 
Are quite enough i<ft me, so they but bold. 

CXIX. 

0 pleasure I you're indeed a pleasant thing, 
Although one must be damn'd for you. no 

1 make a resolution every spring, [^oubt : 
Of reformation ere ihe year run out ; 

But somehow this my vestal vow takes wing. 

Yet still, I trust, it may be kept throughout : 
I'm very sorry, very much ashamed, 

And mean next winter to be quite reclaim’d. 

cxx. 

Here iny uliaite muse a liberty must lake— > 

Start not, still chaster reader— she'll be nice 
hence- 
forward, and there is no great cause lo quake : 

This liberty is a poetic U«nce, 

Which some irregularity may make 

In the design : and as I have a high sense 
Of Aristotle and the Buies. * Us lit 
To beg his pardon when I err a bit. 

exxt. 

I hls licence Is to hope the reader will 
Suppose from June tbe siatb (the fatal day. 
Without whose epoch my poetic riuU. 

For want of facts, would all be thrown away). 
But keeping Julia and Don Juan still 
In sight, that several months have pass'd; we’U I 
'Twas In November, but I'm not so sure [say I 
About the day— the era's more obscure. 

exxti. 

We'll talk of that anon.— *11s sweet to bear, 

At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep, 
The song and oar of Adria's gondolier, 

By distance mellow’d, o'er the waters sweep ; 
'TU sweet lo see the evening star appear ; 

'Tis sweet to listen as the night* winds creep 
From leaf to leaf ; 'tis sweet to view on high 
Tbe rainbow, based on ocean, span tbe ^y. 

CXXIII. 

*Tli sweet to hear the watch-dog's honest bark 
Bay deep* mouth'd welcome as we draw near 
home : 

( 


'Tis sweet to know there is an eye will mark 
Our coming, and look brighter when we come; 
'Tis sweet to be awaken'd by the lark. 

Or lull'd by falling waters ; sweet the hum 
Of bees, the voice of girls, the song of birds, 

Tbe lisp of children, and their earliest words. 

cxxiv. 

Sweet Is the vintage, when the showering grapes 
In Bacchanal profusion reel lo earth, 

Purple artd gushing : sw’cel are our escapes 
From civic revelry to rural mirth : 

Sureet to the miser are his glittering heaps ; 

Sweet to the father is his hrsi-bom's birth ; 
Sweet is revenge— especially to women. 

Pillage to soldiers, pnre-money to seamen. 

exxv, 

Sweet ts a legacy, and passing sw’cet 
The unexpected death of some old lady 
Or gentleman of seventy yeart complete, 

Who've made ' us youth ' wait too— too long 
already 

For an estate, or cash, or country-seat, 

Still breaking, but with stamina so steady, 
That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 
Next owner for their double-damn' d post^biu* 

CXXVT. 

'Tts sweet to win, no matter how, one's laureb, 
By blood or ink ; 'tis sweet to put an end 
To stnfe ; 'tis sometimes sweet to have our 
quarrels. 

Particularly wlih a tiresome friend : 

Sweet u old wine in bottles, ale in barrels ; 

Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
Against die world : and dear the schoolboy spot 
We ne'er forget, though there we are forgot. 

CXXVd. 

t sweeter still than this, than these, than all. 

Is 6rst and passionate love— it stands alone. 
Like Adam's recollection of his fail : 

Tbe tree of knowledge has been pluck’d, all's 
known— 

And Life yields nothing further to recall 
Worthy of this ambrosial sin, $0 shown. 

No doubt in fable, as the unforgiven 

Fire which Prometheus filch’d for us from heaven. 

cxxvin. 

Man's a strange arumal. and makes strange use 
Of his own nature, and tbe various arts, 

And likes partirularly to produce 
Some new experiment to show his parts ; 

This is tbe age of oddities let loose. 

Where diifaeat talents find their different 
t [lost your 

You d best begin with truth : and when you've 
Labour, there's a sure market for imposture. 

cxx IX. 

What opporite discoveiies we have seen 1 
(Signs of true genius and of empty pockets :) 
15 
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One makes new noses, one a gulUoUoe. 

One breaks your bones, one sets tbem in their 
But vaccination certainly has been [sockets ; 

A kind antithesis to Congreve s rockets. 

With which the doctor paid olT an old pox, 

By borrowing a new one from an ox. 

cxxx. 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes, 
And galvanism has set some corpses grinning. 
But has not answer’d like the appamtus 
Of the Humane Society’s beginning. 

By which men are unsuffbcsted gratis : 

What wondrous new machines have late been 
spinning \ 

1 said the small-pox has gone out of late, 
Perhaps it maybe follow d by the great. 

CXXXI. 

Tis said the great came from America ; 

Perhaps It may set out on its return,— 

The population there so spreads, the^ say 
I'lS grown high time to thin it in its turn, 
With war, or plague, or famine, any way. 

So that civiliution they may learn : 

And which in ravage the more loathsome evil 
I'liclr real lues, or our pseudo-syphilis ? [is— 

CXXXH. 

This is the patent age of new inventions 
For killing bodies, and for saving soub. 

All propagated with the best intent ions ; 

Sir Humphry Davy’s Inntem. bv which coals 
Are safely mined for In the mode he mentions, 
Tlmbucioo travels, voyages to the Poles, 

Are ways to benefit mankind, as true, 

Perha^, as shooting ihcin at Waterloo. 

C.'CXXIII. 

h inn’s a phenomenon, one knows not what. 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure ; 
Tis pity though. In this sublime world, tlut 
Pleasure’s a sin, and sometimes sin’s a plea- 
sure ; 

Few mortals know what cod they would be at. 

But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure, 
riic path is tl trough iierplexing ways, and when 
Ttie goal is gaiivd, we die, you know— and 
Ihen^— 

CXXXI v. 

What then ? — I do not know, no more do y<m — 
And so good-night-— Return we to our story 
’Twas in November, when fine days are few, 
And the far mountains wax a little hoary, 
And clap a white cape on their mantles blue : 

And the sea dashes round the promontore. 
And the loud breaker bmls against the rock, 
And sober suns must set at five o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

Twas. as the waictimcR say, a cloudy night : 
No moon, uo stars, ihc wind was low' or loud 


r 


Bv gusts, and many a sparkling hearth wSI 
bright [crov.d; 

With the piled wood, round which the 
There’s something chc^ul in that sort of light. 
Even as a summer sk/s without a cloud : 

. m fond of fire, and crickets, and all (hat, 

A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat. 

CXXXVI. 

Twas midnight— Donnajulia was in - 

bleeping, most probably, — when at her aow 
Arose a clatter might awake the dead, 

If they had never been awoke before ; 

And that they have been so, we all have read. 

And are to be so, at the least, one more: 

The door was fasien’d. but with voice and IW 
First knocl^ were heard, then ‘ Madam— roadaiu 
—hist I 

CXXXVIl. 

•For God’s sake. Madam— Madam— hare t Of 
master, . , 

Wiih more than half the city at his ^ 

Was ever heard of such a curst disaster ‘ 

’I’is not my fault— I kept go^ watch-Ai«» 

Do pray undo the bolt a liiue fasler . 

They’re on the stair just now. and m a cia 
Will ail be here ; perhaps he yet may ny 
Surely the windotv’ i not so vtry high l 

cxxxvm. 

By this lime Don Alfonso was 
With lorclies, friends and servants W P* 

The m^o? part of them had long 

And therefore paused not to fli^urv 

slumber . ^ 

Of any wicked woman, who conmvw 
By stealth her husband s temples W 
Examples of this kind are so 
Were Me not punish'd, aU would be ouUH"^ 

cxxxix. 

I can’t tell how, or why, or wliat 
CouW enter into Don Alfonsos lieaa , 

But for a cavalier of his coi't* w” , 

It surely was exceedingly ill-brea. . 

Williout a word of previous ad woB{^> 

To hoW a levde round his 
And summon lackevs. ^ 

'I'o prove himself the thing he most aoi 

exx- 

Poor Donna Julia I slarUng 
(Mind— that I do not say-^he Dan ^ , 
Began at once to screarn, and ywv. 

Her maid Antonio, who in a beeP' 

Contrived to fling the bed-clotb« : 

As If she had just now from out ^ 

1 can’t tell why she should take aliU“ 

To prove her iistress bad been 
CXLt. 

But Julia mUiress, and Anton»^ *0° > 
Appear'd like two ix)Or baroilass 
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or goblios, but still more of meo, afraid, {two. 

Had thought one man might be deterr'd by 
And therefore side by side were gently laid. 

Until the hours of absence should run through. 
And trunnt husband should return, and sav, 

* My dear. 1 was the first who came away. 

cxui. 

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried. 

* In heaven's name, Don Alfonso, what d'>‘e 
mean } 

Has madness seiud you? Would that I had died 
Ere such a monster's victim I had been ! 

What mnythis midnight violence betide? 

A sudden fit of drunkenness Or spleen ? (kill ? 
Dare you suspect me. when (he thoujtlit would 
Search, then, iIk room ! '—Alfonso said. * I will.' 

CXLIII. 

Ht search’d. search’d, and rummaged e^'ery* 
where. (seat. 

Closet and clothes-press, chest, and window* 
And found much linen, lace, and sev’cral pair 
Of stockings, slippers, brushes, coml^ com* 
With other articles of Indies fair. (F^te. 

To keep them beautiful, or lca>‘e them neat : 
Arras they prick’d and curtains with their swords. 
And wounded several shutters and some bouds. 

exuv. 

Under the bed they search’d, and ilieru they 
found— 

No matter what— U was not iltat they sought ; 
They open'd wiitdows. gasing if the ground 
Had signs or footmarks, but ilio earth said 
nought ; 

And then they stared each other’s faces round : 

’Tis odd. not one of all these seekers thought. 
And seems to me almost a sort of blunder. 

Of looking in the bed os well as under. 


eXtv. 

DuKng this inquisition. Julia’s tongue fcried< 
Was not asleep—* Yes. search and search.’ she 

' Insult on Insult heap, and wepng on wrong ! 

It was for this that 1 became a bride I 

For this in silence I have suffer’d long 
A husband like Alfonso at my skle : 

But now 1 11 bear no more, nor here remain. 

If there be law or lawyers in all Spain. 

CXLVl. 

' Yes, Don Alfonso! husband now no more, 

I f ever you indeed deserved the name. 

Is’t wonhy of your years? you have tluce*seore— 
Fifty, or sixty. It Is all the same— 

Is't wise or fitilng. causeless to explore 
For facts against a virtuous woman’s hune? 

Ungrateful, perjured, barbarous Don Alfonso. 

How dare you think your Udy would go on so ? 

CXLvn. 

* Is it for (his I have diMloio’d to bold 
1 he conimon privileges of my ses '* 


That I have chosen a coofessor so old 
And deaf, that any other it would vex, 

And never once he Itos had cause to scold. 

But found my very innocence perplex 
So much, he always doubted I was married- 
How sorry you will b« when I've miscarried \ 

CXLVtII. 

* Was it for this that no Conejo e’er 

I yet have chosen from out the youth of 
Seville? 

Is it for this t scarce w-ent .iny where. 

Except to buU'fights, moss. play. rout, and 
1$ it for this, whato’er my suitois were, [revel 
I favour'd none ^ nay. uus almost uncivil? 

Is it for this that General Count O'Reilly, 

Who took Algiers, duebres 1 used him viluly ? 

exux. 

' Did not the Italian Musico Carzani 
Sing at my heart six months at least in vain ? 
Did not his countryman. Count Comiani. 

Call Ji>e the only virtuous wife in Sp.ua? 
WVru (lieie not also Russians, English, many? 

I he Count Strong at rouanoff 1 pul in pain. 
And LonI Mount Coffeehouse, the Irish |>eer. 
Who kiiru himself for lose (with wine) hut year. 

CU 

* Have I not had two bishops at my feet ? 

1 lie Duke of ichar, and Uon l*eman Nunus ; 
And IS H thus a f.viihful wife you treat ? 

I wonder in what quarter now' the moon is x 
I praise your vast forlNsamnce not to beat 
Me also, since the lime so op|>oriune is— 

Oh. v.iliunt man I with sword drawn and cock'd 
trigwr, 

Now. (ell me, don’t you cut a pretty figure 
CU. 

' Was it for this you lo^ your sudden journey. 
Under pretence of business indispensable. 
.With iliat sul^ime of rascals, your altorney. 
\\’l>om J Sec standing there, and looking sen* 
sible 

Of having play’d (he fool? Though both I 
spurn, he [fensible, 

Deseryes the worst : his conduct's less do- 
Because, no doubt, ’twas for his dirty fee. 

And oot from any love to )‘ou nor me. 


’ If he comes here to take a deposition. 

By all means let (he gentleman proceed ; 
You’ve made the apattmeni in a fit condition : 
Ibere’s pen and ink for you. sir, when you 
need— 

Let evenihlng be noted with precision. 

1 would nut you foraothing should fee’d— 

« De^jBltoha»a«dc«M,l;e. CegiiiO R«illrdtdaai 
Aljjwr* vct> nc«,t> c,/oV. hhu; be'wC >ilv 
vUb f rui k<». sad t\A nucb ciiOo. 
fiMk bcl«re th«S v Uy. a (kc >e4r *7;^ ^ 
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But, as my maid's undrest. pray (uro your spies 
out.* [ont/ 

' Oh r sobb'd Antonia. ' I could tear (beir eyes 

CLIII. 

There is the closet, there the toilet, (here 
The antechamber — search them under, os'er ; 
There is the sofa, there the great arm-chair, 
The chimney— which would really hold a lover, 
wish to sleep, and beg you will take care 
And make no further noise, (ill you discover 
The secret cavern of this lurking treasure ; 

And when 'tis found. let me, too. Iiave that 
pleasure. 

CUV, 

* And now. Hidalgo I now that you have thrown 
Doubt upon me. confusion over all. 
pray have the courtesy to make it known 

Who is (he man you search for ? how d'ye call 
Him? what's his lineage? let him bui be shown ; 

I hope he's young and handsome— is he tall ? 
Tell me ; and be assured (hat. since you stain 
My honour thus, it shall not be in vain. 


At least, perhaps, he is not sixty years. 

At that age he would be loo old for slaughter. 
Or for so young a husband's jealous fears — 


1 am ashamed of having shed these tears, 

They are unworthy of my father s daughter ; 
My mother dream'd not. in my natal hour, 

1 hat 1 should fall into a monster s power. 

CLVI, 

* Perhaps 'tis of Antonia you are jealous : 

You saw that she was sleeping by my side. 

When you broke in upon us with your fellows : 
L/)ok where you please — we've nothing, sir, 

to hide : 

Only another time. I trust, you'll tell us, 

Or for the sake of decency abide 
A moment at (he door, that we may be 
Drest (0 receive so much good company. 

CLVH. 

* And now, sir. I have done, ami say no more ; 
The little 1 have said may serve to show 

The guileless bean in silence may grieve o'er 
I'he wrongs to whose exposure it is slow — 

I leave you to your conscience as before. 

Twill one day ask you vAj you used me so. 
God grant you feel not then (he bitterest grief I 
Antonia J vrhere's my pocket handkerebie??* 

CtvtK. 

«he cc.i5ed, and turn'd upon ber pillow j pale 
She lay. her dark eyes flashing through th«r 
teara, 

Like skies that rain and lighten ; asa>-ei]. 

Waved and o'ershading her wan cheek, 
appears 


Her streaming hair : the black curls strive, but 
fail. 

To hide the glossy shoulder, which uprears 
Its snow through all : her soft lips lie aps^ 
And louder than her breathing beats her heart 

CLIX. 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confix^ : 

Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room. 
And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 
Her master and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except the attorney, was amused : 

He. like Achates, faithful to the tomb. 

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause 
Knowing (hey must be settled by the lavm. 

CLX. 

With prying snub- nose and small eyes, be stood, 
Following Antonia's nioiions here and (Mfe. 
With much suspicion in his attitude. 

For reputations he had little : 

So that a suit or action were made good.. 
Small pity had he for the young and fair . 
And ne'er believ'd in negatives, till these 
Were proved by competent false wiinesstf. 

CLII. 

But Don Alfonso stood with down^t lookj* , 
And, tnith to say, he made a "£!ie' 

When, after searching in five hundred nco». 
And treating a young wife with so 
He gain'd no point, except soi^ 

Added to those his lady wjth vigour 
Had pour'd upon him for the last 'y, 

Quick, thick, and heavy-asathunder-shou 

CLXII- 

At first he tried to hammer an ^ 

To which the sole reply was tears aoo 
And indications of hysterics, whose . 

Prologue is always certain ikrees. aiwj^ 
Gasps, and whatever else the 
Alfonso saw bis wife. at«i though oU» • 


Prologue is always certain ihrees. aiwj^ 
Gasps, and whatever else the 
Alfonso saw bis wife. at«i thought of joo • 
He saw too. in perspective, ber 
And then he tried to muster all his pan 

CLXItl. 

He Stood in act to speak, or 
But sage Anton U cut bim rfiort wi 
The anvil of his speech received the n^u ^ 
With. • Pray, sir, leave the room. 
more, .. 

Or madam dies. '—Alfonso mui ^ o'er ; 

But nothing else-ihe time of 
He cast a rueful look or two. and dJfl. ^ 
He knew not wherefore, that »bicb b® 

CLXXV. 

With him retired bis tbe do^ 

The aitorecy last, who linger'd ^ 
Reluctantly, still ttrxying tb^ 

Astonia let him— not a blue soie 
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At this most stnnn andunexpUm'd ' kiatui' 


In Don AlfoDsos facts, which just now »ore 
An awkwaid look ; as he revolved the case, 

The door was fasten’d in his legal (ace. 

CLXV. 

No sooner was it bolted than— Oh shame! 

Oh sin ! Oh sorrow I and Oh womaokiod I 
How can you do such things and keep your 
fame, 

Unless this world, and t'other too. be blind ? 
Nothing so dear as an unfilch'd good name ! 

But to proceed— for there is more behind : 
With much heartfelt reluctance be it said. 
Young Juan slipp'd, half*smother’d, from the bed. 

CLXVI. 

He had been hid— I don’t pretend to say 
How. nor can 1 indeed aescribe (he where— 
Young, slender, and pack'd easily, he lay. 

No doubt, in little compass, round or square ; 
But pity him I neither must nor may 
His suffocation by that pretty pair : 

'1'were better, sure, to die so. than be shut 
Wiih maudlin Clarence in his Malmsey butt. 

CLXvn. 

Aiul. secondly, t pity not, because 
He had no business to commit a sin, 

Forbid by heavenly, fined by human, laws, 

At least ’twas rather early to begin ; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnav^a 
So much as when we cnll our old debts in 
At sixty years, and draw the accompu of evil. 
And find a deuced balance vtiih the devil. 

CLXVtd. 

Of his position I can give no notion 
Tis written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pMi and potion. 

Presenbed by way of blister, a young belle. 
When old King David's bl^ grew dull in 
motion, 

And (hat the medicine answer'd very well : 
Perhaps 'twas in a different w.iy applied. 

For David lived, but Juan nearly died. 

CtXIX. 

What’s to be done 7 Alfonso wiU be back 
The moment he has sent his fools away. 
Antonia’s skill was put upon the rack, 

But no device could be brought into play. 
And how to parry the renew'd attack ? 

Liesides. it wanted but few houn of day : 
Antonia pursled ; Julia did not speak. 

Rut press’d her bloodless lip to Juan's cheek. 

CLXX. 

He turn’d bis lip to hers, and with hb hand 
Call’d back the tangles of her wandering hair * 
Even (hen their love they could not all command. 
And half forgot their danger and dc^xur. 


Antonia s patience now was at a stand— 

* Come, cone, 'tis no time now for fooling 
there,* 

She whisper’d, in great wrath ; * I must deposil 
This pretty gentleman within the closet.’ 

CLXXt. 

• Pray keep your nonsense for some luckier 
night— 

can have put my master In this mood 7 
What will become on’i 7— I'm In such a fright . 

The devil's in the urchin, and no good— 

Is this a time for giggling 7 this a plight 7 
. Why. don ’( you k now that it m ay end in blood 
You'll lose your life, and I shall lose my place 
hty mistress, all. for that half-girlish face. 

CLXXtt. 

’ Had it but been for a stout cavalier 
I Of twenty-five or i hi ny— <Come. make haste) — 
But for a child, what piece of work is here 1 
I really, madam, wonder at your taste— 
(Come, sir, get in)— my master must be near : 

There for the present, at the least, he’s fast. 
And if we can but (ill the morning keep 
Our counsel— (Juan, mind, you must not sleep).* 

rLXxiir. 

Now Don Alfonso, eniering, but alone, 

Closed the miion of the trusty maid ' 

She loiter’d, and he told her to he gone 
An order somewhat sullenly obey’d ; 

However, present remedy was none, [stay'd • 
And no great good seem'd ansvrer'd If she 
Regard both with slow and sidelong view, 
Slie snulTd the candle, curtsied, and withdrew, 

CLXXIV. 

Alfonso paused a minute— then begun 
Some strange excuses for his late proceeding • 
He w'ould not justify what he had done ; 

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding j 
But there were ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he specified in this his pleading • 
His speech was a fine sample, on the whole. 

Of f hetonc. which tlie leam'd call ' rigmanU. 

CLXXV. 

Julia said nought ; though all the while there 
A ready answer, which at once enables [rose 
A matron, who her husband's foible knows 
,, By a few timely words to turn the tables, 
WhKh, if it does not silence, still must pose— 
Even if it should comprise a pack of fables 
Tis to retort with firmness, and when he 
Suspects with ewe, do you reproach with thret. 

CLXXVI. 

Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds— 

Alfonso's loves with Inea were well known • 
But wheihec (was (bat one’s own guil( cin- 
founds— ^ 

But that can't be. as has beeo often shown. 


S50 


DON JUAN. 


tlf^. 


A lady with apologies abounds ; — 

It might be that her silence sprang alone 
From delicacy lo Don Juan's ear, 

To whom she knew his mother's fame was dear. 

CL^XVII. 

There might be one more motive, which makes 
Alfor^so ne’er to J uan had alluded — [two, 

Mention'd his jealousy, but never who 
Had been the happy lover, he eoncluded. 
Conceal'd amongst his premises ; 'tis true. 

His mind the more o'er this its mystery 
brooded : 

To speak of Ines now were, one may say, 

Like throwingjuan in Alfonso's way. 

CLXXVKJ. 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best ; besides, there is a taet — 
(That modern phrase appears to me sad stuff*. 
But it will serve to keep my verse compact) — 
Which keeps, when push'd by questions rather 
rough, 

A lady always distant from the fact : 

The charming creatures lie with such a grace, 
I'herc's nothmg so becoming to the face. 

CLXXtX. 

They blush, and we believe them; at least I 
Have always done so ; *tis of no great use. 

In any case Attempting a reply. 

For then their eloquence gruws quite profuse ; 
And when at length they're out of breath, they 
sigh. [loose 

And cast their languid eyes down, and let 
A tear or two, and then wt make it up : [sup. 
And then— and then— .\nd then— sit down and 

CLXXX. 

Alfonso closed bis speech, and begg’d her 
pardon, Tgranted, 

Which Julia half withheld and toen half 
And laid conditions he thought very hard on. 

Denying several little things he wanted : 

He stood like Adam lingering near his garden. 

With useless penitence perplex'd .ind h.iunied, 
Beseeching she no further would refuse. 

When, loT he stumbled o'er a pair of shoes. 

CtXXXT. 

A pair of shoes !— w’hat then ^ not much, if they 
Are such as fit with ladies' feet ; but tb^ 
(No one can tell how much 1 grieve to say) 
Were masculine : to see them, and to seize. 
Was but a moment’s act.— Ah t welhanlay I 
My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze — 
Alfonso first examined well their fashion. 

And then dew out into another passion. 

cutxxii. 

He left tbe room for his relinquish'd sword. 

And Julia instant to the closet 6ew. 

Fly. Juan, fly t for heaven's sake— not a word — 
The door is open— you may yet slip through 


The passage you so often have explored- 
Here b the gaidert-key. Fly —fly— Adieu I 
Haste— liasief 1 hear Alfonso’s hurrying feet— 
Day has not broke — there's no one in theslreet.' 

CLXxxni. 

None can say that thb was not good advice ; 

The only mischief was. it came too late : 

Of all experience 'ib the usual price, 

A sort of incomc'lax laid on by fate : 

Juan had reach'd the room'door in a trice. 

And might have done so by the gardeo'gate, 
But met Alfvnso in his dressing gown. [down. 
Who ihreaieo’d death— so Juan koockd bini 

Ctxxxtv. 

Dire was the scuffle, and out went (he light ; ^ 
Antonia cried out * Rape I ' and Julia ' Fire I 
But not a servant stirr'd to aid the flght. 

Alfonso, pommell'd to his heart's desire, 
Swore lustily he'd be revenged (his night : 

And Juan, too, blasphemed an octave higher ; 
His bloM WAS up ; though young, he wasaTsf* 
And not at all disposed to prove a martyr, [ur. 

CLXXX V. 

Alfonso s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw It. 

And (hey continued battling hand to hand. 
For Juan very luckily ne'er saw it ; . 

His temper not being under great commww* 
If at that nvoment he had chanced to claw It. 

Alfonso's days had not been in the r 

Much longer. — 'fhink of husbands', lovers kj®' 
And how ye may be dwubly widows— wives I 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso grappled to detain <he foe. 

And Juan throttled him to get away. . 
And blood ('twas from the nose) began to tw • 
At last, as they more faintly wrestling 1*7* 
Juan contrived to give an awkward blow. ^ 
And then his only garment quite ga^ W ' 
He fled, like Joseph, leaving it ; but tneit. 

1 doubt, all likeness ends between the pMr* 

CLXXXVtI. 

Lights came at length, and meo, and maids, wbo 

found . r 

An awkward spectacle thwr ey« before , 
Antoma in hysterics, Julia swoon'd. ^ 
Alfonso leaning breathless by (he 
Some half-tom drapery scatter d on toe 
Some blood and several footsteps* ■> 
more ; . 

Juari the gate gain’d, turn’d the key aiw f 
And liking not (he inside, lock'd the ouu 

CLXXx^n. 

Here ends this canto. Need I sin^* 

How Juan naked, favour'd by the flgj*'. ^ 
Who favours what she should not, 

And reach'd his home in an vaaeeroljt^^ 
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rhe pleasant scanda] which arose next day. | 
The nine days* wonder which was brought to 
And bow Alfonso sued for a divorce, Oight. 
Were in the English newspapers, of course. 

CL.XXXIX. 

If you would like to sec the whole proceedings. 

The depositioT^s and the cause at full. 

The names of all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit, or to annul. 

There's more than one edition, and (he readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull : 
The best is that in shorthand, ta’cn ^ Gurney. 
Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey. 


Pride, fame, ambition, to fill up Sts heart. 

And few there are whom these can no* 
estrange : 

Xfen have all these resources, we but one. 

To love ^ain, and be again undone. 

cxcv. 

* You will proceed in pleasure, and in pride, 
^los-ed and loving many ; all is o er 
For me on earth, except some years to hide 
N \ y shame arxl sorrow deep in my he art s coie ; 
These I could hear, but cannot cost aside 
I'he pas»on which still rages as before— 

And so farewell— forgise me, los'e me— No ; 
That world is idle now— but let it go. 


But Donna Ines. to divert the train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been knov^n in Spain. 

At least since the retirement of the Vandals. 
First vow'd (and never had she vow'd in vain) 
To Virgin Mary ses’eral pounds of candles ; 
And then, by the advice of some old ladies, 

She sent her son to be shipp'd off bom Cadis. 

CXCl. 

She had resolved that he should travel through 
All European dimes by land or sea, 

To mend hW former morals, and get new. 

Especially in France and Italy 
(At least (his U the thing most people do). 

Julia was sent Into a convent : she 
(Incved, but perhaps her (eellnn may be belter 
bhown In the following copy of iwr wter 

cxcii. 

' Tliey tell me 'Iis decided, you depart ; 

'Tis wise— tis well, but not the less a pdn 
1 have no further claim on your young heart. 

Mine is the victim. an<l would be again ; 

To love too much has been (he only an 
] ujcd j write in haste, and if a stain 
He on this sheet. * 'tis no( what ft appears : 

My eyeballs bum anJ throb, but have no tears. 

CXCCII. 

* 1 loved, 1 love you, for this love have lost 
State, station, heaven, mankind's, my own 
esteem ; 

And yet cannot regret what it hath cost. 

So dear Is still the memory of that dream ; 

Yet if 1 name my guilt, *tis not to boast, 

None can deem harshlier of me than 1 deem : 
I trace this scraw l because I cannot rest- 
l*ve nothing to reproach, or to request. 

cxciv. 

' Man’s love is of man's life a thing apart. 

'Tis woman’s whole existence ; mao may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the 
mart. 

Sword, gown. gain, glory, ofler in exchange 


exevr. 

' My breast has been all weakness, is so yet : 

But still 1 think 1 can collect my mind : 

My btood still rushes uhere my spirits set, 

As roll the waves before the settled wind ; 

My heart is feminine, nor can forget— 

To all. except one image, madly blind : 

So shakes (he needle, and so stands the pole. 

As vibrates my fond heart to my fix'd soul. 

CXCV11. 

' 1 have no more to say, but linger still, 

And dare not set my seal upon this sheet j 
And yet 1 may as well the task fulfil, 

My misery can scAroe be ntore complete ; 

I had noi iis^ till now. could sorrow kill ; 
Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow 
would meet ; 

And I must even surt is^e this last adieu, 

And bear with life, to love and pray for you 

cxcvin. 

This note was written upon gili*edged paper, 
With a neat little crow*quill. slignl and new ; 
Her small white hand could hardly reach the 
It trembled as magnetic needles do, (taper, 
And yet she did not let one (ear escape her ; 

The seal a sunflower t • Af/r v*>«i s v // /i/uf. * 
Tbe motto cui upon a white cornelian ; 

’fhe wax was superfine, its hue vermilion. 

exetx. 

This was Don Juan's earliest sempe ; but 
whether 

I shall proceed with his adventures is 
Dependent on the public altogether; 

We'll see. however, what they say to this 
Their favour in an author's cap's a feather. 

And DO great mischiefs done by their caprice . 
And if their approbation w e exp^ence, 

I Perhaps they'll have some more about a year 
I hence. 


kfy poem's e^, and is meant to be | ing, 
Divided in twelve books ; each book contain 
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With love» and war, a heavy gale at aea. 

A list of ships, and capcalos, and kings reign^ 
New characters ; the episodes are three : (ing. 

A panoramic view of hell's in training, 

After the style of Virgil and of Homer, 

So that my name of epic’s no misnomer. 

CCIi 

All these things will be specihed in time, 

With strict vgard to Aristotle’s rales. 

The Vadf Muum of (he true sublime, 

Which makes so many poets and some fools : 
Prose poets like blank veise. Tm fond of rhyme, 
Good workmen never cuarrel with their tools : 
I’ve got new mythological machinery, 

And very handsome supernatural scenery. 

ccti. 

There's only one slight difference belu'een 
Me and my epic brethren gone before ; 

And here the advantage is my own. I ween 
{Not that I have not several merits more, 

But this will more peculiarly be seen) : 

'they so cmbeJUsn, that '(is quite a bore 
Their labyrinth of fables to thread through, 
Whereas ti>is story's actually true. 

CCIII. 

If any person doubt it, I appeal 
To history, (radii Ion, and to facts, 
f’o newspa^rs, whose truth all know and feel. 
To plays in five, and operas In three, acts ; 

All these confirm my statement a goc^deal. 

But that which more completely faith exacts 
Is that myself, and several now in beville, 

Saw last elopement with (he devil. 

cciv. 

U ever I should condescend to prose, 
ril write poetical commandments, which 
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before : In these 1 shall enrich 
My text with many things that no one knows, 
And carry precept to the highest pitch : 
ril call the work * Longinus o’er a Bottle ; 

Or. Every Poet hb own Aristotle.’ 

ccv. 

Thou shall believe in Milton, Dryden, Pope ; 
Thou sbalt not set up Wordsworth. Coleridge. 
Southey ; 

Because the fu^ is erased beyond all hope. 

The second drunk, the third so quaint and 
mouthey : 

With CrabM it may be difficult (o cope, 

And Campbell's Hlppocrene is somewhat 
drouthy : 

Thou shall not steal from Samuel R^rs. nor 
Commit^fliitalioa with (be muse of Moore. 

CCVI. 

llioQ sbalt not covet Mr Sotheby's nose, 

His Pegasus, nor anything that’s his ; 


Tbou shall not bear false witness like 'ths 
Blues — 

(There's one, at least, is very fond of this) : 
Thou shalt not write, in short, but what 1 choose ; 

This is true criticism, and you may kiss— 
Exactly as you please, or not— the rod : 

But if you don’t I’ll lay it on, by G— d 1 

cevrt. 

(f any person should presume to assert 
This story Is not moral. Rest. I pray 
That they will not cry out before they re hurt 
Then that they’ll read it o’er again, and say < 
(But doubtless nobody will be so pert) 

That this is not a moral ule. though gay ; 
Besides, in Canto Twelfth, I mean to show 
The very place where wicked people go. 

cevrit. 

If. after all, there should be some so blind 
To their own good, this warning to despw. 
Led by some lonuosicy of mind, 

Not to believe my verse and their own cyo. 
And cry that they ' the moral cannot nnd, 

I tell him. if a clergyman, he lies ; 

Should captains the remark, or critics, make, 
They also Lie, too— under a mistake. 

ccix. 

The public approbation I expect, , _ 

And beg they II take my word about the moiw. 
Which I with their amusement will connect 
(So children culling teeth receive a ; 
Meantime they’ll doubtless plense 
My epical pretensions to the . Aut! 

For fear some prudish readcri should ^ 

I've bribed njy grandmother’s review 
British. 

CCX. 

I sent It in a letter to the Editor, 

Who thank’d me duly by return of 
I’m for a handsome article his creditor 
Yet. If my gentle Muse he please to w. 

And break a promise after having wade it 
Denying the receipt of w hat it 
And smear bis page with gall instead ol o f 
All I can say is— that be had the money. 

ccxi. 

I think thae, with this holy new alUanee, 

I may ensure (he public, and defy 
All other magazines of art or sci«n«j . 

Daily, or monthly, or thr^monUjjy • 

Have not essay'd to muldply th«»r 
Because they leU me '(were in vain to 
And (Hat the EdiHhtrgh Rtview 
Treat a dissenting author 

ccxir. 

• San ego hoe fe r re m eoHdaJnvfnia 
CansnU PUneo^ Horace said, ^ • 

Say 1 2 by which quoUtien (here is r|w‘ 

Hlo( that, some ^ or seven good 
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(Long ere 1 dreamt of dating from the Bretta). 

I was most ready lo return a blow, 

And would not brook at all this sort of thing 
In my hot youth— when George the Third was 
king. 

CCXMt. 

But now, at thirty years, my hair b grey— 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty ? 
t thought of a peruke the other day) — 

My heart is not much greener ; and, in short. I 
Have squander'd my who! « summer while twas 
May. 

And feel no more the spirit lo retort : I 
H.tvQ spent my life, both interest and principal. 
And deem not, what 1 deem'd, my soul invincible. 

ccxiv. 

No more— no more— Oh I never more on me 
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew, 
Which out of all the lovely things we see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new. 

Hived in our bosoms like the btf o' the bee : 
Think' St thou the honey with those objects 

few ? 

twas not in them, but In ihy power 
To double even the sweetness of a (lower. 

eexv. 

No more— no more*>Oh I never more, my heart. 

Cunsi thou be my sole world, my universe I 
Once all in all. but now a thing zput. 

'] hou cansi not my blessing or my curse ; 
1'he Illusion's gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, l trust, but none the worse. 

And In thy stead I ’ve got a deal of judgment. 
Though Heaven knows how it ever found a lodg* 
ment. 

ccxvi. 

My days of love are over : me no more * 

The charms of meid, wife, and leas of 
widow. 

Can make the fool of which they made before : 

In short, 1 must not lead the life I did do ; 
The credulous hope of mutual n^inds is o'er, 
The copious use of claret is forbid, too : 

So for a good old -gentlemanly vice. 

I think i must take up with avarice. 

eexvij. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 
Before the shrines of Sorrow and of Measure ; 
And the two last have left me many a token. 
O'er which reflection may be made at leisure : 


Hf oec r^m^Bj. ■« 

Jab, bcc sniat «r*OiilA B«td, 
Nv< CBTiArc iMte ; 

Kcc viKlrt aovW |e«pan 


Now. like Friar Bacon's braaen head. I've spoken. 
• Time Is. Time was. Time's past ; '—a chymic 
treasure 

Is glittering youth, which I have SMnt betimes— 
My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 

CCXVI tt. 

What is the end of Fame ? 'tis but to flU 
A certain portion of uncertain paj>er: 

Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 

Whose summit, like all hills, is lost in vapour: 
For ihb men write, speak. preach, and heroes kill. 

And bards burn what they call their 'midnight 
To have, when the original Is dust, [taper.* 
A name, a wreiclied picture, and w’orse t^st. 

CCXIX. 

What are the hopes of man } Old Egypt's king 
Cheops erected ihe flrst pynimid. 

And largest, thinking it was just the thing 
To keep his memory wliole. and mummy hid; 
But somebody or other, rumm.iging. 
Burglariously broke his coffin s lid : 
t.et not a monument give you or me hopes. 
Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheops. 

eexx. 

But t, bring fond of true pliilosophy. 

Say wry often to myself. ' Alas i 
All ihings that have b^n born were bom to die, 
And flesh (which Death mows down to hay) is 
grass: 

You've pass'd your youth not so unpleasantly. 
And if you had it o’er again— 't would pass- 
So thank your stan that matters are no w'orse, 
And read your Bible, sir. and mind your purse.* 

CCXXI. 

But for the present, gentle reader I and 
Still gentler purchaser I the fc«rd— that’s 1— 
Must, with permission, shake you by the hand, 
And so your humble servant, and good-bye ! 
We meet again if we should understand 
Each otl^r : and if not. 1 shall not try 
Venir patience further than by ibis short sample - 
Twere well if others follow 'd niy example. 

ccxxii. 

'Go. little book, from this my Sblliude ! 

1 cast thee on the waters— go thy ways I 
And if, as I believe, thy vein ^ go^. 

The world wiU find thee after many days,* 
When Southey's read, and Wordsworth under- 
stood, 

I can't help putting in my claim to praise— 
The four first rhymes are Southey's, every line ; 
For God's sake, reader 1 lake them not for mine. 


DOK JUAiW 


CANTO THE SECOND. 


O YF. I who teach the insenuous fcmU of nations. 

Holland. France. England. Germany, or Spain. 
( pray ye flog them upon all occa^ons. 

It mends tneir morals : never mind (be pain : 
The best of mothers and of educations, 

In Juan’s case, were but employ'd In vain, 
Since, in away that’s r.itherof the oddest, he 
Became divested of his native modesty. 


Had he been but placed at a public school. 

In the third form, or even in (he fourth. 

His daily task had kept his fancy cool. 

At least had he been nurtured in the north : 
Spain may prove an exceptiort to this rule, 

Rut then exceptions always prove its worth— 
A lad of sixteen causing a divorce, 

Tursled his tutors very much, of cotirse. 


1 can’t say that It pussies me at all. 

If all things be eon^der’d : first (here was 
His lady*nioihcr. mathemaiical, 

A never mind his tutor, art old ass , 
A pretty woman— (that’s <}ulte natural. 

Or else the thing had hardly come to pass}; 
A husband rather old. not much In unity 
With his young wife— a time and opportunity. 


Well— w'ell. the world must turn upon Its axis. 
And all mankind turn with it. heads or tails. 
And live, and die. make love, and pay our taxes. 

And as (be veering wind shifts, shift our sails; 
The king commands us. and the doctor quacks us. 

The priest instructs, and so our life exhales ; 
A little breath, love. wine, ambition, fame. 
Fighting, devotion, dust— perhaps a name. 


I said, that Juan had been sent to Cadis— 

A pretty (own. I recollect it well— 

*Tis there the mart of the colonial trade is 
(Or was. before Peru leam’d to rebel}, [ladies. 
And such sweet girl$~ I mean such graceful 
Their very walk would make your bosom 
swell, 

I can’t describe it, (hough so much it strike. 

Nor liken it— I never saw the like. 


An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 
New broke, a camelopard, a gaseUe, 
Nt^nooe of these will do ; and then tbtir garb 1 
Their veil and petticoat- Alas ! to dwell 


Upon such things would very near ab»rb 
A canto— then their feet and ankles-^well, 
Thank Heaven I've got no metaphor quite reMf. 
(And so, my sober Mus^— come, let’s be steady— v 


Chaste Muse 1— well, if you must, you must)— 
the veil 

I Thrown back a moment with the glancing 
While the o’erpow ering eye. that turns you 
Flashes Inio the heart All sunny [end 
Of love t when I forget you, may I fail 
To say my prayers— but never was mere 
plann’d . i 

A dress through which the eyes gives sucha w- 
Excepting the Venetian Passioli.* 1*^' 


But to our tale : the Donna Ines sent 
Her son to Cadis only to embark ; 

To stay there had not answer'd her . 

But why ?— w-e leave the reader m the w 
'Twas for a voyage the young man was weep** 
As if A Spanish ship were Noah s 
To wean him from the wickedness otfsfla, 
And send him like a dove of promise fono- 

IX. 

Don Juan bade his valet pack his Ihiy 
According to direction, then j.- 

A lecture and some money : for f^ 

He was to travel ; and. though Iiietp« 

(As ever, aihd of parting has its slUOT. ^ 
She hoped he would improve— pe«»P 
lieved : . ..t 

A letter, too, she gave (he never 
Of good advice, and two or three of ewu 

X. 

In (he mean time, lo pass her 
Brave Ines now set up a Sundy » -. 

For naughty children, who would raibff^l . 

(Like tmant rogues the u. ,bai dsr» 

Infants of three years old were taught^. 
Dunces were whipt, or set uP®" ^ 

The great success of Juan s 

Spurt'd her to teach another generatk)#. 


Juan embark'd, (be shio got • 

^ The wind was fair, (he waW P^ssiDg 
A devU of a sea rolls in that wy. « 

As I, wbo’ve cross’d it oil, kno^ ^ — • 


avaSUDtf of St Muk. 





DON JUAN. 


555 


i8t9. 


And. standing upon deck, the dashing spn^ 
Flies in one’s face, and makes it weather-tough: 
And there he stood to take, and take again. 

His first — perhaps his last— farewell of Spain. 

XII. 

I can't hut saf it U an awku^rd sight 
To see one's native land receding through 
The growing waters : it unmans one quite, 
Especially when life U rather new : 

^ 1 recollect Great Britain’s coast looks white. 

But almost every other country's Uue. 

When, gazing on them, mysiihed by distance, 
We enter on our nautical existence. 

xitt. 

So Juan stood, bewilder'd, on the deck : 

The wind sung, cordage strain'd, and sailors 
swore. 

And the ship creak'd, the town became a speck. 
From which away so fair and fast they bore. 
The best of remedies is a beefsteak 
Against sca-sickness : try H, sir. before 
You sneer, and ! assure you this is true, 

For 1 have found it answer— so may you. 

xrv. 

Don Tuan stood, and gazing from the stem, 
Eleheld his native Spain receding far ; 

First partings form a lesson hard io learn, 

Even nations feel this when they go to war : 
There Is a sort of uneiprest concern. 

A kind of shock that sets one’s heart nj.^r : 

^ At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And pl.ices, one keeps looking at the stc^k. 

XV, 

But Juan had got many things to leave, 

I its mother, and a mistress, and no wife. 

So that he had much better cause to grlere 
Than many persons more advanced in life ; 
And if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in stnfe, 

No doubt we w eep for those the heart endears— 
That is. till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 

XVI. 

So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jews 
By BabeVs waters, still remembering ^on i 
I'd weep— but mine Is not a weeping Muse, 

And such light griefs are not a thing to die on: 
Young men should traveS, if but to amuse 
Tiicmselves ; and the next time their servants 
tic on 

Behind their carriages their new portmanteau, 
Ferhaps it may be lined with ibis my canto. 

XTII. 

And Tuan wtpt. and much he sigh'd.and thought, 
Wliile his salt team dropp’d into the salt sea. 


Reflected on his present situation. 

And seriously res^ved on reformation. 

XVIII. 

* Farewell, my Spain ! a long farewell 1 ' he cried; 

* Perhaps I may revisit thee no more. 

But die, as many an exiled heart hath died, 

Of its own thirst to see again thy shore : 
Farewell, where Guadalquivir's waters glide I 
Farewell, my mother ! and since all is o'er, 
Farewell, too, dearest Julia ! ’ (here he drew 
Her letter out again, ard read it through.) 

XIX. 

' And oh 1 if e'er r should forget. I siveai- 
But that's impossible, and cannot be— 
Sooner shall (his blue ocean melt io air, 

Sooner shall earih resolve itself to sea. 

Than I resign thine image, oh, my fair I 
Or think of anything excepting thee ; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physic— 

(Here tlie ship gavea lurch, and he grew sea-sick.) 

XX. 

'Sooner shall heaven kiss earth— (here he fell 
sicker) 

; Oh. Julia ! what Is every other u'oe?— 

I (For Cod’s sake. let me have a glass of liquor ; 

Pedro, Battista, help me down below)— 

Julia, my love I (you rascal, Pedro, quicker)— 
Oh. Julia !— (this cunt vessel pitches so)— 
Beloved Julia, hear me siill beseeching I ' 

(Here he grew inarticulate with retching.) 

xxt. 

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart. 

Or rather stomal, whkh, alas ! attends, 
Beyond the best apothecary's art, 

The loss of lore, the treachery of friends, 

Or death of those we dote on. when a part 
Of us dies with them, as each fond hope ends: 
No doubt he would have been much more 
paihetic. 

But the sea acted as a strong emetic. 

XXII. 

f>ov«’s a capricious power i I've known it hold 
Out through a fever caused by its ow n heat. 
But be much puzzled by a cough and cold. 

And And a quinsy very hard to treat ; 

Against all noble maladies he's bold. 

But vulgar illnesses don t like to meet, 

Nor time a sneeze should Interrupt his sigh, 

Nor inflammations redden his blind eye. 

xxirt. 

But worst of all is nausea, ora pain 
About the lower regions of the bowels 
Love, who heroically breathes a vein, 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 
And purgatives are dangerous to bis reign, 
bca'Sickoess. death: his love was perfect, how 
else 


* Sweets to the sweet ; (I like so much to quote; 

You must excuse this extract- 'th where she. 

The queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought j Could Juan's passion, while the billows roar. 
Flowers to the grave) ; and, sobUng often, he Resist his stomach, ne'er at sea before? 


ho// yvA/}. 
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XXIV. 


XXX. 


The ship, call’d ihe most holy * Trinid.ida,' 
Was steering duly for the port Leghorn : 
For there the Spanish family Monc.ida 
Were settled long ere luan’s sire was bom : 
They were relations, ana for them he had a 
Letter of introduction, which the mom 
Of his departure had been sent hirrt by 
His Spanish friends for those in Italy. 


XXV. 


[As day advanced the weather seem'd to abate, 
And then the leak they reckon’d to reduce, 

I AtkI keep the ship afloat, though three feet yet 
K ept two hand an d one Chajn*pu mp still in use. 

I The wind blew fresh again : as it grew late 
A squall came on. and while some guns broke 
loose, • 

I A gust — which all descriptive power inUBceod^ ^ 

Laid with one blast the ship on her beam-ends. 


His suite consisted of three servants ana 
A tutor, the licentiate Pedrillo, 

Who several languages did understand. 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow*. 
And, rocking in his hammock, long'd for land. 

His headache being increased by every billow; 
And ihewavesooring through the port-h^e made 
His berth a little damp, and him afraid. 


XXX r. 


XXVI. 


There she lay, motionless, and seem'd upsei ; 

The water left the hold, and wash’d the decks, 
And made a scene men do not soon forget ; 

For they remember battles, fires, and 
Or any other thing that brings regret, 

Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heatt^ 
Thus drowning! are much talk'd of by the fllvert. 
And swimmers, w ho may chance to be survivors. 


Twns not without some reason, for the wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale ; 

And though 'twas not much to a naval mind. 

Some landsmen would have look’d a little pale, 
For sailors are. in fact, a difTercnt kind : 

At sunset they began to take in sail. 

For the sky show'd ft would come on to blow, 
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 


xxxit. 


XXVII. 


Immediately the masts were cut away, 

Both main and misen j first the 
The main-mast follow'd ; but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log and baffied our Inieci. 
Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, nnd 
Eased her at last (although we never in»« 
To part with all till every hope was blighWh 
And then with violence the old ship nghte** 


At one o’clock, the wind with sudden shift 
Threw the ship right into the (rough of tiU sea. 
Which struck her an, and made an awkward rift, 
Started the stern-post, also shatter’d the 
Whole of her stern frame, and. ere she could lift 
Herself from out her present jeopardy, 

The rudder tore away : *iwas time to sound 
The pumps, and there were four feet water found 


xxxiri. 

It may be easily supposed, while this 
Was going on. some people were unquiC'* 
That passengers would find it much , , 

To W their lives as well as spoil th«r diet , 
That even the able seaman, deeming his 
Days nearly o'er, might be dispow ton^ 
As upon such occasions tars will as* 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from 


xxvni. 

3>ne gang of people instantly was put 
^ Upon the pumps, and the remaining set 
• o get up part of (be cargo, and what not ; 

But they couki not come at the leak as yet. 
At last (hey did get at it really, but 
Still their salvation was an even bet : 

The water rush’d through in a way quite puzsUng, 
While they thrust sheets, shirts, jackets, bales of 
niuslin, 


XXIX. 


Into the opening ; but all such ingredients 
Would have b^n vain, end they must have 
gone down. 

Dftpite of all their efforts and expedients. 

But for the pumps : I'm glad to make them 
_ *“own [hence, 

To all the brother tars wbo may have need 
For fifty tons of vrater were upthrown 
By mem per hour, and they all haul been undone, 
But for the maker. Mr Mann, of London. ! 


I XXX tv. 

[There’s nought, no doubt, so much the *1* 
calms 

As^m and true religion : thta h was. 

Some plunder’d, some drank spinis, sem 

Thehigh wind made the treble, and as hn* 
The hoarse harah waves kept Ume ; ingot cu 
the qualms .^i, mawit 

I Of all the luckless landsmen 
Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy* 
Clamour’d In chorus to fte roaring oc**®' 


XXXV, 

Periiaps more mischief had been 
Our Juan, wbo. with sense 
Got to the spirit-room, and stood 
It With a of pistols ; and t^J * 

As if Death were more dreadful p htf 
Of fire than water, spite of «***“S® aoJe. 
Kept still aloof the crew, who, ^ 

Tbwighi it would be beeemtng to dje 
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XXXVT. 

* Give us more grog,' they eried, ' for it will be 
All one an hour hence/ Juan answer'd, ' No ! 
Tis true that death awaits both you and me, 

But let us die like men, not sink below 
Like brutes ; ' — and thus his dangerous post 
kept he, 

And none liked to anticipate the blow : 

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutOTj 
Was for some rum a disappointed suitor. 

XXXVll. 

The good old gentleman was quite aghast. 

And made a loud and pious lamentation ; 
Repented all his sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation : 

Nothing should tempt him more (this peril past) 
To ^uii his academic occupation. 

In cloisters of the elastic Salamanca. 

To follow Juan's wake, like Saneho Panca. 

xsxvtii. 

But now there came a flash of hope once more : 
Day broke, and the wind lull'd : the masts 
were gone, Ishore, 

The leak increased ; shoals round her. but no 
The vessel swam, yet siill she held her own. 
Thev tried (he pum^ sgain. and (hough befixe 
Their desperate eflbrts seem'd all useless 
grown, 

A glimpse of sunshine set some haikds to bale 

1 he stronger pump'd, the wcakc'r thrumm’d a 
sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under the vessers keel the sail was past. 

And for the moment it had some effect > 

But with a leak, and not a stick of mast. 

Nor rag of canvas, what could they expect } 
But rtlU tis best to struggle to the last. 

'Tis never too late to be wholly wreck'd : 

And though 'tis (rue that man can only die once, 
'Tis not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons. 

XU 

There winds and waves had burl'd them, and 
from thence, 

Without their will, they carried them away : 
For they were forced with steenng to dispense. 
And never had as yet a quiet day 
On which (hey might repose, or even commence 
A Jui^masl or rudder, or could say (luck. 
The ship would swim an hour, which, by go^ 
Still swam— (hough not exactly like a duck. 

XLC. 

1 he wind, in fact, perhaps was rather less. 

But the ship labour'd $0. (bey scarce could 
hope 

To weather out much longer : (he distress 
Was also grca( with which they bad (o cope 
For want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough : in vain tire telescope 


l^as used — nor sail nor shore appear'd in sight. 
Not^bt but the heavy sea and coming night. 


XLIt. 

.Again (he w’caiher threaten'd,— again blew 
A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear'd ; yet. though the people knew 
Ail this, the most were pa 1 lent, and some bold. 
Until the chains and leathers w ere worn through 
Of al I our pu mps ; —a w reck com pic le she ro) I d 
At mercy of the waves, w hose mercies arc 
Uke human beings during civil war. 

XUII. 

Then came the carpenter, at Iasi, wiih 

In his rough eyes, and (old the captain he^ 
Could do no more ; he was a man in years. 

And long had voy^ed through many a stormy 
sea : 

And If Ire wept at length, they were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman's be. 

But he. poor fellow, bad a w ife and children. 
Two things for dying people quite bew ild'ring. 

XLiv. 

The ship was evidently seuling now 

Fast by the head ; and. all disiinciior. gone, 
Some went to pnyers again, and mode a vow 
Of candles to (heir sain is— bn t there were none 
To pay them with ; and some look d o'er the 

Some hoisted ou t the boats ; a iid there w as one 
That begg'd Podrdio for an absolution. 

Who told liim to be damn'd— in his confusion. 

XLV. 

Soma Ush'd them in their hammocks : some pul 
Their best clothes, as if going to a fair : [on 
Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun. 
And gnash'd their teeth, and, howling, tore 
their hair ; 

And oihen went on as they had begun. 

Getting the boats out, being well aware 
That a tight boat will live in a rough sea. 

Unless with breakers close beneath her lee. 

XLVI. 

The worst of all was, that in their condition, 
Having been several days in great distress, 
Twas difhcult lo get out such provision 
As now might render their long suJTehng less: 
Men. even when dyiog, dislike inanition ; 

Their stock was damaged by (he weather s 
stress: 

Two casks of biscuit, and a keg of butter, 

Were all that could be (brown into the cutter. 

XLVII. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 
Some pounds of bread, though injured by the 
Water, a tweniy^gallon cask or so ; fwei * 
Six fla»ks of wine ; and they contrived to get 



DON JVAN. 


1819. 


SS9 


And <l««cmog there were remedies for any ill, 
Tbu& re-embark’d tus tutor aod his spaniel 


Of any creditors the worst a Jew ii is. 

And th^fs (heir mode of (umishing supply : 


LX. 

Twas a rough night, and blew so stiffly yet, 

That the sail was becalm'd between (he seas. 
Though on the wave's high lop too much to set, 
They dared not take it in for all the breeze : 
Each sea curVd o’er the stem, and kept them wet, 
And made them bale without n moment's ease. 
So that themselves as well as hopes were d.imp’d. 
And (he poor little cutter quickly swamp'd. 

LXI. 

Nine souls more went in her : the long*boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar for nias( ; 

Two blankets stitch'd together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast : 
Though every wave roll'd menacing to hll. 

And present peril all before surpass'd. 

They ^eved for those w'ho perish'd with the 
cutler. 

And also for the biMuil -casks and butter. 

Lxn. 

The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign 
Of (he conbnuance of tne gale : to run 
Before the sea. until it should grow fine. 

Was all (hat for (he present could be dorte : 

A few tea^spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Were served out to (he people, who begun 
To faint, and damaged bread wet (hrougb (be 
tegs. 

And most of them had little clothes but rags. 
LXin. 

Ihey counted thirty, crowded in a space 

which lefi scarce room for motion or exertion ; 
I’hey did their best to modify their case, 

One half sate up. itiougb nuinb d with the 
immer^on. 

While t'other half were laid down In their place. 
At watch and watch : thus shivering like (be 
tertian 

Ague in its cold fit, ihi*.y fill'd tlwir boat, 
with nothing but ilw sky fur a great coat. 

LX IV. 

"Fis very certain the desire of life 
Prolongs it ; this is obvious 10 physicians, 
When patients, neither plagued with friciids nor 
wife. 

Survive through very de$|>erate corulitions. 
Because they si ill can hope, nor shines the knife 
Nor shears of Atropos before their visions : 
Despair of all rci:o\u/y spoils longevity. 

And mokes men's miseries of alarming brevity. 

LXV. 

*11$ said that persons living ort annuities 
Are longer lived titan others—God knows why. 
Unless to plague the grantors— yet so true It 
lliat seme, 1 really think. never die 1 


In my young days they lent me cash that way, 
Whi^ i found very troublesome to pay. 

LXVI. 

'Tls thus with people in an open boat, 

They live ujwn the love of life, and bear 
More than can be believed, or even thought. 

And suckI like rocks (be tempest's wear and 
tear : 

And hardship still has been the sailor's lot. 

I Since Noah's ark w*cnt cruising here and there; 
She had a curious crew as well as cargo. 

Like (he first old Greek privateer, the Ar^. 

LXVII. 

But man U a carnivorous production. [day ; 

And must have mcab. at least one meal a 
He cannot b«‘e. like w’oo^Icocks. u|>on suction, 
Dui, like the shark and tiger, must hav‘e prey : 
.AUbougb his anatomical const met ion 
Bears vegetables, in a gruntbling way. 

Your labouring pec^le think, beyond all 
question, 

Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion, 

LXVIlt. 

And thus it was with this our hapless crew : 

For on the third day there came on a csilm, 
And though at first their strength it might renew, 
And, lying on their w’eariness like telm. 

Lull'd them like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of ocean, when they woke they fell a qualm. 
And fell all ravenously on their provision. 
Instead of hoarding it with due precision. 

LXIX. 

The consequence was easily foreseen— 
lltey ate up all (hey had, and drank their 
In spite of all rumonsirances, and then [wine, 
On what. In fact, next day (hey were to dine? 
They lioped ihc wind would rLc, these foolish 
men [fine, 

And carry them to shore ; these hoires were 
But as they fiad but one oar. and that urlule, 

It w^ould hav’e been more wise to save their 
vkiual. 

LXX, 

I'Im; fourth day came, but not a breath ol air, 
And Ocean sluniber'd like an un wean'd child ; 
I'be fifth day, and their boat lay flimting there, 
Hw sea and ^y were blue, and clear, and 
niild— 

With tbeir one o.ir (I v^isll tlwy hud had a pair) 
What could iht^ do? and hunger’s mge 
grew wild ; 

So Juan's spaniel. Spite of his entrealing, 

Was kill'd, and pon ton'd otit for present eating. 

LXXl. 

On (he sixth day they fed u]>cn his bide. 

And Juan, wboliad still lufused. bmauae 


^ -PO^ yUAA'. ,8,g, 

The creature was his father’s doe that died, 

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws. 

With some remoise received (though first 
denied). 


As a great favour, one of the fore-paws, 
Which he divided with Pedrillo, who 
Devour’d it, longing for the other too. 

LXXCI. 

The seventh day. and no wind— the burning sun 
Blister’d and scorch’d^ and. stagnant oa the 
sea, 

’fhey lay like carcases ; and hope was none. 

Save in the breese that came not : savagely 
1 hey glared upon each other— all was done. 

water, and wine, and food— and you might 
The longings of the cannibal arise [see 

(Although they spoke not) in their wolfish eyes. 

LXXIIl. 

At length one whisper’d his companion, who 
Whisper’d another, and thus it went round. 
And then into a hoarser murmur grew. 

An ominous, and wild, and desperate sound : 
And when bis comrade’s thought each sufferer 
knew, 

'Twas but his own. suppress’d dll now. he 
found : 

And out (hey spoke of lots for flesh and blood. 
And who should die to be bU fellows’ food. 

bXXCV. 

But ere (hey came to this, ihey that day shared 
borne leathern caps, and what remain’d of 
shoes ; 

And then they look'd around them, and despair'd. 

And none to be the sacriflee would choose : 

At length the lots were tom up. and prepared. 

But of materials (hat must shock the Muse- 
Having no paper, for the want of better. 

They took by force from Juao. Julia’s letter. 

LX XV. 

The lots were made, and mark’d, and mix’d, 
and handed 

In silent horror, and (heir distribution 
Lull’d even (he savage hunger which demanded. 

Like (he Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 
None in particular had sought or plann'd it. 

*Twas nature gnaw'd them to this resolution, 
By which none were permitted to be neuter— 
And the lot fell on Juau’s luckless tutor. 

LXXVI. 

He but requested to be bled to death : 

The surgeon had his instruments, and bled 
Pedrillo. and so gently ebb’d his breath. 

You hardly could perceive when be was dead. 
He died, as Mm, a Catholic in faith, 

Like most, lo (be belief in which they're bred ; 
And first a little crucifix he kiss'd. 

And then held out bis jugular and wrist. 


LXxvtr. 

The surgeon, as there was no other fee, 

Had bis first chmee of morsels for his pains ; 
But being thirstiest at the moment he 
Preferr’d a draught from the fast -flowing veins: 
Pan was divided, pan thrown in the sea, 

And such things as the entrails and the brains 
Regaled (wo sharks, who follow’d o’er the hil- 
The sailors ate the resi of poor Pedrillo. (low— 

LXXVIll. 

The sailors ate him. all save three or four, 

Who were not quite so fond of animal food : 
To these were added Juan, who. before 
Refusing his own spaniel, haMly could 
F^now his appetite increase much more ; 

Twas not to be expected (hat he should, 
Even in extremity of their disaster, 

Dine with them on his pastor and his master. 

LXXJX. 

’Twas better that he did not ; for in fact. 

The consequence was awful in the extreme ; 
For (hey who were most ravenous in the act. 
Went caging mad— Lord 1 how they did blas- 
pheme I [mck’d. 

Ai^ .f^m, and roll, with strange convulsions 
Drinking salt-water, like a mountain -stream : 
Tearing, and grinning, bowling, screeching, 
swearing, 

And. with hysna-laughter, died despairing. 

LXXX. 

Theii numbers were much (hlnn’d by this In- 
lUetiw, [knows • 

And all the rest were thin enough, Heaven 
And some of (hem had lost their recollection. 
Happier than they who still perceived (heir 
woes : 

But others ponder’d on a new dissection, 

As if not warn’d sutficlemly by those 
Who had already perish’d, suffimng madly, 

For having used their appetites so sadly. 

LXXXt. 

And next they thought upon the master’s mate, 
As fattest i but he saved bireself. because. 
Besides being much averse from such a fate, 
There were some other reasons : the first was. 
He had been rather indisposed of late ; 

And (hat which chiefly proved his saving 
clause. 

Was a small present made to him at Cedjy , 

By general subscription of the ladies. 

LXXXtI. 

Of poor Pedrillo something still remain’d. 

But was used sparingly,— some were afraid* 
Am others still their appetites constrain’d, 

Or but at tunes a little suppet' made ; 

All except Juan, who throughout abstain’d, 
Cbewlng a piece of bamboo, and some lead .* 
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length they caught two booses, ud a noddy, 
d then they left off eating the dead body. 

LXXXllT. 

id if PedriUo's fate should shocking be, 
Remember Ugolino condescends 
I eat the head of his arch enemy. * 

The moment after he politely ends 
s tale : if foes be food in hell, at sea 
Tis surely fair to dine upon our friends, 
hen shipwreck’s short allow ance grows too 
scanty, 

ithout being mt*ch more horrible than Dante. 

LXXXtV. 

id the same night there fell a shower of rain. 
For which their mouths gaped. Uke the cracks 
of earth 

'hen dried to summer dust ; till taught by pain, 
hfen really know not what good water’s worth : 
you had been in Turkey or in Spain. 

Or with a famish’d boat's crew had your berth. 

r in the desert heard the earners bell, 

ou’d wish younelf where Truth is— in a well. 

LXXXV. 

pour'd down torrents, but they were no richer, 
Until they found a ragged piece of sheet, 
t^hich served them as a sort of spongy pitcher. 
And when they deem'd iu moisture was com^ 
plete, 

hey wrung it out, and though a thinly ditcher 
Nfightnot have thought the scanty draught 
so sweet 

.s a full poi of porter, to their thinking fing. 
hey ne er till now had khow n the joys of drink* 

hxxxvi. 

^nd their baked Ups. with many a bloody crack 
Suck'd in (he moisture, which Uke nectar 
stream'd : 

Their throitt were ovens, their swoll'n tongues 
were black, * 

^ As the rich man's in hell, who vainly Mream'd 
.0 beg the beggar, who could not rein back 
A drop of dew. when every drop had seem ’d 
Co taste of heaven— if this be true, indeed 
lone CbTistians have a comfortable creed. 

LXXXVJT. 

Chere were (wo fathers in this ghastly crew, 
And with them their rwo sons, of whom the 
iVas more robust and hardy to the view, [one 
But he died early ; and when he was gone 
iis nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 
One glance on him. and said. * Heaven’s will 
be done : 

; can do nothing ; ' and he saw him thrown 
Into the deep, without a tear or groan. 

LXXXVJlt. 

Vbe other father bad a weakUer child, 

Of a soft cheek and aspect deUcate ; 


* Danu*! Cbmw xs «, 61. 


But the boy bore up l^g, and with a mtld 
And patient spirit held aloof his fate : 

Little he said, and now and then he smiled 
As if to win a part from off the weight 
He saw increasing on his father's heart, [part. 
With the deep deadly thought that they must 

LX.XX1X. 

And o'er him bent his sire, and never raised 
His eyes from off his face, but wiped the foam 
From his pale lips, and ever on him gased ; 

And when the wish'd*f or shower at length a as 
come, (glazed, 

And the boy’s eyes, which the dull him half 
Brighten'd and fora moment seeji'd to roam. 
He squeezed from out a rag some drops of rain 
Into his dying child’s mouth— hut in vain. 

xc. 

The boy expired— the father held the clay, 

And look d upon it long ; and when at last 
Death left no doubt, and the dead burthen lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hope were 
He watch d it w istfully, until away I past. 
‘Twas borne by the rude wave wherein 'twas 

Then he himself sunk down all iumb aiSl 
And gave no signs of life, save his Umbs quiver- 
ing. 

xci. 

^^ortrhtaji a rainbow, bursting through 
The ^ttering clouds, shone, spanning the 
dark sea, ^ 

Resting its bright base on the quivering blue. 

And all within iis arch appear’d to be 
Clearer than that without, and iu wide hue 
Wa* d and waving like a banner free. 

Then changed like to a bow that’s bent, and then 
Foreo^ (he dim eyes of these shipwreck'd men. 

XClt. 

It C^ng^, ^course : a heavenly chamcleoiL 
The ain child of vapour and the sun. 

Brought lonh in purple, cradled in vermilion. 

Bappzed in molten gold, and swathed in dun. 
Gliitenof hke crescents o'er a Turk's pavilion, 

1 1 Wending every colour into one. 
jjusi like a Uack eye in a recent scuffle 
It or sometimes we must box without the muffle). 

XCIK. 

Our shipwreck d seamen thought it a Food 

” ** “ "w and then t 

I was an oW custom of the Greek and Roman 
“•y become of great advantan when 
KoUs are discouraged ; and most surely no men 
^ ^ theitiMlves again. 
Tli« there, and so this rainbow look'd II ki 
Quite a celestial kalridoscope. |bnpc^ 

XCIV. 

Atout this time a beautiful white bird 
\V eb-fooicd, not unlike a dove io sue 
36 
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And pluninge (probably it might have err'd 
Upon iu cour»eK pass'd oil before iheireyes» 
And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The men within the boat, and in (his guise 
(t came and went, and flutter’d round t^m till 
Night fell— this seem'd a better omen still. 

xcv. 

But in this case I also must remark, 

'Twas well this binl of promise did not perch, 
Because the tackle of our shatter’d bark 
Was not so s;ife for roosting as a church ; 
And had it been the dove from Noah’s ark. 

Returning there from her successful search, 
VS'hich in their way that moment chanced to fall, 
They would liuve eat her. olivc-brAiicli and all. 

XCVl. 


The land appear'd a high and rocky coast, 

And higher grew the niouniains as they drew 
Set by a current, toward it : they were lost 
In various conjectures, for none knew 
To what pan of the earth (hey had been 
So changeable had been the winds that blew. 
Some thought it was Mount /Kina, some the 
highlands 

Of Candia, Cyprus, Rhodes, or other islands. 
Cl. 

Meaiiiiinc (lie ciitreoi, with a rising gale, 

Still set ilwui onwards lolhe welcome SDorCi 
Like Charon’s b.trk of spectres, dull and paic . 

’Micif living freight was now reduced to mur. 
And three dead, whom ibeir strengih could not 

To he.ave into ihe deep wiiU those . 

Though the two sharks Still follow d them. 
dash’d < . ... 


With twilight it again came on to blow. 

But not with violence ; die stars shone out. 

The boat made way ; yet now they were so low dash d , . . 

'I hey knew nol where nor what they were The spray into tbeir faces as • hey spiasn u, 

alMut : 

Some fane led they saw land, and some said 'No! k ,i done 

The frequent fog-banks gave diem cause to Kj mine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat, nw u 
doubt- Their workon them by turns, and ihmnd them 

Some swore that they hearrl breakers, others h-fsoa 

And all mistook about the latter once. [guns, things, a mother had not known ne 

Amidst (he skeletons of that gaunt « «« • 

By night chill’d, by day scorch d, ^ 

As morning broke, the light wind died away. They perish’d, untjl I® * 

When he who had the watch sung out and Rut chiefly by a 
jwore. In washing down Pednilo with sai; waic 

If (was not land that rose with the sun’s ray. _ . 

He wish’d that land he never might see more; 

And the rest rubb’d their eyes. And saw a bay. 

Or thought they saw, nod shaped tbetr course 
for shore : 


For shore it was. and gradually grew 
Distinct, and high, and palpable to view. 

XVCIll. 

And then of these some part burst into tears, 
And others, looking with a stupid Stare, 
Could nol yet separate their hopes from feats, 
And seem’d as if they had no further care : 
While a few pray’d— (the first time for some 
years) .— 

And at the bottom of the boat three were 


As they drew' nigh the land. w as sec 

Unequal in its aspect here and 
They fell the freshness of its the 

That waved in forest (ops. and stnooibo 

Aixl W’l uiwn (Iwir glared eyes 

From glistening waves, and skies so M' 

^ay the vasi. salt, dread, eternal deep. 

CIV. 

The shore look’d 

And gift by tbcy 


And at the bottom of the boat ihrw were And girt by ioi^oau 

Asleep • they shook them by the band and head, Were mad for land, ana ui 
Aod tried 10 waken them, but found them dead. breaketl 


XCJl. 


The day before, fast sleeping on the water, r,„ findlne no place lor tncir • , i,cr 

They found a tunic of the haw k s-bill kind, B sbore— and ovtne 

nd Kv 9ctad fortune, fflidinc SOflly. caught lier, llicy 


T^gb right *head the r^n^g breakers Uy 
A reef between them funding spW • 

To show its bwhrig surf and 

But finding no place fer/h«f to J S 


And by good foriufte^ glidinf softly# caughl wi 
Which yielded a day’s life, and to ihejr mind 
Proved even sdll a more nuiriiious obiter. 
Because it left encourage mem behind : 

They thought that In suvh perils, 0H«e lOan 
chance. 

H.*d sent Ibeoi dOs for ibew debveraace. 


But la bis native ' 

Juao to Uve his youebfuJ rite/. 

Ail. having karpt : 

Had often lum d the art lo *wu» 
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A b«it«r swimmtr 70U could sc&rce see ever, And how <his hea»y fai&coess pass’d away 
He could, perhaps, have pass’d the HeUes- He knew not, till each painful pulse and Umb 
A . V L . tingUng vein, seem’d throbbing back to life! 

As once (a feat on which ourselves we prided) For Death, though vanquish'd still retired with 
Lcander, Mr Ekenhead, and I did. strife. 


So here, though faint, emaciated, and stark. 

He buoy'd his boyish limbs, and strove to ply 
With the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark. 

The bench which lay before him. high and diy: 
Tht greatest danger here was from a shark. 

That carried off his neighbour by the thigh ; 
As for the other two. they could not swubi 
bo nobody arrived on shore but him. 


Nor vet had he arrived but for the oar. 

Which, providentially for him, was wash’d 
Just as his feeble arms could strike no more, 
And tne hard wave o’cnvhelm’d him as twas 
d.ish'd 

Within his grasp : he clung to It, and sore 
The waters beat while he thereto was lash'd : 
At last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, be 
Roll’d on the beach, half*senselett. from tbe sea. 


I'here. breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Pnst to the sand. Ivst the returning wave. 
Troll I whose reluctant roar hii life he wrung. 

Should suck him back <0 her Insatiate grave : 
And' there he lay full length, where he was dung. 

Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave, 

With just enough of life 10 feel its pain. 

And deem that it was saved, perhaps in vain. 

CIX. 

Wnh slow and staggering effort he arose, 

But sunk again upon his bleeding koee 
And quivering hand: and then & look’d for 
those 

Who long had been bis males upon the sea ; 
But none of them appear’d to share his woes. 

Save one. a corpse.uom out the famUh’d thrM. 
Who died two days before, and now found 
An unknown barren beach for burial ground. 

Cx. 

Aod as he gased. his dizzy brain spun fast. 

And down he sunk ; and as he sunk, tbe sand 
Swam round aod round, and all his senses 
pass’d : 

He fell upon his side, and bis stretch'd band 
Droop d dnppmg on the oar (their iury-masti * 
And, like a wither’d lily, on xbe ' ‘ 

His slender frame aod pallid aspect lay. 

As fair a thing as e'er was forovd of day. 

C^J. 

How long Id tbis damp trance young Jqui lay 
He knew not. for the earth was goew for him, 
And Time had nothing more of aJght nor day 
For his eoAgcaling blood aod senses dim : 


Hb e)*es he open’d, shut, again unclosed, 

For all was doubt and dizziness ; he thought 
He still was in the boat, and had but dozed. 

And felt again with his despair o'er wrought, 
And wish'd it death in which he had reposed ; 
And then once more his feelings back w ere 
brought. 

And slowly by his swimming eyes was seen 
A lovely female face of seventeen. 

CXtII. 

Twas beading dose o’er bb. and the small 
mouib 

Seem’d almost prying into his for breath j 
And, chafing him. tlie soft warm hand of youih 
Recall d his answering spiriu back from death: 
And. bathing his chill temples, tried to soothe 
Each pulse loaninutiw. till, beneath 
m gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 
To these kind efforts made a low reply. 

Cxiv. 

Then was i^cocdial pour'd, and rn.imlc flung 
^nd scarce<lad Umbs ; and the fair ann 

Ka^ higher the faint bead which o'er it hung : 
on. " J.*^'’*P****‘*«*’«k, all pure and warm, 
Pllfow dhis deal h*like forehead ; then she wrung 
His dewy curls, long drench'd by every storm ' 
And watch d with eagerness each throb that drew 
A sigh from his heaved bosom— and hers too. 

CIV. 

And lifting him wiih care Into the cave 
The gentle girl and her attendant— one 
Voting, yei her elder, and of brow less grave. 

And mom robust of figure— then begun 
To kindle fire : and as the new flames gave 
Ught to the rocks that rooPd them, which the 
Had never seen, the maid, or whatsoe’er fsun 
5>he was, appear d. distinct, and tail, and fair. 

CXVI. 

Herbrow was o’erhung with coins of geld. 

That sparkled o'er the auburn of her hair, 

Her d^nng hair, whose longer locks were 
rolld 

In bmi^ Mind ; and though her stature were 
of the highest for a female mould. 

TT«y nearly reach'd her heel ; and in her nir 
Inere was a something which be^ke command. 
As one who was a lady in the land. 

cavil. 

auburn ; but her ey^ 
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downcast length, in whose &lk shadow lies 
Deepest attraction ; for when to the view 
Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies. 

Ne'er with such force the swiftest arrow flew: 
Tis as the snake late coil’d. wh> pours his 
length. 

And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 


cxviii. 

I ter brow was white and low, her cheek's pure 
Like twilight, rosy still with the set sun : [dye 
Short upper Up — sweet Ups I that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen such : for she was one 
Fit for the model of a statuary. 

race of mere impostors, when all’s done— 
I've seen much flner women, ripe acnl real. 

I ban all their nonsense of the stone ideal). 


cxtx. 

ni tell you why I say so. for 'tb just 
One should not rail without a decent cause ; 
'i’here was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
I ne’er saw justice done, and yet she was 
A frequent m^el ; and if e’er site must [law s, 
Yield to stern Time and Nature’s wrinkling 
'Fhey will destroy a face which rrwrtal thoirght 
Ne'er compass'd, nor less mortal chbcl wrought 


cxa. 


And such was she, the lady of the cave ; 

Her dress was very difTerer^t from the Spaiiisli. 
Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave i 

For, as you know, the Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, while 
wave 

Around them (what I hope will never vanish) 
The h^uinaand the maniilla. they 
beem at the same time mystical end gay. 


CXXI 


But with our dajnsel this was not the case ; 

Her dress was many-coloured, finely spun ; 
Her locks curl'd negligently round her face, 

But through them gold and gems profusely 
shone ; 

Her girdle sparkled, and the richest lace 
Flow'd In her veil, and many a precious stone 
Flash’d CO her little hand : but what wassliock- 


tng, 


(log. 


IKr small snow feet liad slipircrs. but no slock* 


cxxii. 

The other female’s dress was not unlike, 

But of inferior materials : she 
Had not so many ornamenu to strike. 

Her hair bad silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry ; and her veil, in fonn alike, [free ; 

Was coarser; and her air. tltough firm, less 
Her hair was thicker, but less long ; her eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller sire. 


CSXllt. 

And these two tended him, and cheer d him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft atten- 
tions 


Which are — fas I must own) — of female growth. 

nd delicate inveouons : 


And have ten thousand 
They made a most superior mess of broth. 

A thing which poesy but seldom mentions. 
But the bttt dish that e'er was cook'd siace 
Homer's 

AchiUcs order’d dirtrtcr for new comers. 


Czztv. 

ru tell you who they were, this female pair, 
Lest they should seem princesses in disguise ; 
Besides. 1 hate all mystery, and that air 
Of clap-trap which your recent poets prise ; 
And so. in short, the girls they really were 
't hey ^all appear before your curious eyes. 
Misire&s and maid : the first was only daughter 
Of an old man who lived upou the water. 


exxv. 

A fislwrinan he hod been in his youth. 

And still a sort of fisherman was he ; 
But Ollier speculations were, in sooth, 
Added to his connexion with the sea. 
Perhaps not so respectable, in truth : 

A little smuggling, and some piracy. 
I^ft him ai last the sole of many masten 
Of an ilbgolien million of piastres. 


CSXVl. 


Afislter. therefore, was he -though of men. 

Like Peter the apostle— and he fish d 
For wandering merchant vessels now t»e^ 

And sometimes caught as many as he wisn » ^ 
I he cargoes he confiscated, and gain . . 

lie sought in the slave*i»*arket too, and duit 
Full many a morsel for that Turkish tr^c. 

By which, no doultr. a good deal may be 


CZ XVII. 

He was a Greek, and on bis Isle had bulH 
(One of Ihe wild and smaller 
A very handsome house from out his gujtt, 
And there he lived exceedingly at 
Heaven knows what cash be ^l. or Wow 
Asad old fellow was he. if you ple^,. 
But this I know, it was a spacious but ding, 
Full of barbaric cirvlng. paint, and gilding. 


CXXVICI. 

He had nn only daughier, call’d HaiiWc. 

The gieaiest heiress of the Eastern lsi« . 
Besides, so very beautiful was sbe. 

Her dowry was as nothing lo hersmties. 
Still in her teens, and like alovdy 

She grew to womanhood, and between vrot 
Rejected several suitors, just to learn 
How to accept a belter in bis turn. 


cuix. 

And walking out upon die *>«**■'*’• sbe 

The eUff, towards sunset. ^ Iw a 
Imeosible— not dead, but 
Oon Juan, almpai fan.ish d and haU <>»»"'’■ 


JUAN. 


lSt9. 


S^5 


Rut being naked, she was shock'd. >*0*1 know. 

Yet darn'd henelf m common pUy bound. 

As far as in her lay. * to take him in. 

A stranger ’ dying, with so white a skin. 

CTXX. 

But taking him into her fathers house 
Was not exactly the best way tosaeci 
Blit like conveying to the cat the mouse. 

Or people in a trance into (heir grave \ 
Because the good old man had so much veve : 

Unlike the honest Arab thieves so brave, 
lie would have hospitnblv cured the stranger, 
And sold him instantly when out of danger. 

cxxxi. 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin always on her maid relies) 

To place him in the cave for present rest : 

And when at last he open’d his black eyes, 
Tlieir charity increased about their guest ; 

And their compassion grew to such a site, 

\i open'd half the tumplk^gates to heaven^ 
fSt l^ul says, *iis the toll which must be given.) 

cxxxtt. 

They made a fire,— but Such a fire as ihey 
Upon the moment could contrive with such 
!hlaierials ns ^v«re cast up round the bay.— 
Some broken planks, und oars, that to the 
roiu'li 

Were nearly tinder, since so long they lay 
A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch : 

Bui, by God's grace, here wrecks were in such 
plenty. 

That there was fuel to have furnish'd twenty. 
CXXXItt. 

Ho had a bed of furs, and a pelisse. 

For HaiJ^e stripp'd her sables off to make 
His couch ; and that he might be more at ease. 

And warm, in case chance he sho^ awake. 
They also gave a petticoat apiece. 

She and her maid.— and promis^ by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish 
For breakfast, of eggs, coffee, bread, mod fish. 


CXXXIV. 

And thus they left him to his lone repose : 

juan slept like a (op, or Like the d^d. 

W^lio sleep at last, perhaps (God only knows), 
Just for the present ; and in his lull'd bead 
Not even a vision of his former woes 
Throbb'd in accursed dreams, which some* 
times spread 

Unwelcome vidons of our former years. 

Till the eye, cheated, opens (hick with tears. 

cxxxv. 

Young Juan slept all dreamless >-bQ( ibe maid, 
Who smooth d bis pillow, as she left the den 
Look'd back upon hiro, and a moment stay'd. 
And turn'd, Mlieviog that he call'd aga/n. 


He slumber'd ; yet she thought, at least she said 
(The heart will slip even as the tongue and 

P«n). 

He had pronounced her name— but she forgot 
That at this moment Juan knew it not. 

CXXXVI. 

And pensive to her father's house she went, 
lilnjiMning silence strict to Zoe, who 
Bericr than her knew what, in fact, she meant, 
She being wiser by a year or two ; 

A year or two's an age when rightly spent. 

And Zoe spent hers as most women do. 

In gaining all that useful sort of knowledge 
Which is acquired in Nature's good old college. 

CXXXVJI. 

•The mom broke, and found Juan slumberingstiL* 
' Fast in his cave, and nothing clash d upon 
His rest ; the rushing of the neighbouring rill, 
And ihe young beams of the excluded sun, 

I roubled him not. and he might sleep his fill : 

And need he had of slumber yet, for none 
Mad suffer'd more his haidsHips w’ere com 
paratlve 

*l'o those related in luy grandad's MaTralive,* 
CXXXVIK. 

Not so IUmIA*' she sadly toss'd and tumbled, 
And sianeri from her sleep, and, turning o'er. 
Dream d of a i)»ousand wrecks, o'er which sh< 
sinmbkHl. 

And h.indsome corpset strww'd upon the shore; 
Airt woke her maid $0 early that she grumbled, 
And call d her fatlwr'iold slaves up. who swore 
In several oaths— Armenian. Turk, and Greek— 
They knew not wliai to think of such a freak. 

CXXXIX. 

But up she got. and up she made them get, 
With some pretence about the sun. that makes 
jSweet skiesjust when he rises, or is set : 

' And 'tb, no doubt, a sight to see. when breaks 
Bright Phttbus. while the mountains still ere wet 
With mist, and evera bird with him awakes, 
A^ mght IS nung off like a mourning suit 
Worn for a husband— or some other brute. 

cxr,. 

1 say, the sun b a most glorious sight. 

I ve seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 
I have sat up on purpose all (he night, 

Which hastens, as physicians say, one's fate : 
And so all ye who would be in the right 
In health and purse, begin your day to date 
From daybreak, and when coffin'd at fourscore 
Engrave upon the plate, you rose at four. 
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CX1J. 

And lldiJte met the morning face to face : 

lier own waa freshest, ibough a feverish flush 
I [ad dyed it with (iie headlong blood, whose race 
l‘'roin heart to cheek is curb’d into a blusli, 
Ukc (o a torrent which a mountain’s base, 

I'iiat ovcipowers some Alpine river’s rush. 
Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread. 
Or the Red Sea — but the sea is not red. 

CSLtT. ^ 

And down the cli/T tlie island virgin came. I 

And near the cave her ^uick light footsteps! 

drew, I 

While the sun smiled on her with his first flamci ' 
And young Aurora kiss'd her lips with dew. 
Taking her lor a sister ; just il^e same [two. 

Mistake you would have made on seeing ihc 
Although the moriah quite as fresh and fair. 
Had all the advantage, too. of not being air. 

CXLIII. 

And when into the cavern Haidde stepp’d. 

Ail timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
I'hat like an infartt Juan sweetly slept ; 

And (hen she slopp’d, and stood as if in awe 
(For sleep is awful}, and on tiptoe crept. 

And wrap( him closer. Ies4 the air, too raw. 
Should teach his blood ; then o’er him, still as 
death, [drawn breath. 

Bent, with bush’d lips, that drank his scarce* 

exuv. 

And thus, like to an angel o'er the dyin^. 

Who die in righteousness, site leand; and 

there 

All tranquilly the shipwreck'd boy a as lying, 

As o'er him lay the calm and sdriess air : 

But Zoc (he meantime some eggs was frying. 

Kince, after all, no doub( (he vouthful pair 
Must breakfast, and betimes — lest (hey should 
ask it, 

She drew out her provision from the basket. 

CXLV. 

She knew tha( the best feelings must have victual. 
And that a shipwreck’d youth would hungry 
be \ 

Besides, being less in love, she yawn'd a little. 
And felt her veins chill'd by the neighbouring 
sea: 

And so she cook'd their breakfast (o a tiule ; 

I can’t say (hat she gave them any tea ; 

Bu( there were eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, 
honey. 

With Scio wine^and all for love, not money. 

CXLVt. 

And Zoe, when the eggs vrere ready, and 

The coffee made, would fain have waken'd 
Juan; {hand, 

But Haid^ stopp'd her with her quick small 
And without word, a sign her finger drew on 


[Icr Up. which 7oc needs must undersiand ; 

I And. the first breakfast spoilt, prepared a new 
one. 

Because her mistress Mould not let her break 
Tl»t sleep which seem'd as it would ne'er awake 

CXLVlt. 

For still he lay, and on his thin worn cheek 
A purple bKtic play’d, like dying day 
On the snow'tops of distant hills ; the screak 
Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay. 
Where the blue veins look'd shadowy, shnink, 
and weak : 

And bis black curls were dewy with ihc spnj. 
Which weigh'd upon them yet, all damp and »lt, 
Mix’d with the stony vapours of the 

cxLvnx. 

And she bent o’er him, and he lay beneath, 
Hush’d as the bal>e upon its mothers breast, 
Droop’d as the willow when no wjnds can 
breathe, , . 

Lull’d like the depth of ocean when at rest. 
Fair as (he crowning rose of the whole wreain, 
Soft as (he callow cygnet in its nest ; 

In short, he was a sexy pretty fellow. 

Although his woes had turn d mm rather yeiJow. 

CXLIX. 

He woke, and gawd, and would have slept 
But the fair face which met hIS 
Those e>« to close, though weariness ^ 
Had further sleep a further pleasure mace . 
For woman's face was never form d in 
For Juan, so that even when he pray «• . 

He turn’d from grUIy saints and martyrs hairy, 
'fo (he sweet portraits of the Virgin Mary. 

CL, 

And thus upon his elbow he arose. . 

And look^ upon the lady, I" who« cheek 
The pale contended with the puTi'e 
As with an effort she began 
Her eyes were eloqtient, her words 

Altmgh she told him in good modern Ore 
With an Ionian accent low and 
That he was faint, and must not talk, but 

CLl. 

N'ow Juan could not understand a woi<J» 

Bemg DO Grecian ; but he had an »r. 

And her voice was the warble of a bira. 

So soft, so sweet, so delicately j . 

That finer, simpler music ne er ww * 

That sort of sound we echo lone. 

Without knowing why-en 
Whence melody descends as from a inron 

CLIX. 

And Juan gased as one who Is 

By a distant organ, doubting uhejj® 

Not yet a dreamer, till (he spell is 
By the watchman, or some such 
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Or by one’s early valet’s cursed knock : 


At least it is a heavy sound to me. 

Who like a morning slumber— tor the night 
Shows stars and women in a belter light. 

CLTII. 

And Juan, too, was help’d out from his dream, 
Or sleep, or wharsoe er it was, by feeling 
A most prodigious appetite : the steam 
Of Zoe's cookery no doubt was stealing 
Upon his senses, and the kindling beam 
Of the new fire, which Zoe kept up. kneeling, 
To stir her viands, made him quite awake. 

And long for food, but chiefiy a beefsteak. 

CUV. 

But beef is rare within these caless isles ; 

Goal’s Besh there is. no doubt, and kid. and 
mulion ; 

And when a holiday upon them smiles. 

A joint upon their barbarous spits they put on : 
Rut this occurs but seldom, between whiles. 

For some of these are rocks with scarce a hut 
Others are fair and fertile, among whidi, [on ; 
This, though not large, was one of the most rkh. 

CLV. 

[ say that beef is rare, and can't help thinking 
T^at the old fable of the Minotaur— [ing. 
From which our modem morals, nghily shrink* 
Condemn the royal lady’s taste who wore 
A cow’s shape for a mask— was only {sinking 
'I’he allegory) a mere type, no more 
I’hai Pasipline promoted breeding cattle, 

1'o make the Cretans bloodier inWtIe. 

CLVt. 

For we all k&ow that English people are 
I'ed upon beef— I wonl say much of beer, 
Because ’lisUquor only, and being far 
From this my subject, has do business here : 
We know, too, they are very fond of war. 

A pleasure — like all pleasures— rather dear : 
So were (he Cretans— from which \ infer. 

That beef and battles both were owing to her. 

CLV«. 

6ul to resume. The languid Juan raised 
His head upon his elbow, ar.d he saw 
A sight on which he had not lately gazed. 

As all bis latter meals had been quite raw. 
Three or four things, for which tbe Lord he 
praised ; 

And, feeling still the famish'd vulture gnaw, 
He fell upon whaie’er isas offer’d, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 

CLV til . 

He ate, and he was well supplied : and she, 
Who watch’d him Like a mother, would have 
fed 

Him past all bounds, because she smfled to see 
Such appetite in one sbe had deem'rl dead ; 


But Zoe. being older than Haidee. 

Knew {by tradition, for she ne'er had read) 
That famish’d people must be slo^\ly nurst. 

And fed by spoonfuls, else they always burst. 

CLIX. 

And so she took the liberty to stale, 

Rather by deeds than words, bec.'iuse tbe case 
W'as urgent, that the gentleman whose fate 
Had imide her mistress quit her bed to trace 
The sen'shore at this hour, must leave his plate, 
Unless he wish’d to die upon the place— 

She snatch’d it, and refused another morsel, (ill. 
Saying he had gorged enough to make a horse 

ctx. 

Xext (hey— be being naked, sa^^e a tatter'd 
Pair of scarce decent trousers— went to work. 
And in the fire his recent rags they scatter'd, 
And dress’d him, for the present, like a Turk, 
Or Creek- that is. although it not much 
matter'd. 

Omitting turban, slippers, pistols, dirk :— 
They furnish’d him, enure, eacepi some stitches. 
With a clean sliirt. and very spacious breechea 

CLXI. 

And (hen fair Hald^ tried her tongue at speak* 
But not a word could Juan comprehend, [ing, 
Although he listen’d so that the young Greek in 
Her earnestness w’ould ne’er have made an 
And. as he interrupted not, went eking [end ; 

Her sp^h out to her and friend, 

Till pausing at the last her breaih to take, 

She saw he did not understand Romaic. 

CLXII, 

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs. 

And smiles, atrd sparkles of the speaking eye, 
And read {the only book she could) the lines 
Of his fair face, and found, by sympathy, 

The answ er eloquent, where the soul sliji>es, 
And darts in one quick glance a long reply ; 
And thus in every look she saw exprest 
A world of words, and things at which she 
guess'd. 

CLxnt. 

And now. by dint of fingers and of eyes. 

And words repeated after her, he took 
A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise. 

No doubt, less o( her language than her look : 
As he who studies fervently the skies 
Turns oftener to tbe stars than to his book : 
Thus Juan learn'd his alpha beta better 
From Hakim’s glance than any graven letter. 

CLXIV. 

’Tis pleasing to be school'd in a strange congue 
By female lips tod eyes— that is. 1 mean. 
When both tbe uacber and the taugLi are 
young. 

As was the case at least where I have been ' 
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I'hey smile so when one's ri^ht, and when one's 
wrong 

They smile still more, nnd (hen (here intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a chaste kiss 
1 learn d the little that 1 know by this. 

CLXv. 

Th;u is, some words of Spanish, Turk, and 
Italian not at all, having no teachers : (Ureek 
Much English I cannot pretend to speak, 
f^eaming that language chiefly from its 
preachers. 

Barrow, South, Tillotson. whom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers 
Of eloquence in piety and prose ; — 

\ hate your poets, so read none of those. 

CLXV r. 

.Ks for the ladies. I have nought to say : 

A wanderer from the British world of fashiork. 
Where 1, like other * dogs, have had my day,’ 
Like other men, too. may have had my pas- 
sion — 

But that, like other things, has pass'd away, 

And ail her fools whom 1 (ou/d lay the lash on : 
Toes, friends, men, women, now are nought to 
Die, 

But dreams of what has been, no more to be. 
CLXVK. 

Return we to Don Juan. He begun 
To hear new words, and to repeat them ; but 
Some feellnn. universal as the sun. 

Were such as could not in his breast be shut. 
More than within the bosom of a nun : 

He was in love— as you would be, no doubt, 
With A young benefactress— so was she, 

Just in the way we very often see, 

CLXViir. 

And every day by day-break— rather early 
For Juan, who was somewhat fond of rest— 
She came into the cave, but it was merely 
To see her bird reposing in his nest ; 

And she would softly stir his locks so curly. 
Without disturbing her yet slumbering guest. 
Breathing all gently o’er his cheek and mouth, 

As o cr a bed of roses (be sweet south. 

CLXTX. 

Kn6 every mom his colour freshlier came, 

And every day help'd on his convalescence : 
TwAs well, because nealtb in the human frame 
Is pleasant, besides being true love's 
For health and idleness to passion’s flame 
Are oil and gunpowder; and some good lessons 
Are also Icamt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 
Without whom Venus will not loag attack us. 

cucx. 

While Venus fills the heart (without bean, really. 
Love, though good always, is not quite so 
good), 


Ceres presents a plate of venuicelli— 

For love must be sustain’d like flesh and 
Wood— , 

While Bacchus pours out wine, or hands a jelly « 
Eggs, oysters, too. are amatory food ; 

But who is (heir purveyor from above, (Jove, 
Heaven knows- it may be Neptune, Pan, or 

CLXXl. 

When Juan woke, he found some good ihinp 
ready, 

A bath, a breakfast, and the finest eyes 
That ever made a youthful heart less sieadyi 
Besides her maid’s, as pretty for their site- 
But 1 have spoken of all this already— 

Arid repetition’s tiresome and unwise,— 
Well— Juan, after bathing in the sea. 

Came always back to coffee and Haid^ 

CLX Xti. 

Boih were so young, and one so lDnwnt» 

That bathing pass’d for nothing I Juan seem 
To her. as 'iwere. the kind of being «nt. 

Of whom these two years she had ftigo*'/ 
d ream'd, , 

A something (o be loved, a ctca lure meant 
To be her happiness, and whom she deem o 
To render happy : all w ho joy would win 
Must share U— Happiness was bom a twin. 

CLXXCIt. 

It was such pleasure to behold him. such 
bnUrgement of existence (o 
Nature with him. to thrill beneath his 

To watch him slumbering, and to see n 

wake : t, 

To live with him for ever were too muf' v . ^ 
But then the thought of parting made 
quake. 

He was her own, her ocean-treasure, » 

Uke a rich wreck-hcr first love, and her last 

CLXXIV. 

And thus a moon roll’d on, and Mr HaW^e 
Paid daily visits to her boy. and i w 
Such plentiful precautions, ihot sou ne 
Remain’d unknown within his crag^ D 
At last her father’s prows put out 

For certain merchantmen u^n the looa. 

Noi as of yore to carry off an lo. 

But Ibrte Ragusan vessels bound W oetv 

CLXXV. 

Then came her freedom, for she 
So that her father being at se^ ™ 

Free as a manied woman, or such ow 
Female, as where she bkes may 
Without even (he encumbrance ol a^ 

The freest she that cm ga^ 

. speak pt Christian 

Where wives a* least are seldom kept w S 
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CLXXVI. 

Now she prolong’d her visUs and her talk 
(For they must talk), and h« had leami lo say 
So much as to propose to take a walk ; 

For little had he wander'd »nce the day 
On which, like a young flower snapp’d from the 
stalk. 

Drooping and deviy on the beach he lay : 

And thus they walk'd out in the a/iemoon. 

And saw the sun set opposite tlie moon. 

CLXXVlt. 

It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast. 

With clifls above, and a broad sandy shore. 
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by a host. 

Wit h here and there a creek , whuse aspect wore 
A better welcome to the tempest^rost ; 

And rarely ceased the haughty billows’ roar, 
Save on the dead long summer days, which make 
The outstretch'd ocean glitter Like a lake. 

CLXZVIlt. 

And the small ripple spilt upon the beach 
Sc.nrccly o'erp^'d the cream of your eham* 
paCTje. 

Wlien oer the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 

The spring'dew of the spirit I the heart's rain I 
Few things surpass old wine ; and they may 
preach (in vain~ 

Who please— the more because thev preach 
Let us have wine and women, mirth and Laughter, 
Sennons and sods'water the day after. 

CLXXiX. 

[ Man, being reasonable, must get drunk ; 

[ Ihe l«st of life Is hut intoxication : 

' Glory, the grape, love, gold. In these are sunk 
The hopes of all men, and of every nation ; 
Without tnelr sap. how branchless were t he t runk 
Of life's susmge tree, so fruitful on occasion : 
But to return.— Get very drunk : and when 
You wake with headache, you shall see what then. 

CLXXX. 

Ring for your valet— bid him quickly bring 
Some hock and soda* water, then yoiaW krtow 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes the great king ; 

r or not the blest sherbet sublimed with snow. 
Nor the first sparkle of the desert spring. 

Nor Burgundy In all its sunset glow. 

After long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter. 

Vie with that draught of hock and sOda-water. 


f Burgundy In its sunset glow, 
long travel, ennui, love, or slaughter. 


CLXXXt. 

The coast— I think It was the coast that I 
Was just describing— Yes. it teur ibe coast — 
Lm at this period qutet as the sky. 

*rhe sands untumbled, the blue vravea uniosi. 
And ^1 was stillness save the $ea*bird’s cry. 

And dolphin's leap, and liiite Ullow crost 
By some kiw rock or shelve, (hat made It fret 
Against (he boundary it scarcely wet 


CLXXXtI. 

And forth they wander’d, her sire b«ng gone. 
As 1 have said, upon an expedition ; 

And mother, brother, guardian, she had none. 

Save 2oe. who, although with due precision 
She walled on her daily with the sun. 

Thought daily service was her only mission. 
Briefing warm water, wreathing her long tresses. 
Artd asking omv and then for cast-off dresses. 

CLXXXiit. 

It was the cooling hour, just w hen the rotindcd 
Red sun sinks dow’n behind the azure hill. 
Wiilch then seems as if the whole earth it 
hounded. 

Circling all nature, hush'd, and dim, and still. 
With tlic far moun(ain<fescerii half surrounded 
On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 
Upon the other, and the rosy sky. 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye 

CLXXXIV. 

And thus th» wander'd forth, and hand in hand. 

Over the shining pebblea and the shells. 
Glided along the smooth ar»d harden'd s.uid. 

And in tite worn and Mild receptacles 
Work’d by the storms, yet work’d as it were 
plann'd. 

In hollow halls, with sparry roofs and cells. 
They turn'd sO rest ; and. each clasp'd by an arm. 
Yielded to the deep twilight's purple charm. 

ctxxxv. 

They look'd up to the sky, whose floating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright ; 
They gazed upon the glittering sea below. 
Whence the brood moon rose circling Into 
sight ; [loM*, 

They heaid the waves splash, and the wli^ so 
And saw each other's dark eyes darting light 
Into each ocher— and. beholding (his. 
llieir lips drew near, and clung into a kiss. 

CLXXXVI. 

A long, long kia. a kiss of youth and love. 

And beauty, all concentrating like rays 
Into one focus, kindled from above : 

Such kisses as belong to eariy days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert 
move, 

And the blood's lava, and the pulse a blaze. 
Each kiss a heartniiuake.— for a kiss’s strength. 

I think, it must be reckon’d by its length. 

aJCxsvii. 

By length t mean duration ; thdrs endured 
Heaven knows liow long — do doubt (hey never 
reckon’d : 

And if (liey had. they could not have secured 
The sum of ihdr sensadons to a second ; 
They had not spoken ; but they fell allured. 

As If their souls and lips each other beckon'd. 
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Which, being join'd, like swjtming bees (hey 
vlung^ (sprung. 

I heir hearts (he flowers from whence (he honey 


CLXXXvni. 


They were alone, bui no( alone as they 
_ Who shui in chambers think it loneli 


loneliness 


The sileni ocean, and (he starlight bay, 

.Ke which i, 


And hell, and purgatory— but forgot 
Just in the very crisis she should not. 

CXCIV. 

They look upon each other, and il^ir 
Gleam in the moonlight ; and her white arm 
clasps 

Round Juan's head, and his around hers lies 


Around them, made them to each other press, 
As if there were no life beneath the sky 
Save (heirs, arid that their life could never die. 


sits u|K>n his knee, and drinks his sighs. 
He hers, until they end in broken gasps ; 
And thus they form a group that's quue antique. 
Half nake^l. loving, natural, and Greek, 


ctxxxcx. 


They fear'd no eyes norearson that lone beach. 

I hey fell no terrors from die night ; they were 
All in all to each other : tliough iheir speech 


And ivhen 
pass'd. 


cxcv. 

ihose deep and burning 


moments 


, I And I luin sink to sleep within her arms, 

broken words, they thov^ht a language Sl« slept not, but ad icntJerly. though fast, 

' * bnstam d his head upon her bosom S charms : 


there . 

And all the burning tongues (he passions teach 
Pound in one sigh the best inteiprcicr 
Of nature's oracle-first love,— that all 
Which Eve has left her daughters since her fall. 


GXC. 


And now' and ihcn her eye to heaven is cast. 
And ilicn on the pale cheek her breast now 
w'anns. 

I’iUow'd on her o’erilow'ing heart, which psnts 
With all it granted, and with all it grants. 

CXCVI. 

An infant when it gazes on the Hght. 

A child the mom cm when it drains the breast. 
A devotee when soan the Host in sight, 

A miser filling his most hoarded chest, 


llaldde spoke not of scruples, ask'd no vows. 
Nor ofTer’d any ; she had never Jicard 
Of plight and promises to be a spouse, 

Or perils by a loving maid iiicurr'd : 

She was all which pure ignorance allows, 


And. never having dreamt of falsehood, she 
Had not one worcl to say of consr.im y. 

cxcr. 

She loved, and \vu beloved— she adored, 

And she w as worshipp'd ; after nature s I 
fashion, 

Their intense souls, into each other pour d. 


Feel rapture ; but not such true joy aie reaping. 
As they who watch o'er what they luve «hiJ< 
sleeping. 

CXCVII. 

For (here it lies, so tranquil. SO beloved : 

All that it haih of life with us is living ; 


If souls could die, had perish'd in (hat pns* I So gentle, stirless, helpless, and unnioyi^, 


ijon — 

Dut by degrees their senses were restored. 

Again to be o'crcome. again to dash on ; 
And. beating 'gainst hu b^m. Haidte's heart 
Kelt as if never more to beat apart. 

CXCII. 

Aliu I they were so young, so beautiful. 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
Was that in w hich the heart is always full, 
And, having o'er itself no further power. 
Prompts deeds eternity cannot annul. 

But pays off moments in an endless show’er 
Of helhfire— all prepared for people giving 
Pleasure or pain ro one another living. 

CXCItl. 

Alas for Juan and Hnidde I they were 
So loving and so lovely— till then never, 
Excepting our fii^t parents, such a pair 

Had run the risk of being damn'd for ever : 
And Haid^, being devout as well sis fair. 


And all unconscious of ihe joy M giving 
All it hath felt, infllcced. pass'd, and proveii, 
Hush'd Into dcptlis beyond the watcher* 

There lies^^the (bing we love, with all Its 
And all iu charms, like death wlihout ns wmuis- 

CXCVIJI, 

The lady watch'd her lover-and that UQ\;r 
Of Lo'W's, and Night's, and Ocean s soUmtfe. 
O'erflow'd her soul with iheir united 
I Amidst the barren sand and rocks soruae 
I Site and her wave-worn Jove had made^i^^^ 

Where nought upon (heir passion 
And all the stars that crowded (he blue space, 
nothing happier than her glowing tace. 

cxcix. 

Alas, the love of women 1 it is known 
To be a lovely and a fearful thing I 
For all of thciia upon that die is thrown . 


... WVtI.K UBVWUl « well m lAU, 14 V. 

Had doubtless beani about the Stygian river, | And if 'tis life bath no more to nnw 
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To Uiem but mockeries of the post alone, 

And their i^venge is as the tiger's sprug. 
Deadly* and qiuck, and crushing : yet, as real 
Tortuie is thein— what they infiict (bey feel. 

cc 

They are right : for man to man so oft onjust. 

U always so to women : one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their tnist : 

Taught to conceal, thnr bursting beans de- 
Over (heir idol, till some wealthier lust [spond 
Buys them in marri^e^and what rests be- 
yond 1 

A thnnkicss husband, next a faithless lover, 
I'ben dressing, nursing, praying, ami all's over. 

cci. 

Souie lake a lover, some drams or pm)^^. 
Some mind their household, others dissipa- 
tion ; 

Some run away, and but exchange their cares, 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ; 
Few changes e'er can better their iflain, 
rimirs being an unnatural situation. 

From the dull palace to (he dirty hovel ; 
borne play the devil, and then write a novel. 

ecu. 

Kaidee was Nature's bride, and knew not (his ; 
Hald^ was passion's child, born where the 
sun 

Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 
Of his gaselle-eyed daughters ; she was one 
Made but to love, to feel that she was his 
Who was her chosen : what was said or done 
Elsewhere was nothing.— bha had nought to 
fear, [Afrf. 

Hope, care, nor love beyond— ber heart beat 

coin. 

And oh t that quickening of ihc heart, (hat bea( I 
How much it costs us I yet each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effiset so sweet. 

That Wisdom, ever on the watch to rob 
Joy of its alchemy, and to repeat [job 

Fine truths ; even Conscience, too, has a tough 
To make us understand ench good old maxim, 
bo good— 1 wonder Castlereagh don't tax 'em. 

cciv. 

And DOW '(was done— on the lone shore were 
plighted (sbed 

Their hearts ; the stars, (heir nuptial torches, 
Beauty upon the beautiful they lighted : 

Ocean their witness, and the cave their bed. 
By their owo feelings hallow’d and united. 
Their priest was Solitude, and they were wed : 
And they were happy, for to (hdr young eyes 
Each was aa angd, asd earth paradise. 

CC7. 

Ob, Ijyre I of whom great Cesar was the suitor, 
Tiius the master, Mtony (be slave ; 


Horace, Catullus, scholars, Ovid tutor, 

Sappho the sage blue-stocking, in w hose grave 
All tb^ may leap who rather would be neuter— 
(Lcucadla s ro» still overlooks the wave)— 

Ob, Love ! thou art the very god of evil ; 

For, after all, vre cannot call thee devil. 

ccvi. 

Thou mak'st the chaste connubial state pre* 
carious, 

And festest with the brows of mightiest men ; 
Cssarand Pompey, Mahomet, iWlisarius. 

Hav« mud) employ d the muse of history's 

pen: 

Their lives and fortunes were extremely various, 
buch worthies l ime w ill never see again ; 

Vet to tiMse four in three things the same luck 
holds, 

'They all were heroes, conquerors, and cuckolds. ✓ 
cevtt. 

Thou mak'st philosophers ; (here’s Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a materia] crew I 
Who (0 immoral courses would allure us 
By theories quite practicable too : 

If only from the devil they w’Ould ensure us. 

How pleasant were the maxim (not quite new*), 

' Eat, drink, and love ; what can the KSt avail 
So said the royal sage Sardanapalus. [tis^ ' 

CCVtII. 

But Juan ! had he quite forgotten Julia? 

And should he have forgotten her so soon ? 

I can't biit say it seems to me most truly a 
Peri^xing question ; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us. and whenever newly a 
Strong palpetatioQ rises, ’(is her boon. 

Else how the devil U It lha( fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human crea* 
(ures? 

cctx. 

I hate inconslancy- 1 loathe, detest. 

Abhor, condemn, abjure, the mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay, (hat in his bieast 
No pennanent founoation can be laid : 

Love, constant love, has been my constant guest : 

And ye( last night, being at a masquerade, 
t saw (he preitiest creature, fresh from Milan, 
Which gave ine some sensations like a villain, 

ccx. 

But soon Philosophy came to my aid. 

And whisper* d , * Thin k of every sacred tie ! ' 

' I will, my dear Philosophy I ' I said, 

* Bui (hen her (eeih. and (hen, 0 Heaven, her 
rU just inquire if she be w ife or maid, [eye ! 

Or neitber— out of curiosity.’ 

‘ Stopr cried Philosophy, with air so Grecian, 
(Thcrugb sbe was ruasqued then as a fair Ven^ 
tian). 

CCXI. 

'Stopr So I stopp'd.- Bui to return: (bat 
Men call ineoDSCaiicy is nothing more fwhich 
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I han admiration, due where Nature's rich 
Profusion with young beauty covers o'er 
Some favour’d object : and as in the niche 
A lovely statue we almost adore, 

This sort of admiration of the real 
Is but a heightening of the h<au idetl. 

CCXtI. 

Tis the perception of the beautiful. 

A dne exten^on of the faculties. 

Platonic, universal, wonderful, [skies. 

Drawn from the stars, and filter’d through the 
Without which life would be ext remly dull ; 

in short, It is the use of our ow*n eyes. 

With one or two small senses added, just 
To bint that flesh is form'd of fiery dust. 

CCXriT. 

Yet 'is a painful feeling, and unwilling. 

For surely if we always could perceit« 

III the same object graces quite as killing 
As when she rose upon us like an Eve. [ling 
Twould save us many a heartache, many a shil* 
(For we must gel them anyhow, or gn«>‘e) ; 
Whereas. If one sole lady pleased fottvtr. 

How pleasant for the heart as well as liter 1 

CCXrV. 

The heart is like the sky. a part of heaven. 

But changes night und day. too. like the sky ; 


Now o'er it clouds and thunder must be driven, 
And darkness and destruction as on high : 
But when it hath been scorch’d, and pierced, 
and riven. 

Its storms expire in w'ater'drops ; the eye 
Pours forth at last the heart’s blood turn'd to 
tears. 

\>'hich make the English climate of our years, 

eexv. 

I’he liver is the latarei of bile. 

But very rarely executes Its function ; 

For the first passion stays there such a while, 
That all the rest creep in and form a junction, 
Like knots of vipers on a dunghill's soil, 

Rage. fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunc' 
lion, 

So that all mischiefs spring up from this enrrail. 
Like earthquakes from the hidden fire caH d 
* eeniraJ.' 

CCXVf. 

In the meantime, without proceeding more 
In this anatomy, I’ve finish’d now 
Two hundred and odd stansas as before. 

That being about the number I'll allow 
Each canto of the (weh'C, or ivvemy-fviir : 

AimI laying dow'n my pen. I make my how, 
I.eavmg Don Juan and Haid^ to pkad 
For them and ihcirs wUh all who deign lo lead. 
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1 . 


Hail. Musel rfre/e/'cT.—Welefi Juan sleeping, 
Pillow’d upon a fair and happy breast, [ing. 
And watch'd by eyes that never yet knew «‘eep- 
And loved a young heart, too deeply blest 
To feel the poison through her spirit cre^ng. 

Or know who rested there, a foe to rest 
Had soil'd the current of her Unless years, 

And turn'd her pure heart’s purest blood to lean I 

ti. 

Oh. Love ! what is it, in this world of ours. 
Which makes It fatal to be loved ? Ah i whv 
With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy 
bowers. 

And made thy best Interpreter a sigh } 

As those who dote on odours pluck the flowers. 
And place them on their breast— but pbee to 
di^- 

TI 1 US ihe frail beings we would fondly cherish, 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish. 

ITI. 

In her first pasdon. woman loves her lover ; 

In all the others all she loves s love. 


Which grows a habit she can ne'er get over, 

I And fits her loosely— like an easy glove. 

I As you may find, whene'er you like to prove her. 
' One man alone at first her heart can move ; 
She then prefers him in the plural number. 

Not finding that the additions much eocumber. 

tv. 

I k now not if the faul l be men's or theirs 
But one things pretty sure: a woman 
planted— . 

(Unless At once she plunge for life In pmyersj 
After a decent time must be g^tant^ : 
Although, no doubt, her first o? love . 

Is that to which her heart Is wholly 
Yet there are some, they say, who have Mfl 

But those who have ne'er end with only 

V. 

Tis melanch^y and a fearful sign 
I Of hum.in frailty, folly, also enme. 

I That love and marriage rarely can 

Although they both are boro in ^c sa^ cm^- 
Marriage from love. Uke vinegar ftw 
A sad, sour, sober beverage— by time 
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Is sharpen'd from its high celestial flavour, 
Down to a very homely household avour. 

y\. 

There's something of antipathy, as 'twere. 

Between th«r present and their future state ; 
A kind of fiatiery that's hardly hur 

Is used until the truth anives too late— 

Yet what can people do, except despair? 

The same things change their names at such 
a rate ; 

Kor instance^passion in a lover's glorious, 

But in a husband is pronounced utiorious. 

VII. 

Klen grow ashamed of .being so very fond ; 

I'hey sometimes also get a little lirctl 
{Hut that, of course, is rare), and then despond : 

The same things cannot always be admired, 
Yet 'tis 'so nominated In the bond,' 

That both are tied till one shall have exfdred. 
Sad thought I to lose the spouse that was adorn* 
ing 

Our days, and put one's servants into mourning. 

Vllf. 

There's doubtless something In domestic doings, 
Which forms, in bet, true love's aniithe^ ; 
Romaitces paints at full length people’s wooings, 
But only give a bust of marriages : 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings, 
I’here's nothing wrong in a connubnl kiss. 
Think you, if Laura had been retrarcli’s wife, 
He would have written sonnets all his life? 

IX. 

All tragedies are hmsh’d by a death ; 

All comedies arc ended oy a marriage : 

The future stales of both are left to faith, 

For authors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come of borh, or fall beneath, 
And then both worlds would punish ihdrmiS' 
carriage: [tttdy. 

So leaving each (heir priest and prayer-bo^ 
They say do more of Dath or of the Lady. 

X. 

The only two tliat In my recollection (are 
Have sung of heaven and hell, or marriage. 
Dante * and Milton, t and of both the aflbciioo 
Was hapless in their nuntials, for sorne bar 
Of fault or temper ruin'd the connection 
(Such thinp, in fact, it don't ask much to 
But Dante's Beatrice and Milton's Eve [mar) : 
Wert no( drawn from their spouses, you 
conceive. 

XI. 

Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistress^I, 


* DccteulU bit »ir«, la tSe /n/irrm, • La Soa amSc.' 

f MUioa'ft SrM wtfe na avay hiia •niteiba frw 
oieatS U *Se aiS m(. wliac aohM MSt** have Osm 1 


Although my opbion may require apology, 
Deem this a commentator's phantasy ; [he 
Unless, indeed, it was from his own knowledge 
Decided thus, and sbow'd good reason why : 
I think that Dante's more abstruse ecstatics 
Meant to personify the mathematics. 

XII. 

HaidM and Juan were not married ; but 
The fault was theirs, not mine : it U not fur. 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to put 
The blame on me, unleu you wish they w’cre ; 
Then if you'd have them w^ded, ple.ise to shut 
The book which treats of this eironeous pair. 
Before the consequences grow too aw ful ; 

Tis dangerous to read of loves unUw ful. 

xni. 

Yet they were happy— happy in the illicit 
Indulgence of their innocent desires : 

But more imprudent grown with every visit. 

Haki^ foigoi the island was her sire’s : 

When vre have what we like, 'tis hard to miss it, 
At least in the beginning, ere one tires ; 

Thus she came often, noi a nmment losing. 
Whilst her piraiical papa was cruising. 

XIV. 

I<t not his mode of raising cash seem strange, 
Although he Aeeced the Hags of every nation ; 
For into a prime minisier but change 
His title, and 'tis nothing but taxation ; 

BujJie. more modest, look a humbler range 
Of life, and in an lionester vocation 
Pursued o'er tlw high sea^ his watery Journey, 
And merely praciucd as a sea -attorney. 

XV. 

1 lie good old gentleman had been detain'd 
By winds and waves, and some imporianl 
captures : 

And. in the hope of more, at sea remain'd. 
Although a squall or two had damp’d bis 
raptures, 

By swampog one of the prises ; he had chain'd 
His prisoners, dividing them like chapters. 

Id number'd lots : they all had cuffs and collara ; 
And a>‘eruged each from ten to a hundred dollars. 

XVI. 

Some he disposed of off Cape Matapau, 

Among his friends the Mainots : some he sold 
To his 1 unis correspoDdenis, save one man 
Toss'd overboard, unsaleable (being old); 

Tlw rest— save here and there some richer one, 
Reserved Ibr future ransom— in the hold. 
Were link'd alike; as for the common people, he 
Had a large order from the Dey of Tripoli. 

XVII. 

11>e merchandbe was served in the same way 
Pieced out for different marts in the Levant 
Except some certain portions of ilie prey, 
light classic articles of female want. 
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French $tuf^. Uce» tweezers, toothpicks, teapot, 
GuiUrs And castanets from Alicaot. [tray. 
All which selected from the spoil he gathers, 
Robb d for hU daughter by the best ot fathers. 

xvtit. 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiff, a mackaw. 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens. 
He chose from several animals he saw-^ 

A terrier, loo, which once had been a Briton's, 
Who dying on the coast of Ithnci, [pittance ; 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a 
'I'hese to secure in this strong blowing weather, 
Me caged in one huge hamper all together. 

XIX. 

Then having settled his marine affairs 
Despatching single cruisers here and there. 
His vessel having need of some repairs, [fair 
He shaped his course to where his ilatighier 
Continued still her hospitable cares ; 

But that part of the coast being shoal and bare. 
And rough with reefs which ran out many a mile. 
His port lay on the other side o’ the isle. 

XX. 

And there he went ashore without delay. 

Having no custom*bousc nor quarantine 
I'o ask him awkward questions on the way. 

About the time and place where he bad bMti : 
He left his ship to be hove down next day. 

With orders to the people to careen ; 

So that all hands were busy Ix^yond measure. 
ill getting out goods, ballast , guns, and treasure. 

XXI. 

Arriving at the summit of a hill 
Whi^ overlook’d the w hite walls of his home, 
He stoppd— What singular emotions hll 
’Fheir bosoms w’ho have been IndiKcd to roam! 
With fluttering doubts if all be well or ill— 

With love for many, .ind with fears for some ; 
All feelings which o'ericap the years long lost. 
And bring our hearts back to their siariing*post. 

XXII. 

The approach of home to husbands and to sires. 
After long travelling by land or water. 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires— 

A female family's a serious matter; 

(None trusts the sex more, or so much admir es 
Bui they hale flattery, so 1 never flatter d 
W'ives in their husbands* absences grow sucMier, 
And daughters sometimes run off with the butler. 

XXIll. 

An honest gentleman, at his return. 

May not have the good fortune of Ulysses : 
Vol all loQB matrons for their husbands mourn. 
Or show tbe same dislike to suitors* kisses ; 
¥he odds are that he finds a handsome urn 
To bis memory— and two or three )‘ouiig 
nissea 


Bom to some friend, who holds bis wife and 
riches-* 

And that A/s Argus bites him by— the breeches. 

I XXIV. 

If single, probably his plighted fair 
H.is in his absence wedded some rich miser ; 
But all the belter, for the happy pair 
May quarrel, and, ihe lady growing wiser. 

He may resume his amatory care 
As cavalier servente, or despise her ; 

And that his sorrow may not be a dumb one, 
Write odes on tlie Inconstancy of Woman. 

XXV. 

And oh * ye gemlemen who have already 
Some chaste //arson of the kind— I mean 
Ar» honest friendship with a married lady— 

'I'he only thing of this sort ever seen 
To last— of all connections the most steady, 

And the true Hymen (t he first’s but a screen)— 
Yet, for all that, keep not too long away. 

I've known the absent wrong’d four limes a day. 

XXVI. 

Lambro, our sea*soUcjtor, who had 
Much less experience of dry land than ocean, 
On seeing his own chuiiney-smoke, felt glad : 

But not knowing metaphysics, had no notion 
Of the true reason of his not being sad. 

Or that < f any other strong emotion ; 

He loved Ids child, and would have wept ihe 
k4s of her. 

But knew the cause no more than a philosopher* 
xxvir. 

He saw his while walls shining in the sun. 

His f.arden trees all shadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulers light bubbling run. 

I hedisiani dog*bark : and perceived, between 
The umbmge of the wood, so coo! and dun. 

The moving figures, and the sparkling sheen 
Of arms (in the East all arm)— and various <l) es 
Of colour’d garbs, as bright as butterflies. 

XXV nr. 

And as the spot w here they appear he nears, 
Surprised at these unwonted signs of idling. 

He hcar^alas ! no music of the spheres, 

But an unhallow'd earthly sound of fiddling! 

A melody which made him doubt hh ears, 

The cause being post his guessing or ua- 
' riddling ; 

A ppe. too. and a drum, and shortly alter, 

A most uDorienul roar of laughter. 

XXIX. 

And still more neariy to the place advancing, 
E>escending rather quickly the d«bvi(y. 
llirough the waved DixnrAcs, o’er the green 
sward glancing, . . 

'klidst other indicarions of festivity, 

Sc^*ing a iro^ of his domestics dancing 
Like dervises. who rura as on a pivot, Be 


57^ 


DOtr J(JAS. 


IS21 


SLI. 

You're wron^— He was the mildest mesDer'd 
man 

That ever scuttled ship or cut a throat ; 

With such true breeding of a gentleman. 

You never could divine his reui thought; 

No courtier could, and scarcely woman can 
Gird more deceit within a petticoat ; 

Pity he loved adventurous life’s variety. 

He was so great a loss to good sockiy. 

XLII. 

Advancing to the nearest dinner-tray. 

'I'apping the shoulder of the nighol guest. 
With a peculiar smile, w’hich, by the way, 

B^ed no good, whatever it express'd. 

He ask’d the meaning of this holiday. ’ 

The vinous Greek, to whom he had address’d 
His question, much too merry to divide 
I’he questioner, hll'd up a glass of wine. 

XLttr. 

And. without turning hU facetious head, 

Over h($ shoulder, with a Bacchant air. 
Presented the o’erflowing cup. arKl said. 

'Talking’s dry work. I have no time to spare.’ 
A second hieeup’d, * Our old master’s dead : 

You’d better ask our mistress who's his heir.’ 

' Our mistress I ' quoth a third. ' Our mistress I— 
pooh I— 

You mean otir master — not the old. bul new.* 
XLfV. 

Ihcse rascals, being new comets, knew not 
whorrt 

I hry thus address'd— and l^mbto’s visage 
And o er his eye a luomeniary gloom (fell— 
IhtfS’d ; but he strove quite courteously to quell 
I'he expression, and. endeavouring to rifiume 
His smile, requested one of them to tell 
The name and quality of bis new patron. 

Who seem’d to have turn’d Haidde into a 


matron. 
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' 1 know not,’ quoth the fellow. ' who or uhat 
He Is, nor whence he came— and little care ; 
But this 1 know, that this roast capon's fat. 

And that g^ wine ne’er wash’d down better 
And if yon are not satisfied with chat, Hare ; 

Direct your questions to my o^ghbour there ; 
He'll answer aU for better or for worse. 

For none likes more to hear himself converse.’ * 


> aispMi« aSor ' Sil*/c*nc. • <Or (d 
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XLVI. 

I said (hat Lambro tvas a man of patience. 

And certainly he show’d the best of breeding. 

Which scarce even France, the paragon of 
nations, 

E'er saw her most polite of sons exceeding. 
He bore these sneers against his near relations, 
His own anxiety, his heart, too, bleeding, 

The insults, too, of every servile glutton. 

Who all the time was eating up his mutton. 

XLVit. 

Now in a person used to much comm and*— 

To Ud men come, and go. and come again— 
To see his orders done, too, out of hand— 
Whetlkcr ihe word was death, or but the 
chain— 

I I may seem strange to find his manners bland ; 
Yet such things arc, which 1 can not explain, 

Though doubtless he who can command himself 
good to govern— almost as a Guelf. 

XLVIt], 

Not that he was not sometimes rash or so. 

But never in his real and serious mood : 

Then calm, concentrated, and still, and slow. 

He lay coil'd like the boa in the wood : 

With him it never was a w*ord and blow. 

His angry word once o’er, he shed no blood » 
But In his silence there was much to rue. 

And Ills c#r blow leA little work for riM. 

xux. 

He ask’d no further questions, and proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way. 

So that the few who met him hardlv heeded. 

So little they expMted him that day ; 

If love patemm in his bosom pleaded 
For naldtfe’s sake, is more than 1 can say. 

But ceruinly to one deem'd dead, returning, 
lliis revel seem'd a curious mode of mourning. 


If all the dead could now return to Ufe, 

(Whkb God forbid I) or some, or a greet 
many ; 

For in stance, if a husband or bis w ife 
(Nuptial examples areas good as any). 

No doubt, wbateer might be their former 8tn:«* 
The present weather would be much murt 

Tean^l^ Into the grave of the connect ion 
Would share most probably its rtsurrecuon. 

LI. 

He enter’d in the house no more 
A thing to human feelings the most uymgi 
And harder for the heart to overrtm^ • 

Perhaps, than even the menUl ^ 

To find OUT beartbsUme tuni d > - 

And rouDditsonce warn precincts palely lying 

The ashes of our hopes, Is a piei 

Beyond a single gentleman s bebci 
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He enter'd in (he hons^^his tiome no Tn«xe : 

For without hearts there is no home.^^d 
The solitude of passing his ovm door [fell 
Without a weloome : Iktn he tong had dwelt ; 
There his few peaoeful days Time had swept 


oer 


There his warm bosom and keen eye would 
Over the innoee&ee of that sweet chitd. [melt 
HU only shrine of feelings undehled. 


LIII. 


He was a man of a strange ternpeiament. 

Of mild demeanour, ihwgh of savage mood. 
Moderate in all his habits, and eontcnt 
With temperance in pleasure, as in food. 
Quick lu perceive, and strong to bear. ar>d meant 
For something better, if not wholly good ; 

HU country’s wrongs, and his despair to save 
her, 

Had stung him from a slave to an enslaver. 


LTV. 


The love of power, and rapid gain of gokl. 

The hardness ty long habitude prodiicvil. 
The dangerous life in which he had grown old 
The mercy he had granted ofi abused. 

The siglits he was accustom'd to behold. 

The wild seas, and wild men with wl>oin he 
cruised. 

Had cost his enemies a long repentance, fance. 
And mode him a good (hend. out bad acquaint- 


LV. 


But something of the spirit of old Greece 
Flash'd o'er his soul a few her^c cays, 

Such as lit onward to the Golden Fleece 
HU predecessors in the CokhUn days ; 

TU true he had no ardent love for peace 

Alas I his country show'd no path to praise 
Hate to the world and war with every nation 
He waged, in vengeance of her degradation. 


LVI. 


Still 0 er his mind the influence of the dime 
Sited its Ionian elegance, which show'd 
Its power unconsciously full many a time— 
A taste seen in the choke of his ab^ 

A love of music and of scenes sublime ' 

A pleasure In the gentle stream that flow'd 
Past him in crystal, and a joy in flowers. 
Bedew'd hU spirit In his calmer hours 


LVtI. 


But whatsoe'er he had of love, reposed 
On th«l Moved djughicr ; dw h«) been 
The only ihlng which kept his heui unclosed 
Amidst the savage deeds he h«l done and 
A lonely, pure acTection unopposed ' fsen * 
wanted but the loss of chU to w^ ’ 
His feeUngs from all miik of human kindness. 
And turn him, like the Clycops. mad with blind- 
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The cubiess tigress, in her jungle raging, 

U dreadful to the shepherd and the flock ; 
The ocean, when its yeasty war is waging. 

Is awful ro the vessel near the rock ; 

Bui viokftt things w ill sooner bear assuaging. 

Ilieir fury being spent by its own shock, 
Than the stem, single, deep, and wordless ire 
Of a strong human heart, and in a sire. 


LiX. 


It is a hard, although a common case, 

To find our children running restive— they 
In whom our brightest days we would retrace 
^ Our linie selves re-form'd in iin-r cloy, 
ijusi as old age is creeping on apace, 

And ckwHts come o'er the sunset of our day 
“nwy kindly leave us. Ihotigh not rjulie atone, 
nm in good company— the gout or si one. 


LX. 


Yet a fine family is a fine thing 
(Provifled they don' I come in after dinner} • 

1 W.uitiful to see a matron bring (her) 
Her children up (If nursing them don't thin 
lake cIhuuU rewind an altar-piece, they cling 
I o rl» firc-side (a sight to touch a sinner). 

A kuly with her daughters or her nieces 
hhine like a guinea and seven-shilling pieces. 


LXT. 


Old I.ambfo pass'd unseen a private gale. 

And stood within his hall at eventide ; 
Meantime the lady and her lover sate 
At wassail in ihcir beauty and their pride • 
An ivory inlaid t.ible spread with state 
Defwre (hem. and fair skives on every side • 
Gems. gold, and silver form'd the service mostly 
Motlier-of-pearl and coral the less costly. 


LXII. 

Die dinner made about a hundred dUhes : 

Umb and pistachio nuts— in slwri, all meals. 
And s^ron soups, and sweetbreads ; and the 
n»es 

Were of the finest that e'er flounced in n'is, 
Oral 10 a Sybarites most pamper'd wishes ; 

1 he beverage was various sherbets 
W raisin, wage, and pomegranate juice, 
Squwzed through the rind, which makes it best 
for use. 


LX1TT. 


The«^ere ranged round, each in its crystal 

And fruits and date-bread loaves clc^'^e 
And ^^ocha s berry, from Arabia pure. 

I n small 6 im China cups, came in at last : 

C^cups of fi igree, made to secure [placed. 
rtISS ^ laming underneath them 
saffron too ware boil'd 
Up with the coffee, which (1 think) they sp«l'd 
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t.xtv. 

T he hangings of Ihc room were lapeslry. maUc 
Of volvci panels, each of different hue, 

And chick with damask flowers of silk inlaid ; 

And round them ran a yellow border too ; 
The upper border, richly wrought, display’d, 
Embroider'd delicately o'er with blue, 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters. 

From poets, or the moralists their betters. 

LXV. 

These Oriental writings on the wall, 

Quite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors adapted io recall [mind 

Like skulls at Memphian banciuets. to the 
The words w hich shook Belshas&ar in his hall. 

And took his kingdom from him : you w ill find. 
Though sages may pour out their wisdom's trea* 
sure. 

There is no sterner moralist than Pleasure. 
LXVI. 

A beauty at the season’s close growm hectic. 

A genius w ho has drunk himself to death, 

A rake turn'd methodisiie, or Eclectic— 

(For that's the name they Like to pray be 
neath) — 

But most, an alderman struck apoplectic. 

Arc things that really take away the breath— 
And show that late hours, wine, and love, are 
able 

To do not rnuch less damage than tl»e table. 

LXVIt. 

HaJdde and Juan carrteted their feet 
On crimson satin, border'd with pale blue ; 
Their sofa occupied three parts complete 
Of the apartment, and appear'd quite new ; 
The velvet cushions (for a throne more meet) — 
Were scarlet, from whose glowing centre grew 
A sun emboss'd in gold, whose rays of tissue. 
Meridian like, were seen all light to issue. 

I.XTIII. 

Crystal and marble, plate and porcelain, 

Had done their work of splendour ; Indian 
mats Jsiain. 

And Persian carpels, which the faeait bled to 
Over the floors w ere spread ; gaselles and cats. 
And dwarfs and blacks, and such like things, 
th.it gain [(that's 

Xlieir bread as ministers and favourites— 
To say, degradation),— mingled (here 
As plentilul as in a court or fair. 

LXIX. 

There was no want of lofty mirrors, and 
The tables, most of ebony inlaid 
With jsother-cf'pearl or ivory, stood at hand. 

Or were of tortobe-sheU or rare w*oods made, 
Fretted with gold or silver by commajid. 

greater part of these were ready spread 


With vLinds and sherbets in ice— and mnc' 
Kept for all comers, at all hours to dine. 

LXX. 

Of all the dresses f select Haid^'s : 

She wore two jel licks— one was of pale yellow; 
Of arure, pink, and while, was her chemise— 
'Neath which her breast heaved like a liiu® 
billow ; 

With but ions form'd of pearls as large ^ 

All gold and crimson shone her jelUck's fell W 
And the striped white gause baracan that bound 
her, 

like fleecy clouds about the moon, flow'd round 
tzar. 

One large gold bracelet clasp'd each bvely ann. 
Lock less— so pliable from the pure gold 
The t ( lie hand st retclfd and sh ut it w iihout harm, 
The limb which it adorn'd its only mould ; 
So bc.iuiiful— its very shape would charm, 

And clinging as If loth to lose Its h^. 

The purest ore enclosed the whitest skin 
That e'er by precious metaJ was held in, 

LXXd. 

Around, as princess of her father's land, 

A like gold bar above her instep roll d T 
Announced her rank ; twelve rings were 
hand i 

Her hair was starv'd with gems ; her veil s fiM 
Below her breast was fasten’d with a band 
Of la' ish pearls, whose worth could scarce oe 

told ; . ... 

Her orange silk full Turkish trousers furld 
About the prettiest ankle in the world, 

LXXIll. 

Her hair's long auburn waves down to ker 
Flow’d like an alpine torrent, which the 
Dyes w-iih his morning light, and would coreew 
f ler person if allowM at large to run ; . 

And still they reem resentfully to frai 
The silken fillet's curb, and 
Their bonds, whene'er some Zeohyr, eaugaw 


To offer his young pinion as her 


e^hyr, 


(began 


bxxiv. 

Round her she made an 
The very air seem'd lighter from her 
They were so soft and beautiful. 

With aU we can Imagine of the sjora, 
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Aad pure as Psyche ere she a wife^ 

Too pure evea for the purest human ties : 

Her overpowering presence made yo«i feel 
It would not be idolatry to kneel. 

txxv. 

Her eyelashes^ though dark as night, were ringed 
(It is the country s custom), but in vain ; 

For those large black eyes were so blackly 
fringed, 

The glossy rebels mock'd the jetty stain. 

And in their native beauty stood avenged : 

Her nails were touch’d with henna ; but again 
The power of art was turn’d to nothing, for 
lliey could not look more rosy than before. 

LXXVI. 

The henna should be deeply dyed to make 
The skin relieved appear more fairly fair : 

SlM had no need of this, day ne'er will break 
On mouDlaiA'iops more heavenly white than 
her; 

The eye might doubt if it were well awake, 

She was so like a vision ; I might err. 

But Shakspeare also says, 'ris very siUy, 

* To gild cehned gold, or paint the Lily.' 

LXXVtI. 

Juan had on a shawl of black and gold. 

But a while baracan. and so transparent. 

The sparkling gems beneath you might behold. 
Like small stan through the milky-way ao* 
parent ; t i r 

( Kls turban, furl'd in many a graceful fold 
An emerald aigrette with Haid^’s hair in't 
Sumounted, as Jis clasp, a glowing crescent. 
Whose rays shone ever ircmbliag. but incessant. 

LXXVnt. 

And now they were diverted by their suite. 
Dwarfs, daocing-girts. black eunuchs, and a 
poet, 

Which made their new establishment complete; 

The kst was of great fame, and Uked to^ow 
" * wanted their due feet— fit. 

And for his theme, he seldom sung below it— 
He being paid lo satlriK or flatter. 

As the psalm says, • lodliing a good matter.' 

LXXTX. 

He praised the present, and abused the oasL 
«e versing the good custom of old da^ 

An Eastern antl-Jacobin at last ^ 

He turn’d, preferring pudding to iw praise 
Fw some few years hfa bl had^n o'^a 
By Im ^miog independent iq his lays. 

But now he sung the Sultan and the 
wr With truth Uke Southey, and with we like 
Liasbaw. 

LXXX. 

He was a mao who had seen many cbkoges. 

And always changed as true as any oe^- 


His polar star being one which rather ranges, 
And not the fis'd—he knew the vtay to 
wheedle : 

So vile he 'scaped the doom which oft avenges ; 

And being fluent (save indeed when fee'd ill), 
He lied with such a fervour of Intention— 
Ther^ was no doubt be earn’d hi$ laureate pen 
Sion. 

LXXXI. 

But he had genius,— when a turn-coat has It, 
The * Vates irritabllis’ cakes care 
That without iwtiee few full moons shall it; 

Even good men like to make the public sure- 
But to my subject— let me see— what was it?— 

Oh !— the third canto-— and the pretty pair 

Th«r loves, and feasts, and bouse, and dress 
Of living io their insular abode. [and mode 

LXXXtI. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 
In company a very pleasant fellow, 

“jjl been the favourite of full many a mess 
Of men. and made them speeches when hal' 
mellow ; 

And though hb meaning they could rarely guess 
Yet still they deign'd to hiccup or to beUow ’ 
The glorious meed of popular applause 
Of which the Aral ne'er knows the second’s cause 

LXXXllI. 

But now, being lifted into high society, 

And having pick'd up several odds and ends 
Ul free thoughts in bis travels for variety. 

He dwn d, being in a lone isle among friends, 
That without any danger of a riot, he 
Wight for bng lying make himself amends ; 
Ana singing as he sung in his warm yowh. 

Agree lo a short armistice Nviih truth. 

LXXXtV. 

'mongsi the Arabs, Turks, and 

Andkwtheself.|oveofihedifTefem nations. 
Atta haviog bved with people of all ranks, 

Hs^ something ready upon most occasions— 
Which gM him a few presents and some thanks. 
He vaned with some skill his adulations ; 

“ Romans do,' a piece 
Of conduct was which he observed ia Greece. 

LX XXV. 

Thus usuaUy when he was ask'd to sing, 

Dations someSiing na* 

^ Wm-' God save (he king.' 
Or ftf ir4, according to the fa^jon aU : 

Mw muse made increment of anything 

If Pindar sang hpree-nices. what should binder 

Himself from being as pliable as Pindar } 
tXXXYl. 

""“W "rtt* « chan- 
In England, a sur canto quarto tale ; [son 
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In Spain, he'd make a ballad or romance on 
The lafit war-^mnch (Ke same in Portugal ; 

In Germany, the Pegaaus he'd prance on 
Would be old Goeihc s — (see what says De 
(n Irnly he’d ape (he ' Trecendsti : ’ * [Sta^l) 
In Greece he'd sing some sort of hymn like 
rhis I'ye ; 

I The isles of Greece I (he isles of Greece ! 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung. 
Where grew the arcs of war arwl peace. 

Where Delos rose and Phoebus sprung ! 
Eiernal summer gilds (hem yee, 

Hut all, except their sun, is set. 

The Sciant and (he Teiant muse. 

1'he hero’s haip. the lover’s lute, 

Have found the fame your shores refuse : 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
'Po sounds which echo further west 
Than your sires’ * Islands of the Bk-si.’ § 

The mountains took on Marathon— 

And Marathon looks on the sea : 

And musing there an liour alone. 

I dream’d that Greece might still l>e free : 
For, standing on the Persians' grave, 

I could not deem myself a slave. 

A king sat on (he rocky brow 

Which looks o'er sea*bom Sa'amis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations all were his I 
He counted (hum at break of day— 

And when the sun set where were they ?| 

And where are they 7 and where an thou. 

My country? On thy voiceless shore 
I'he heroic lay is tuneless now— 

The heroic bosom beats no more I 
And must thy lyre, so long divine. 

Degenerate into hands Uke mine ? 

’Tis something, In the dearth of fame. 

'I'hoiigh link'd among a fetter’d race. 

To ImI a( least a patriot's shame. 

l^vcn as 1 sing, suffuse my face : 

For what is left (he poet here? 

For Greeks a blush— for Greece a tear. 

Must uv but weep o’er days more blest ? 

Must uv but blush?— C^r fathers bled. 
Ea^h \ render back from out thy breast 
A remnant of our Spartan dead 1 
Of the three hundred grant b'H three. 

To make a new Thertnopy)« I 


* The poeu the fogneenth ccstorr, Deiue. 
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What, ^ent still? and silent all ? 

Ah, no ; — the voices of the dead 
Sound like a distant torrent’s fall, 

And answer. * Let one living head, 

But orse, ari^— we come, we come ! 

’Tis but (he living who are dumb. 

In vain— in vain : strike other chords: 

Fill high (he cup with Samian wine I 
t.eAve battles to the Turkish hordes. 

And shed the blood of Scio’s vine ! 
Hark ! rising to the ignoble call.— 

How answers each bold Bacchanal I 

You have the Pyrrhic dance as yet. 

Where is ihe Pyrrhic phalanx gone? 
Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and ihe manlier one ? 

You have the letters Cadmus ga%*e— 
Ibinkye he meant them fora slave? 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of them« hke tliese 
ll made Anacreon's song divine : 

He served— but served Polycraies- 
A tyrant : but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tymnt of (he Chersonese 

Was freedom's best and bravest Wend , 
7A«i/ 1 ) rant was Miliiades ! 

Oh, that the present hour would lena 
Another despot of the kind ! 

.Such chains as his were sure to bina. 

Fill high the bow l with Samian wine I 
On Yuli’s rock and Pargas shore, 
IvxWs the remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore : 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown. 
The Heracleldan blood might own* 

Trust not for freedom to the Franks— 
They have a king who buys and sens • 
In native swords and native ranka 
The only hope of courage d wclB , 

But I'urkish force and Latm fm^ . 
Would break your shield, however broa 

Kill high ihe bowl wi^ Senile; 

Our virgin X dance beneath 
I see (heir glorious black 
But. garing on each 
My own (he burning <«*r-drop 
To think such breasts must suckle slave* 

Place me on Sunium's I, 

Where nothing, save the . 

May hear our mutual murmuR wk , 
•Aere, swan-llke. let meangw^'* 

A land of slaves shall ne ef be 
Dash down yon cup of Sanuan wwe * 
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LXXXVIf. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should have 
sung, 

The roodcni Greek, io tolerable verse ; 

If Dot like Orpheus quite, wheo Greece was 

youft?. 

Yet in these times he might have done much 
worse: [v^rong; 

His strain display’d some feeling— ngbt or 
And feeling, in a poet, Is the source 
Of others’ feeling : but they are such liars. 

And uke all colours— like the hands of dyers. 

txxxvtii. 

But words are things ; and a small drop of ink. 

Falling, like dew. upon a thought, produces 
1 hat which makes thousands, perltaps millions, 
think ! (uses 

”ris strange, the shortest letter whkh man 
Instead of speech, may form a lasting link 
Of ages ; (o what straits old Time reduces 
frail man, when paper— even a rag Uke this — 
Survives himself, nis tomb, and all that’s hl$! 

LXXXiX. 

And when his bones are dust, his grave a blank. 

His siation, generation, even his nation. 
Become a thing, or nothing, save to rank 
In chronological commemoration. 

Some dull MS. oblivion long has sank. 

Or graven stone found in a barrack's station 
In digging the foundation of a closet, 

May turn nis narne up as a rare deposit 

xc. 

And glory long has made (he sages smile : 

’Tis something, nothing, words, illuslOB. 
wind— 

Depending more upon the historian's style, 
'I'han on the name a person leaves tenind. 

T owes to Homer what w hist owes to Hoyle: 

The present century was growing blind 
To (he great Marlborough’s skill io giviog 
knocla. 

Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. 

xcu 

Milton's the prince of poeis— so we say ; 

A little heavy, but no less divine : 

An Independent being In his day— 

].eam d. pious, temperate in love and wine : 
Hut his life falling into Johnson's way. 

We're told this great high priest of all the Nine 
Was whipt at college— a harsh sire— odd spouse. 
For the first Mrs Milton left hs bouse.* 

XCit. 

All these are, eer/ij, eoteruining facts. 

Uke Sbakspeare's stealing drff . Lord Bacon's 
bribes ; 


» L.e« *1 MOVif |U) ijta u Um iveut 


Uke Tiitis' youth, and Cesar's earliest acts : 
Like Bums (whom Doctor Currie well de> 
scribes) ; (exacts 

Uke Cromwell's pranks : — but although truth 
These amiable descriptions from the scribes, 
As most essential to their hero's story, 

They do oot much contribute to his glory. 

XCtll. 

All are not nioralUis. like Southey, when 
He prated to the wotld of ' Pantisocracy ; 

Or Words wonh, unexcised, unhired, who ilicn 
Season’d his pedlar poems with democracy ; 
Or Coleridge, long before his flighty pen 
Let to the Morn mg Post its aristocracy ; 
Wheo he and Southey, following the same |iath. 
P>5poused two partners (milliners of Baih). 

XCIV. 

Such names at present cut a convict figure. 

The very Botany Bay in moral geography ; 
'Their loyal treason, renegade vigour. 

Are good manure fm their moxc Uire bio- 
graphy. 

Wordsworth s last quarto, by (he way. is biggei 
Hian any since the birthday of ly^iograpliy ; 
A drowsy, frowrypocm call'd The b.uursioH, 
Wnt in a manner which is my aversion. 

xcv. 

He there builds up a foniiidable d) ke 
Between his own ami others' intelleci ; 

But Wordsworth's poem, and his followers, like 
Johanna bouihcvir's Shiloh, and her seci. 

Are thinp which in this century don't strike 
The public mind— so few are the elect ; 

And the new births of both their stale virginities 
Have proved but dropsies, taken for divinities. 

XCV1. 

But let me to my story : I must own. 

If 1 have any fault, it is digression — 

Leaving my people to proceed alone, 

While 1 soliloquize beyond expression ; 

But these are addresses from the throne. 

Which put OR business to the ensuing session \ 
Forgetting each omission is a loss lo 
'The world, not quite so great as Ariosto, 

xcvii. 

1 know cliat whatourneighliourscall 'longheHn 
(We've not so good a uvn/. btii have the thing, 
lo that complete perfection w hich ensures 
An epic from Bob Southey every spring—) 
Form not the true temptation which alluies ' 
'Fbe reader : but (would not be hard to bring 
Some fine examples of (he 

To prove its gnitd ingredient is enntsi. 
xcviti. 

We learo from Horace. •Homer sometimes 
sleeps \ [waken ^ 

Wc kA without him. Wordsworth soith-t I luej 
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To show with what complacency be creeps* 
With bis Wagoners.' around his lakes. 
He wishes for * a boat^ to sail the deeps — 

Of ocean 7 — No. of air : and then be makes 
Another outcry for 'a Utile boat,' 

And drivels seas to set it well afloat. 

scix. 

If he must fain sweep o'er the ethereal plain. 

And Pegasus runs restive in his * Waagon.* 
Could he not beg the loan of Charles's Wain. 

Or pray Medea for a single dragon? 

Or if too classic for his vulgar brain. 

He fear d his neck to venture such a nag on, 
And he must needs mount nearer to the moon. 
Could not the blockhead ask for a balloon 7 


‘ Pedlars.' and * Boats.* and * Waggons I* 0. ye 
shades 

Of Pope and Dryderi. are we come to ibis? 
That trash of such sort not atone evades 
Contempt, but from the l>athos' vast abyss 
Floats scumlike uppermost ; and these Jock 
Cades (hiss— 

Of sense and song, above your graves may 
The 'little boniman and his 'Peter Bell* 

Can sneer at him who drew ' Achitopliel I ' * 

Cl. 

T' our tale.— The feast w as over, Iheslax’es gone. 

The dwarfs and dancing girls had all reured ; 
The Arab lore and poet's song were done, 

And every sound of revelry expired \ 

The lady and her lover, left alone. 

The rosy flood of twilight's sky admired 
Ave Maria I o’er the earth and sea. (thee ! 
That heavenliest hour of Heaven Is worthiest 


Ave Maria \ blessed be the hour, 

The lime, the clime, the spot, where 1 so oft 
Have felt that moment in Its fullest power 
Sink o'er the earth so beautiful and soft. 
While swung the deep bell In ibe distant tow’cr. 
Or die faint dying day hymn atolc aloft. 

And not a breath crept through the rosy air. 
And yet the forest leaves seem'd stirr'd with 
prayer. 

cm. 

Ave Maria I *iis the hour of prayer Y 
Ave Maria I 'ds the hour of love I 
Ave Maria t may our spirits dare 
Look up to thine and to thy Son's above I 
Ave Maria I oh that face so fair I [dov^— 
Those downcast eyes beneath the Almighty 
What though *tb but a pictured image 7— strike— 
That painting is no idol— 'lis too like. 


Some kinder casuists are pleased to say. 

In nameless print — that 1 have no devotion ; 


w. woaoswoaTUS 


But set those persons down with me to pray. 
And you shall see who bas the properest 
notion 

Of getting into heaven the shortest way : 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 
E.nrth. air. stars— all that springs from the great 
Whole, 

WTio l^th produced, and will receive the soul. 


Sweet hour of twilight I— In the solitude 
Of the pine forest, and the silent shore 
Which bounds Ravenna's immemorial wood. 
Rooted where once the Adrian wave flow d 
o'er, 

To where the last Cassarean fortress stood, 
Evergreen forest I w hich Boccaccio's lore 
And Drydea's lay made haunted grouod to me, 
How have I lovM the twilight hour and thee I 


The shrill cicalas, people of the pine. 

Making iheir summer lives one ceaseless song, 
Were the sole echoes, save my steed s and mine, 
And vesper bells that rose the boughs along ; 
The spectre hirnisman of Onesii's hne. 

His hell-dogs and (heir chase, and (lie mi' 
throng. 

Whicli le^'d from (his example not to fly 
From a true lover— shadow’d my mind's eye* 

evtt. 

O Hesperus I thou bringesi all good things! 

Home to the weaiy. to the hungry cheer. 

To the young bird the parent's brooding win^ 
The welcome stall to the o'erlabour'd st«f J 
Whate'er of peace about our hearthstone cUngs, 
Whate'erour household gods protect of dear. 
Are gather'd round us by thy look of rest ; 
Thou bring'si the child, too, to the mol hers 
breast. 

evin. 

Soft hour I which wakes the wish and melts iht 
bean _ , 

Of those who sail the seas, on ihe nrsi day 
When they from Iheir sweet friends a« iom 

Of*Sll?wjih love the pilgrim on his «ay 
As the far bell of vesper makes him siart. 

Seeming to weep the dying day s decy . 

Is this a ^ncy which our reason scomsr 
Ah ! surely aothine dice but something mourns 


• Sm DryOee't TS««4er« 
t • *Eew«s* 

. 

t 'fit* “1 

A* tavWkMl. c pi^ensc* U 

eS'hi»W«(«D « dokJ «mUi «aw> 

E ea« to Mvva Mmm* S itoo«« 
Pttce. M od« S toew^ 

Trn Ult W to im 9* ^ 


lS2l. 


JUAN. 


When Nero perish'd by the justest doom. 

Which ever the destroyer yet destroy'd* 
Amidst (he roar of liberated Rome, 
or nations freed, and the world overjoy* d. 
Some hands unseen strew’d Aowers u(^o his 
tomb ; • 

Perhaps the wreakness of a heart not vmd 
Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 
Had left the wretch an uneomipted hour. 


But [*m digressing; what on earth has Nero. 

Or any such UiH sovereign buffoons. 

To do with the transactions of my hero. 


More than such madmen’s fellow'maa-^the 
moon's? 

Sure my invention must be down at aero, 

And 1 grown one of many *w'ooden spoons ' 
Of verse (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub (he last of honours in degrees). 


I feel (his (ediousness will never do^ 

'Tis being tcc ejMC. and i must cut down 
(In copying) this long canto Into (wo : 

They^li never hnd it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement 'twill be shown : 
ril prose that such the opinion of the critic is, 
From Aristotle bee ne*»»TiKrr». 
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(. 

NoTHiNC SO difficuU as a beginning 
la poesy, unless perhaps the eitd : 

For oftentimes, when Pegasus seems winning 
The race, he sprains a wing, and down we 
tend, Ining; 

Like Lucifer, when hurl'd from heaven for 
Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend. 
Being pride, which leads (he mind to soar too far. 
( TUI our own weakness shows us what we are. 

tl. 

hut Time, which brings all beings to their level. 
And sharp Adversity, will teach at last 
M nn, aod-^ we would hope— perhaps the devil. 

That neither of their intellects are vast : 

While youth's hot wislves in our red veins revel. 

We know not this^^the blood flows on too fast* 
Hut as the torrent widens towards the ocean* 
We ponder deeply on each past emotion. 

tti. 

As boy. I thought myself a clever fellow, 

Ann wish'd that others held the same opnion: 
I'bey took it up when my days grew more mellow, 
And other minds acknowledged mydominioo: 
Now my sere fancy ' falls into the yellow 
Leaf,' and Ima^nation droops her pinion. 
And the sad truth which hovers o'er my desk 
Turns what was once romantic to burlesque. 

IV, 

And if 1 laugh at any mortal thing, 

*Xis that t may not weep ; and if 1 weep, 

^ 'Tis that our nature cannot always bring 
Itself to apathy, for we roust steep 
Our hearts first in the depth of Lethe's ^ning* 
Ere what we least whb lo behold will sleep : 

» Sft • Swet,^* Ipt «bk 


Tbetis fwptised her mortal son in Styx 2 
A roorial mother would on Lethe fix. 

V. 

Some have accused me of a strange design 
Against the creed and morals of the land. 

And trace it in this poem every line : 

I don't pretend that I quite undersland 
h(y own meaning, when 1 would be wry fine 2 
But (he fact is. that I have nothing plann'd. 
Unless it were to be a moment merry, 

I A novel word in my vocabulary. 

VI. 

To the kind reader of our sober clime. 

Tills nay of writing will appear exotic : 

Pulci was sire of the half*serlou$ rhyme. 

Who sang when chivalry was more Quixotic, 
And revelfd in the fancias of (he time. 

True knights, chaste dames, huge giants, kings 
despotic ; 

But all these, save the last, bmng obsolete, 

I chose a modem subject as more meet. 

VII. 

How I have treated it* I do not know ; 

Perhaps no better than they have treated me 
Who have imputed such derigns as show 
Not what (bey saw, but what they wish'd to 
But if it gives them pleasure, be it $0 2 [see : 

This Is a liberal age. and thoughts are free : 
Meantime Apollo plu^ me by the ear, 

And tells me to resume my story here. 

VKI. 

Young Juan and his lady-love were left 
To their own hearts’ most sweet society ; 

Even Time the pitiless In sorrow cleft 
With his rude scythe such gentle bosoms ; he 
Sigh'd to behold them of Ibeir hours licrefi. 
Though foe to love ; and yet they could not be 
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M«an( to grow old, but dk in happy spring, 
Before one charm or hope had uken w ing. 

IX. 

Their faces «ere not made for wrinkles, iheir 
Pure blood to stagnate, their great hearts to 
fail : 

The blank grey xv'as not made to blast tl»eir hair. 
But like (he climes (hat know nor snow nor 
hail, 

They were all summer : lightning migitt assail 
And shiver them to ashes, but to trail 
A long and snake-Uke life of dull decay 
Was not for ihem^ihey had too little clay. 

X. 

Th^ were alone once more ; for them to be 
'Inus was another Hden : they were never 
Weary, unless when sepamte : the tree 
Cut from its forest root of years^ihe rit^er 
Damm’d from its fountain— ilie child from 
knee 


Which still said all, and ne’ereould say too much; 

A language, too. but like to that of t^s. 
Known but to them, at least appearing such 
As but (o lovers a (rue sense affords : 

Sweet playful phrases, which would seem absuni 
To (hose who have ceased to hear such, or ne'er 
heard. 

XV. 

All these w’ere theirs, for (hey were children $t£li 
And children still they should have ever tieei : 
They were not made in the real world to (ill 
A busy character in the dull scene : 

But like two beings bom from out a rill, 

A nymph and her beloved, all unseen 
I’o pass their lives in fountains and on (loners, 
And never know the weight of human hours. 

XV(. 


ihei 


Moons changing had roll'd on, and changeless 
found 

Those their bright rise had lighted to such 

And breast matern.il wean'd at once forever.— As rarely they beheki throughout their round : 
^Vould wither less than these two tom apart : Aod these were not of the vain kind which 

Alas I there is no instinct like the heirt— cloys, 

For Clietrs were buoyant spirits, never bound 
By the ntere senses ; and that which destroys 
The heart— which may be broken : happy ihey ? Most love, possession, unio (hen) appear d 
1 hrice fortunate 1 who of that fragile mould, a thing which each endearment more eiulcard. 
The precious porcelain of human clay, 

Break with the hrst fa 1 1 : t hey can ne'er behold | 

The long year link d with heavy day on day. 


And all which must be borne, and never told 
While life's strange principle will often lie 
Deepest in those who long il»e most to die. 

xit, 

'Whom the gods love, die young,* was said of| 
yore,* 

And many deaths do (hey escape by this ; 

Ihe death of friends, and that w’hlch slays even 
more— 

The death of friendship, love, youth, all (hat is. 
Except mere breath : and since the silent shore 
Awaits at last even those who longest miss 


xvri. 

I Oh beauiiful ! and rare as beautiful I 


But (heirs was love in which the mind deligliis 
To Jose itself, when (he old world grows dulk 
Arwi we are sick of iis hack sounds and signis. 
Intrigues, adventures of (he common Khooh 
Its petty passions, ntarriages. and nights, 
Where Hy men's torch but brands one strun)pci 


more, 


Whose husband only knows her not a wh— 


XVIll. 

Hard words ; harsh truth ; 


(ruth which many 


know. . . 

The old archer's shafts, perhaps the* early gravel ,,,5*^“*** ta/slowT * 
Which men weep over, may be meant to save, j from 

Xlll. 


Hald^ and Juan thought not of (be dead. 

The heavens, and earth, and air, seem'd made 
for (hem 

Th^ found no fault with Time, save that he fled; 

Iney saw not in themselves aught to condemn: 
Each was the other's mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling In their dark eyes like a gem : 
And knew such brightness was but the reflectioa 
Of (heir exchanging glances of affeciiofl 

XJV. 

The gentle pressure, and the thrilling touch. 


ihem thus exempt 

Young iimate feelings all have felt ^low. 
Which perish in (he rest, but in them were 
Inherent ; what we mortals call ron«ntic, 

And always eovy, (hough we deem it frantic. 

XIX. 

This is in o.h«is a hc.iiious slaie. 

An opium -dream of loo *"“J**, . 

But was in them (heir nature or ihcjr late^^^ 
No ooveb e'er had set their young beans 

For s knowledge was bv 

And Juan was a ix>yo(^pt]y bTc^ 




The least glance better understood than wonls, And Juan was a b(>y ol sainuy 

t So that there was no reason for (heir loves 

I More than for ihose of nighting^W or 


* See Hfi 
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And o'er her upper lip the; seem’d to pour, 
Until she sobb‘d for breath, and soon they 
were 

Foaming o’er her lone head. $0 fierce and high — 
Each broke to drown her. yet she could not die. 
xxxtr. 

Anon-^she was released, and then she stray'd 
O'er the sharp shingles with her bleeding feet. 
And stumbled almost every step she made ; 

And something roll'd before her in a sheet, 
Which she must still pursue, howe'er afraid : 
"fwas white and indistinct, nor stopp'd to 
meet | grasp'd. 

Her glance or grasp, for still she gaa^. and 
And ran, but it escaped her as she clasp'd. 

XXXrti. 

The dream changed in a cave she stood. Its 
walls 

Weie hung with marble kkles : the work 
Of r^es on its water-fretted lialls. 

\^ere waves might wash, and seals might 
breed and lurk : 

Her hair was dripping, and the very balls 
Of her black eyes seem'd turn'd to tears, and 
mirk [caught. 

The sharp rocks look'd below each drop tney 
Which frose to marble as it fell^^ie thought. 

xxxrv. 

And wet. and cold, and Mfclesi at her feel. 

Pale as the foam that froth'd on his dead brow. 
Which she essay’d in vain to clear (how sweet 
Were once her cares, how idle seem'd they 
now l| 

Lnyju.in, nor could aught renew the beat 
Ofnis quench’d heart : and (he sen* dirges low 
Pang in her s.id ears like a merm.nd's song. 

And that brief dre.'im apixar'd a hfe too long. 

xs*xv. 

And gazing on the (lend, she thought his face 
Faded, or alter'd into something new— 

Like to her father's features, till each trace 
More like and like to I .ambro's aspect grew— 
With all his keen worn look and Grecian grace ; 
And starting, she awoke, and what to view? 

0 Powers of Heaven ! what dark eye meets she 

there? 

‘Tis— 'cis her father's— fix'd upon the pair I 
XXXVl. 

Then shrieking, shs arose, and shrieking fell. 

With joy and sorrow, hope and fear, to see. 
Him whom she deem'd a habitant where dwell 
The oc^n buried, risen from death, to be 
Perchance the death of one she loved too welt : 

Dear as her father bad been to Haicke. 

It was a moment of that awful kind — 

1 have seen such— but must not caU to mind. 

XXXVII. 

up Juan sprang to HakS^’s bitter shriek. 

And caught bur falling, and from off the wall 


Snatch'd down his sabre, in hot haste to wreak 
Vengeance on him who was the cause of all : 
Then Lambro. who till now forbore to speak. 

Smiled scornfully, and said, * Within my call, 
A thousand scimitars await the word ; 

Put up. young man. put up your silly sword.' 

xxxvrit. 

And Haid^ clung around him : *Juan. 'tis— 
'Tis Lamtao— 'tU my father I Kneel with me— 
He will forgive us— yes— it must be- yes. 

Oh. dearest father, in this agony 
Of pl^surc* and of pain— even while I kiss 
Thy g.irmeni's hem with transport, can it be 
Thai doubt should mingle with my filial joy? ^ 
Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare this boy. 

xxxix. 

High and inKrutable (he old man stood. 

Calm in his voice, and calm within his m 
Not alwavs signs with him of enlmesi mood : 

He look <I upon her. bur gave no «pJy 1 . 

Then turvi'd to Juan, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft and went, as there resolved to die , 
In arms, at least, he stood in act to spring 
Oft the first foe whom Lambro's call might bring. 

xL 

'Young man, your sword I’ So Lambro once 
more s-nid j , . ► 

Juan replied. ' Not while this arm is free 1 
The old man's cheek grew pale, but not with 
dread. . . 

But drawing from hls bell a pistol, he 
Replied, ‘Your blood be then on your owi^«*a* 
Tlicn look'd close at the flmi. « « 

Twas fresh-for he had lately used the lock 
And next proceeded quietly to cock. 

XU. 

It him a strange, qukk jar upon the eaj- 
That cocking of a pistol, when 
A moment more will bring the 

Upon your person, iwerve yards offi or so » 

A gentlemanly distance, not too pear, ^ 

If yoti have got a former fnend for toe , 

But after bemg fired at on« or iwi«. 

The ear becomes mere Iruh, and less nice. 

XLIl. 

Lambro presented, and 
Had Slopp'd ihb canto, and Don Jujj * 

When Haldie threw herself her boy Wo . ^ 
Stem as her sire 1 ‘On me,' she tfied, 

Des^d-the fault Is mine ; (bis f 

He found— but sought not* * P * 

my faith ; , . Up^‘ 

I love him-I Mil die with lum 

Your oatures firmness— know your uau^ 

XLIII. 

A tnmu.e p^. and she had ^ a" ^ 

And tenderness, and infancy , 
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She stood as one who champion'd human 
Pale, statuO'likei and stern, she woo'd the 
blow ; 

And tail beyond her sex» and their compeers, 
She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A Durer mark ; and with a hx d eye, scann'd 
Her father’s face— but never stopp’d bis hand. 

XLIV. 

He gased on her, and she on him ; 'twas strange 
How like they look’d I the expression was the 
same; 

Serenely savage, with a little change 
In the large dark eye’s mutual-darted Dame ; 
For she, too, was as one who could avenge. 

If cause should be— a lioness, though tame : 
Her father's blood, before her father's face 
Boil'd up. and proved her truly of his race. 

XLV. 

1 said they w*ere alike, their features and 
Their stature diffenng but in sex and years ; 
Even to the delicacy of their hand (wears ; 

There was resemblance, such as true bk»od 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 
In hx’d ferocity, when Joyous tears, (both. 
And sweet sensations, should have welcomed 
Show what the passions are in their full growth. 

XbVi. 

The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His weapon, and replaced it : but stood still, 
And looking on her. as to look her through. 

* Not A’ ne said, 'have sought this stranger’s 
Not I have made this desolation : few [ill ; 

Would bear such outrage, and forbear to kill ; 
But I must do my duty— how thou hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for (be past 

XLVIt. 

* Let him disarm ; or, ty my father’s h«kd, 

. His own shall roll before you, like a ball I ' 

He raised his whistle, as the word he said, 

And blew, another answer’d to the caII, 

Aod, rushing in disorderly, though led, 

Aod ann’d from boot to turban, one and aA, 
Some twenty of his train came, rank on rank : 
He gave the word. — ' Arrest or slay the Frank I* 

XI.VICI. 

Then, with a sudden movement, be withdrew 
His daughter; while compress’d within his 
clasp, 

Twixt her aod Juan interposed the crew ; 

Id vain she struggled In her father’s grasp— 
His arms were like a serpent's coil : then flew 
Upon (hw prey, as darts an angry asp, 

The hie of pirates ; save the foremost, who 
Had fallen, vrith his right shoulder half nut 
through. 

XUX. 

I’he second bod bis cheek laid open ; but 
The third, a wary, cool old sworde, took 


The blows upon his cutlass, and then put 
His own well in : so well, ere you could look, 
Hb man was floor'd, and helpless at his fool, 
With the blood running, like a little brook. 
From (wo smart sabre gashes, deep and red— 
One on the arm, the other on the head. 

L. 

And then they bound him where he fell, and bore 
luan from the apartment : with a sign. 

Old Lambro bade (hem take him to the shore. 
Where lay some ships which were to sail at 
nine. 

They laid him in n boat, and plied the oar 
U mil they reach'd some galliots, placed in line; 
On board of one of these, and under hatches, 
'Fbey Slow'd him. with strict orders to die 
watches. 

Lt. 

The world is full of strange vicissitudes. 

And here was one exce^ingly unpleasant : 

A gentleman so rich in ihe world's goods. 
Handsotne and young, enjoying all the pre* 
sent. 

Just at the very lime wltcn he least broods 
On such a thing, is suddenly to sea sent, 
Wounded and chain'd, so that he cannot move, 
And all because a lady fell tn loi'C. 

tn. 

Here I must leave him. for I grow pathetic, 
Moved by (he Chinese nympb of tears, greeu 
leal 

Than w hom Cassandra was not more prophetic ; 

For if my pure bteiions exceed three. 

1 feel my heart become so sympathetic, 

That f must have recourse to black Bohea : 
Tis pity wine should be so deleterious. 

For tea and coffee leave us much more serious, 

LItt. 

Unless when qualified with thee. Cogniac I 
Sweet Naiad of the Phlegethontic rill I 
Ah. wby the liver wilt thou thus atta^. 

And make, like other nymphs, thy lovers ill? 

I would take refuge In weak punch, but raek 
(In each sense of the word), whene’er t fill 
Mv mild and midnight beakers to the brim, 
Wakes me next morning with its synonym. 

LIV. 

I leave Don Juan for the present, safe— 

Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wounded; 
Yet could bis corporal pangs amount to half 
Of those with which his Haidde’s b^m 
bounded I 

bbe was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe, 
Aod (hen give way, subdued, because sur- 
rounded ; 

Her mother was a Mooridi maid, from Fvt, 
Where all Is Eden, or a wildeness. 
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There ihe large olive rains iJs amber store 
In marble fonts ; there grain, and flower, and 
fruit. 

Gush from the earth, until the land runs o'er : 

But there, too. many a poison tree has root. 
And midnight listens to the lions roar. 

And long, long deserts scorch the camel s foot. 
Or heaving, whelm the helpless caravan : 

And as the soil is. so the heart of man. 


Afric Is all the sun's, and as her earth 
1 ler human clay is kindled : full of power 
Kor good or evil, burning from Its birth. 

The Moorish blood partakes (he planet's hour, 
And like the soil beneath, it will bring forth : 
Beauty and love were H aide's mother's 
dower : (force, 

But her large dark eye show'd deep Passion's 
Though sleeping like a Ikhi near a source. 


Her daughler. temper’d with a milder ray. 

Like su I II 111 er clouds all sil \ ery.smoot h and fair. 
Til) slowly charged with thunder, they display 
Terror to earth, and tempest to the air. 

Had held till now her soft .ind milky way ; 

But, overwrought with passion and despair. 
The fire burst forth from iicr Numkiian veins. 
Cven as the Simoom sweeps the blasted plains. 

LVtII. 

The last tight winch she taw was Juan's gore. 

And he himself o'eri natter’d, and cut down ; 
His blood was running on the very floor. 

Where late he trod, her beautiful, her own \ 
1’hus much the view’d an instant, and no more^ 
Her struggles ceased with one convulsive 
groan : 

On her tire's arm. whkh. until now. scarce held 
Her, writhing, fell the. like a cedar feU'd. 


A vein had bunt, and her tweet lips' pure dyes 
Were dabbled with the deep Uood w’bich ran 
o'er ; • 

And her head droop'd, as when (he lily lies 
O'ercharged with rain i her summon'd hand- 
maids bore 

Tliei; lady to her couch, with gushing eyes : 

Of herbs and cordials 1 1 ley pet^ uced their store, 
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But she defied all means they could employ, 
Like one life could not hold, nor death destroy. 


Days lay she in that state, unchanged, though 
chill— 

With nothing livid, still her lips were red : 
She had no pulse, but death seem'd absent still * 
No hideous sign prc<laim'd her surely dead ; 
Corruption came not. in each mind to kill 
All hope ; to lo<^ upon her sweet face, bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seem’d fuH of soul— 
2»be had so much, earth could not claim the whole. 


’I'itc ruling pa^on. such as marble sliows 
Whtn es<)uisitely chisel Id. still lay there, 
Bui fix'd as marble's unchanged aspect ihrous 
O'er the fair Venus, but forever fair ; 

O'er the Laocooii's all eternal throes. 

And e«‘er>dying Oladiaior s air, 

Their energy, like life, forms all (heir fame. 
Yet looks not life, for they are still the same. 


She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake, 
Rather the dead, for Ufe seem'd sommhlng 
new, 

A strange sensation which she must partake 
Perf^ce. since whatsoever met her view 
Struck not on memory, though a heavy ache 
Lay at her heart, w hose earliest beat, still true. 
Brought back the sense of pain without the cause, 
For, fur a while, the funes made a pause. 


LXrtt. 


She look'd on many a face with vacant eye, 

On many a token, without knowing what : 
She saw them waich her, without asking why. 

And reck'd not who around her pillow sat : 
Not speechless, though she spoke not : net a sigh 
Relieved her thoughts ; dull silence and quick 
cbai (g«'« 

Ware tried io vain by (hose who served : slie 
No sign, save breath, of having left the grave. 


Her handmaids (ended, but she heeded not : 

Her father watch'd, ^e turn'd her eyes away ; 
Slie recognized no being, and no spot. 

However dear, or clierish’d in their day : 
They changed from room to room, but all forgot: 

Gentle, but without memory, she hty 1 
At length those eyes, which they would fain L« 
w’eaning 

Back to old thoughts, wax'd fuU of fearful mean- 


And then a slave bethought her of a harp ; 

The harper cane, and tuned his instrument . 
Ai the first notes, irregular and sharp. 

Oa him her flashing eyes a (putMeat 
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m 10 ihe wall she turn’d, as If to warp 
ler thoughts from sorrow through her heart 
I he began a long low island*$ong [re^nt ; 
ancient days* ere tyranny grew strong. 

LXVT. 

on her thin wan fingers beat the wall, 
n time to his old tune : he changed the theme, 
d sung of love; the fierce name struck through 

Her recollection : on her flash'd the dream 
what she was. and is, if ye coukl call 
i'o be so being : in a gushing stream 
te tears rush’d forth from liero’ercloudedbrain. 
ke mountitin mists, at length dissolved in rain. 

LXV1T. 

tort solace, vain relief 1— thought came too 
quick. 

And whirl’d her brain to madness : she arose, 
s one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick. 
And flew at all she met. as on her foes ; 
ul no one ever heard her speak or shriek. 
Although her paroxysm drew towards its 
close 

iers was a frensy which disdain’d to rave. 

.ven when they smote her, in the hope to save 


'rhrough years or moons the inner vreight lo 
bear. 

Which colder hearts endure till they are laid 
By age in ennh : her days and pleasnrra were 
Brieifhut delightful — such as had not st.iy’d 
Long with her destiny ; but she sleeps well 
By the scA-sItore. whereon she loved to dwell. 

Lxxn. 

i That isle Is now all desolate and bare, 

Its dwellings down, its tenants pass’d away : 
None but lier own and father’s grave is there, 
Artd nothing outward tells of human clay : 

I Ye could not know where lies a thing so Tair, 

No stone is there to show, no tongue to say 
I What was ; no dirge, except the hollow sea’s. 
Mourns o’er the b^uty of the Cyclatles. 

Lxxiri. 

But m.'inv a Greek maid in a loving song 
bighs o’er her name : and many an islander 
With her sire’s Story makes the night less long. 

Valour was his. and beauty dwelt with her : 

If she loted rashly, her life paid for wrong— 

A heavy pnce mtist all nay who thus err. 

In some shape ; let none inink to Ay the danger. 
For soon or late l.ox'e is his own avenger. 


LXVI11. 

’et she betray’d at times a gleam of sense ; 

Nothing could make her meet her father’s face, 
'hough on all other things with looks iniense 
She gated, but none she ever could retrace. 
^0^ ine refused, and raiment ; no pretence 
Avail'd for either ; neither change of place, 
'loT'ilme, nor skill, nor remedy, could give her 
ienses to sleep— the power seem’d gone for ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve days and nights she wither'd thus: at last 
’Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to show 
A parting pang, the s^rit from her past : 

And they who watch’d her nearest, cotild not 
know 

The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into shadow, dull and slow. 
Gla»d o’er her eyes— the beautiful, the Uack — 
Oh I lo possess such lustre— and then lack I 

LXX. 

She died, hut not alone : she hekl within 
* A second principle of Ufe. which might 
Have dawn’d a fair and sinless child M sin ; 

But clMed its little being without light. 

And went down to the grave unborn, wherdo 
Blossom bough lie wither d with ooe 

blight : 

In vain the dews of Heaven descend above 
The bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love 


LXXI. 

Thus lived— thus died she ; never more on her 
Shall sorrow light, or shame. She was not 
made 


J.XXIV, 

But lei me change this theme, which grows loo 
s.'td. 

And by this sheet of sorrows on the slielf ; 

1 don’t much like describing people mad. 

For fear of seeming raih^ touch’d myself— 
Dttides. I’ve no more on this head to add : 

And as my Muse Is a capricious elf. 

We'll put about, and try another tack 
With Juan, left half'killed some stanias back. 

LXXV. 

Wounded and fetter’d. * cabin’d, eribb’d. eon* 
fined.* 

Some days and nights elapsed before that he 
CouVd altogether call the past lo mind ; 

And when he did, he found himself at sea, 
Sailing six knots an hour before the wind ; 

The shores of lUon lav beneath th^r lee — 
Another time he might have liked to see ’em, 
But now was not much pleased with Cape 
&gseum. 

LX XVI. 

'There, on the green and vil 1 age<olted hill, is 
(Flank'd by the Hellespont and by the sea) 
Entomb’d the bravest of the brave. Achilles ; 

Ihey say so— (Bryant says Ihe contrary) ; 

And farthtf downward, tall and lowering still, is 
The tumulu^^f whom? Heaven knows: 'i 
Pairoclus. Ajax, or Protesilaus : [may be 

All heroes, who. if living si ill, would slay us. 


LXXVJT, 

High barrows, without marble or a name. 

A vast. un'Ut'd and mountaiD^lrted pUln. 
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Anri Ida in the distance, still the same. 

And old Scamander (If 'its he), remain : 

1*he situation seems still form'd for fame— 

A hundred thousand nten might fight again 
With ; but where I sought for llicm's walls. 
The quiet sheep feeds, and the tortoise crawls. 

LX XVI II. 

Troops of untended horses ; here and there 
Some little hamlets, with new nam^ uncouth; 
Some shepherds (unlike Paris), led to stare 
A moment at the European youth 
Whom to the spot their schoolboy feelings bear: 

A Turk, with beads in handartd jupe in mouth. 
Extremely taken with hU own religion, [gian. 
Are what I found there— but the devil a ^ry* 

LXXIX. 

Don Juan, here permitted to emerge 
From bis dull cabin, found himself a slave ; 
Forlorn, and gasing on the deep tdue surge. 

O ershadow d there by many a hero's grave ; 
Weak still with loss of blood, he scarce could 
urge 

A few brief questions : and the answers gave 
No very satisfactory In formation 
About his past or present situation. 

LXXX. 

He saw some fellow'captivcs, who appear'd 
To be Italians, as they were in fact ; 

Prom them, at least, destiny he beard. 

Which was an odd one : a tro<^ going to act 
In &cily— ah singers, duly rear’d 
In their vocation ; had not been attack'd, 

In sailing from Uvorno, by the pirate. 

But sold by the Impresario, at no high rale.* 

LXXXt. 

By one of these, the btsAb of the parly, 

Juan was told about their curious case ; 

For although destined to the Turkic mart, be 
Still kept bis spirits up— at least his face ; 

The little fellow really look’d quite hearty, 

And bore him with some gaiety and grace. 
Showing a much more reconciled demeanour. 
Than did (he prima donna and the tenor. 

LXXXJl. 

In a few words he told tbeir hapless story. 

Saying, ' Our Machiavellian impresario, 
Making a signal off some promontory, 

Hail d a strange brig ; ^rpo di Caio Mario I 
We were transferr'd on board her iu a burry. 
Without a single scudo of salario ; 

But if the Sultan has a taste for song. 

We will revive our fortunra before long. 


LXXXJII. 

* The prima donna, though a bttle old. 

And h^gard with a di'^ipated Ufe. 

And subject, when the house is thin, to cold, 
Has some good rotes: and then the tenor's 
wife. 

With DO great voice, is pleasing to behold j 
Last Muuival sbe made a deal of strife, 

By carrying off Count Cmsare Cicogna 
From an old Roman princess at Bologna. 


'And then 
Nini. 


there 
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the dancers 


are 


there's the 
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With more than one profession gainsby all ; 
Tl^ there's that laughing slut the Pelegrini, 
She. too. was fortunate last carnival, 

And made at least five hundred good seech ini, 
But spends so fast she has not now a paul ; 
And then there's the Grotesca— such a dancer I 
Where men have souls or bodies, she mnst 
answer. 

LXXXV. 

' As for (he figuranti, (hay are like 
The rest of all that tribe ; with here and there 
A pretty person, which perhaps may strike, 

I’he rest are hardly fitted for a fair ; 

There’s one. though tall and siiffer than a pike. 
Vet has a sentinienta! kind of air [vigour : 
W]>ieh might go far. but she don't dance with 
I'he more s the piiy, with her face and figure, 

Lxxxvr. 

' As for (he men, they are a middling set : 

The musko b but a crack’d old basin : 

But being qualified in one way yet, 

May (M seraglio do to se( hb face is. 

And as a servant some preferment get : 

His singing I no further trust can plica in. 
From all ^^pe makes yearly, '(would pemles 
To find three pe rfe ct pipes of the/Aird sex.* 


LXXXV1I. 

' Tbe tenor s voice b spoilt by affectation : 

And for (be bass, (be beast can only bellow ; 
In fact, he bad no singing education. 

An iterant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow; 
But being the prima donna's near relation. 

Who swore hb vmce was very rich and mellow, 
They hired him. (hough to hear bin you'd be- 
An ass was practising reciutive. 

Lxxxvnt. 

'Twould not become myself to dwell upon 
My own merits, and (bough young,— I 
sir— yon 

Have got a traveU’d air, which speaks you one 
To whom the opera b by no means new : 
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You've heard of Raucocanti?— I'm the man ; 

*nie time may eome when you nay hearme loo: 
You waa not l.xst year ai the fair of Lufo, 

But next»whcn t 'm engaged to »ng there —do go. 

LXXXtX. 

' Out baritone I almost had forgot. 

A pretty lad. but bursting with conceit : 

With graceful action, science not a jot, 

A voice of no great compass, and not sweet. 
H« always is complaining of his lot. 

Forsooth, scarce fit for ballads in ibe street ; 

In lovers’ parts his passion more to breathe. 
Having no heart to show, he shows his teeth.' 

xc. 

Here Raucocand $ eloquent redUl 
Was interrupted by the pirate crew. 

Who came at siated moments to invite all 
I'he captives back to their sad berths ; each 
threw 

A rueful glance upon the waves (which bright all 
From tne blue skies derived a double blue. 
Dancing all free and happy in the sun), 

And then went down the hatchway one by one. 

xci. 

They heard neat day— that in the Dardanelles, 
Waiting for his Sublimity's firmAn. 

The ntosi imperative of sovereign spelh. 

Which everbody does without who can. 

More to secure them in their naval cells. 

Lady to larly, well as man to man. 

Were to be chain'd and lotted out per couple. 
For the slave market of Constantirx^le. 

XCII. 

Useems. when this allotment was made out, 
There chanced to be an odd male and odd 
female. 

Who (after some discussion and some doubt, 

If the soprano might be deem'd to be male. 
They placra him o'er the woman as a scout) 
Were link’d together, and U happen’d the male 
Was Juan, who— an awkward thing at his age— 
Pair’d off with a Bacchante blooming visage 

XC1IJ. 

With Raucocantl lucklessly was chain'd 
The tenor ; these two hated with a hate. 
Found only on the stage, and each more pain’d 
With this his tuneful neighbour than bis fate 
Sad strife arose, for they were so crDsa-gmln’d. 

Instead of bearing up without debate. (oaiK. 
That each pull’d different vrays with many an 
' Arcades ambo’— ^ tsi, blackguai^ Imli. 

^ XCtV. 

Juan’s companion was a Romagnole. 

But bred within (he March of old Ancooa. 
With eyes that look'd into tbe very st^ 

d other ebief points of a * btila dooaa'), 



Bright— and as black and burning as a coal : 
And through lier clear brunette complexion 
shone a 

Great wish to please — a most attractive dower. 
Especially witec added to the |>ower. 

XCV. 

But all (hat power was wasted upon him. 

Por sorrow o'er each sense held stern coni' 
mand ; 

Her eye might flash on his. but found It dim : 

And (hough thus cliain’d. as natural her hand 
'^ouch’d his. nor that— nor any handsome limb 
(And she had some not easy to w ithsiand) 
Could stir his pulse, or m.ikc his faith fed brittle : 
*^erhap$ bis recent wounds might help a little. 


xcvi. 

Mo matter : we should ne’er too much inquire. 
But facts are facts ; no knight could be more 
And firmer faith no ladye-love desire : ^true, 

We w ill omit (he proofs, save one or two : 

Tis said no one In hand * can hold a fire 
By thought of frosty Caucasus ; ' but few. 
really think ; yet Juan’s then ordeal 
Wa» more triumphant, and not much less real. 

XCVII. 

Here I might enter on a ebosle description. 

Having withstood tem|>iation in my youth. 
But hear that ses'eral people take exception 
At (he first two hooks having too much (ruth. 
Therefore I’U make Don Juan leave the ship 
soon. 

Because the publisher deelaras. In sooth. 
Through needles’ eyes it easier for a camel Is 
To pass. (Iian those two cantos into families. 

xevni. 

’Tis all the same to me : T m fond of yielding. 

And therefore leave them to tbe purer page 
Of Smollett. Prior. Ariosto. Fielding, 

Who say yrange things, for so correct an age. 

1 once had great alacrity in wielding 
My pen. and liked poetic war to wage. 

And recollect the time when all (his cant 
Would have provoked remarks which now H 
shan’t. 

xctx. 

As boys love rows, my boyhood liked a 
squabble ; 

But at this hour I wish to part in peace. 
Leaving such to the literary rabble, 

Whether ray verse's feme be doom 'd to cease. 
While (be right hand which wrote it still is able. 

Or of some centuries to take a lease ; 

Tbe grass upon my grave will grow as long. 
And sigh to midAighi winds, but not to song, 


or poets wbo come down to us through distance 
Of time and tongues, the fosier'babesof Faroe, 
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Life scem« ihe smallest poniiM of existence : 

Where twenty ages gather o'er a name, 

*Ti$ as a snowt^ll, which derives assistance 
From every flake, and yet rolls on the same, 
Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow ; 
But, after all, tis nothing cold snow. 

Ct. 

And so great names are nothing more than 
nominal. 

And love of glory's but an airy lust. 

Too often in its fury overcoming aU 

Who would as 'twere identify their dust 
From out the wide destruction, which, entomb* 
ing all. 

I .eaves nothing till * the coming of the just — 
Save change : Tve stood upon Achilles* tomb. 
And heard I'roy doubted : lime will doubt of 
Rome. 

CIT. 

The very generations of the dead 
Arc swept away, and tomb inherits tomb, 
Uniil the memoiy of an age is fled, 

And. buried, sinks lietieaih its offspring's 
doom ! 

Where nre (he epltsiplis our farhers read 1 
Save a few glean a from the sepulchral gloom 
Which once*named myriads nameless lie be* 
neaih, 

And lose their own in unlvenal death. 

CUT. 

I canter by the spot each afternoon. 

Where perish d, in his fame, the hero-boy. 
Who livea too long for men. but died too soon 
For human vanity, the young De F^x I 
A broken pillar, not uncouthly newn. 

But which neglect is hastening to destroy, 
Records Ravenna’s carnage on Us face, 

While weeds and ordure nnkle round the base.* 

CIV. 

t pass, each day, where Dante's bones are laid : 

A Miiln cupola, more neat than solemn, 
Protects his dust : but reverence here is paid 
To the bard’s tomb, and not the warrioi's 
column : 

llie time must come wheu both, alike decay d. 
The chieftain s trophy, and the poet’s volume. 
Will sink w here lie the songs and wars of earth. 
Before Pelides’ death, or Homer’s birth. 

cv. 

With human blood that column was cemented. 
With human 61th that column Is dehled ; 

As if the peasant’s coarse contempt were ^ted 
To show bis loathing of the spot he soil d : 


•bM it* ettr. «a ib* 
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Thus is the trophy used, and thus lamented 
Should ever those bloodhounds, from whose 
wild 

Instinct of gore and glory earth has known 
Those sufferings Dante saw in bell alone. 

cvt. 

Yet there wiU still be bards ; though fame is 

Its fumes are frankincense to human thought ; 
And the unquiet feelings, which first woke < 
Song in I he world, will seek what then tney 
sought j . , 

As on the beach the waves at last are broke. 

Thus to their extreme verge the passions 
brought 

Dash into poetry, which U but passion. 

Or at least was so ere it grew a fashion, 

evil. 

I f in the course of such a life as was 
At once adventurous and contemplalire, 

Men who partake all passions as they patf. 

Acquire the deep and bitter power to give 
Tliclr images again, as in a g’ass. , 

And in such colours that they seem to lire . 

Ymi n.aydo right forbidding them to show em. 

But spoil (I think) a very pretty poem. 

cviri. 

O ye who make the fortunes of all books t 
ficnicn Ceruleans of the second w 
Who advertise new poems by your looks. 

Your ' imprimatur ‘ will ye not anne* f ^ 

Wbai I must 1 go to ‘he oblivious co<^? 

Those Cornish 

Ah ! must I then the only ntlnsirel 
Proacribed from usiing your Castalian tea 

Cix. 

What I can I prove ‘a lion * ^en no^? 

A ball-room bard, a foolscap, hot-press 

To bevthe compliments of 
And sigh. ‘ I can’t get 

Why ihrt ni swear, « t^wtp 

(Be^uM the world wont read him. *• • 

Th.f «>« f-"-* “ Yl 

Dn,«ii br the blu«o.« mis5« of . 

cx. 

1 • d«kiy, detptr. tb. skr. 

As some one »«?e»*>ere sinp 


A.(rr^ l~««i knon. 

The total midnight aod the Icvde iDorn. 




Yet 
But 


CXI’ ^ 

some of you 

nt times are altered snee, a reymu.* 
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You rend my stanas. and I read yuux tettares ; 

And— blit no matter, all those tlunfs are over ; 
Still, 1 have no dislike to learned naiureSi 
For sometimes such a world of virtues cover ; 

I knew one woman of that purple school, 

The loveliest, chastest, best, but— quite a fool. 

exit. 

Humboldt. ' the first of travellers/ but not 
The last, if late accounts be accurate, 
Invented, by some name I have forgot. 

As well as the sublime discovery's date, 

An airy instrument, with which he sought 
To ascertain the atmospheric state. 

By measuring ' the inUmity 4 / hint;' • 

O, Lady Da^mne, let me measure you I 

cxnt. 

But to the narrative.— The vessel, bound 
With slaves to sell off In the capital. 

After the usual process, might be found 
At anchor ui>der the seraglio wall ; 

Her caw. from the plague being safe and sound. 

Were land^ In the m.arkct. one and all. 

And there, wiih Georguns, Kussbns, and Cir* 
cassians. 

Bought up for different purposes and passions. 

CXIV. 

Some went off dearly ; fifreen hundred dollars 
kor one Circassian, a sweet girl were given. 
Warranted vjrpo ; beamy's brightest colours 
Had deck d her out in all the hues of heaven : 

home some disappointed bewlen 
Who bade on till the hundreds reach’d eleven ; 


But when the offer w*enc beyond, they knew 
*Twas for the Sultan, and at once withdrew. 

cxv. 

Twelve n^jrcsses from Nubia brought a price 
Which the West Indian market scarce would 
bring t 

Though Wilberforce. at last, has made it twice 
NVhat *tw*as ere Abolition ; and the thing 
Need not seem very w onderful, for vice 
U always much more splendid than a king • 
The vinucs, even the most exalted. Charity. 

Are saving— vice spares nothing for a rarity. 

CXVJ. 

But for the destiny of this young troop. 

How some were bought by pashas, some b? 
Jews, 

How some to burdens u eru cd>liged to Stoop, 
And others rose to the comm.ind of crews 
As renegadoes : while, in hapless group. 

Hoping no very old vlm*r might choose, [’em. 
The fem.ales stood, as one by one they pWk’d 
To make a mistress, or fourth wife, or victim ; 

CXVJ r. 

All this must be reserved for further song ; 

Also our hero’s lot, howe’er unpleasant 
(necause this canto has liecome too long), 

Must be j>osi|>oned discreetly for the present. 

1 m sensilde redundancy is wrong. 

But could not for the muse of me put less in't * 
And now deby ilie progress of Don Juan, 
liU what is call’d, in Ossian, the fifth Duan. 


CANTO THE FIFTH. 


1831. 


Wk«h amupry poets sing their loves 
In UouJd Knee melllrtuously bland 
Am pair their rhymes as Venus yokes her 
^They Utile think what mischief is In hand^ 
**** ' wtwss, the worse it pr^ 
Ai s verre may give to understand • 

If. 

I therefore do d^ounce all amorous writing. 

Pi.u!!S : 

and^ no means inviting, 
• moral to each error lack’d. ^ 
'wiructing than delighting. 
And with all passions in tbdr tun utack’i • 




Now. if my IVgasus should net be shod ID. 

This poem mil become a moral model. 

III. 

The European with the Asian shore 
bpnnklrd with patacn : the ocean stream • 
with a seventy-four ; 
b^hia s Cupob, with golden gleam : 

I he cypress grom ; Olympus high and hoar 2 
* ^ >**«*» anff the more than I could 

descry, present the very view 

Which charm d ibe charming Mary Montagu. 

IV. 

I ^ve a passion for the name of * Mary * 

For once n was a magic sound to me : 
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And still it half calls up (I its realms of fairy, 
Where I beheld what never was lo be : 

All feelings changed, but this was last lo vary. 
A spell from which even yei I’m not quite 
free ; 

But 1 grow sad— and let a tale grow cold, 
Which must not be pathetically told. 

V- 

The wind swept down Ihe Euxine. and the wave 
Broke foaming o’er the blue Symplegades ; 
'Tis a grand sight, from off * the Giant's Grave,** 
To watch the progress of those rolling seas 
Between the Bosphorus, as they lash and \a\t 
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease : 
There's not a sen the passenger c*er pukes in, 
Turns up more dangerous breakers than the 
Euxine. 

VI. 

*Twaa A raw day of autumn's bleak beginning. 

When nights are equal, but not so the days ; 
The Fnrca; then cut short the further spinning 
Of seamen's fates, and the loud tempos raise 
The waters, and repentance for post sinning 
In all w ho o'er the great deep take iheir w*a^ ; 
They vow to amend their lives, and yet they 
don't ; l^n t, 

Because, if drown'd, they can't— if spared, they 

vtt. 

A crowd of shivering slaves, of every nation. 

And age. and sex, were in the market ranged : 
Each bevy with the merchant in his station : 
Poor creatures f (heir good looks were sadly 
chan^ : 

All save the blacks seem’fl jaded vnth venae iw, 
From friends, and home, and freedom, far 
estranged; ^ 

The negroes more philosophy display d,— 

Used to it, no doubt, as eels are (o be flay d. 

VI ti. 

Juan WAS juvenile, and thus was full. 

As most At his age are, of hope and health ; 
Yet 1 must own he look'd a little dull. 

And nowand then a teor stole down by stealth ; 
Perhaps his recent loss of blood might ptiU 
His spirit down ; and (hen (he of wealth, 
A mistress, and such comfortable quarters, 

To be put up for auction amongst Tartars. 

IX. 

Were things to shake a stoic : ne’crthelcss, 
Upon the whole his carriage wm serene : 

His figure and the splendour of his dress. 

Of w hich some gilded retncian ts sii 11 were seen. 
Drew all eyes on him. giving them to guess 
He was above the vulgar by his mien ; 

And then, (hough pale, he was so very hand- 
some: 

And then— they caJcuUicd on his rensom. 

. •TheCU*«'iCf»»e»k« Cfc« 

OMaSorvA "*“S OequatedPT M4*y pwUai. like Kee- 
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X. 

Uke a backgammon board the place was 
With whiles and blacks, in groups on siiow 
for sale. . , 

Though rather more Irt^ularly spotted , 

Some bought the jet, while others chose Ihe 

It chanc^. among the other pcop^ loHed* 

A man of thirty, rather stout and bale, 

Wiih resolution m his dark grey e>j, a 

Next Juan stood, till some migm choose low* 

xt. 

He had an English look ; that is, ^vas ^ . 

In make, of a complexion white 
Good teeth, with curling, rather dark 

AndTit might be 

An open brow a little mar^k d . 

One arm had on a bandage rather 
And there he stood wiih such /wd. 

Coul^scarce be shown even by a mere spectator. 

Xtt. 

But seeing at his elbow a mere lad. 

Of a high spirit evideniry, 'hougn 
At present weigh'd ‘ W show 

Overthrown even 
A kind of blunt compassion 

Lot of so young a partnenn »h« woe, ^ 
Which for himself be 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course 

XJIb 

The only gentlemen soem I and you • 

So k( us be acquainted, as ? ' 

If I could yield you any 
'Twould give me pleasure.— "my. w 

XIV. 

When Juan answer'd. ; 

• I thought, in fact, you couJ^t » ^ 




XV. 


• I>r.r. sir,- aid J-m, ' 'f ‘ 

brought you here? [doom- 

veiT jare— . . * .—'To dila 

Six Tartars iair. 

But what conduct^, if ^ sooie 

Is that which 1 would -^thtfe* 

M^ths with the Russaa anny beroaou 
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And. Uking lately, by Suwarrow’s Indding, 

A town, waa ui‘ea myself, instead of Wkldin.* 

xv». 

* Have you no friends ? '— * I had : but, by Cod'* 

bluing, 

Have not been troubled with them lately. Now 
I have ans^s'erd all your questions, without 
pressing, 

And you an equal courtesy shotjld show/ 

* Alas 1’ said Juan. * 'twere a tele distressing. 

And long, besides. Oh. if *tis really so. 
You’re nght. on both accouriis. lo hold your 
tongue ; 

A sad tale saddens doubly, when *tis long, 
xvtt. 

' But droop not : Fortune, at your time of life. 

Although a female moderately fickle, 

Will hardly leave you (as she’s not your wife) 
For any length of days in such a pickle ; 

To strive, too. with our fate were such a strife 
As if the com^sheaf should oppose the sickle : 
Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
l lie circumstances seem the sport ^ men.' 

Xvttl. 

*’TH not.’ said Juan, ' for my present doom 
I mourn, but tor the past ;~l loved a maid : 

I <e pa used . anti h is dark eye grew full of g loom ; 

A single tear upon his eyelash stay’d 
A moment, and then dropp’d ; * but to resume 
, T** fw my present lot. as I have said. 

Which deplore so much : for I have borne 
HerJshIps which have the hardiest overworn. 

XIX. 

*Oo the rough deep. Bui ihis last blow '—and 
here 

He stopp’d again, and turn'd away his face. 
Ah I quoth bis friend. * 1 iboughi it would 
appear 

That there had been a lady In the ttse ; 

And these are things which ask a tender t^. 
Such as 1 too would shed, if in your pl a c e * 

I cried upon my first wife's dyiog day, 

And also when my second ran away : 

XX. 

*My thirds—* * Your third I* quoth Juan, tam- 
ing round, ^ 

' You scarcely can be thirty : have you three >' 

* No-^nly two at present above ground : 

Surely *tis nothing wonderful to see 
One person thrice In boly wedlock bound I* 

’ Well, then, your third,’ said Juan, • what did 
She did not run away too— did she, sir?' fahe? 
*No. faith. — ‘What then?' — *1 ran away 
from her.’ * 


XXI. 


* You take things coolly, dr,' said Juan, ' Why ' 

Relied the oUwr, * what con a man do? 


There still are many rainbows in your sky. 

But mine have vanish’d. All, when life is new, 
Commence with feelings warm and prospects 
high i 

But time strips our Illusions of their hue. 

And one by teie in turn, some gTnn<] misi.nke 
Casts o/T its bright skin yearly, iike the snake. 

XXII. 

•'Tblr^ie, it gets another bright and fresh, 

Or fresltcr. brighter; but, the ye.ir gone 
through. 

This skin must go the way too of all flosli. 

Or sometimes only wc.ir a week or two 
Love's the first net which spreads its deadly 
mesh ! 

Amlntlon. Avarice. Vengeance, CloTy, glue 
The gUitering Ume-twigs of our latter days. 
Where still we duller on for pence or praise,’ 

XXIII. 

* All this is very fine, end may be true.’ 

Sakl Juan ; ‘but I really don't see how 
It betters present times with me or you.’ 

* No ? ’ quoth the other ; * yet you will allow. 
By setting things in their right point of view. 
Knowledge at least is gam’d : for instance, 

DOW 

We know what slavery is ; and our djs.\Aicrs 
May teach ua better to behave, when masters/ 

XX tv. 

' Would we were masters now, if but to try 
Iheir present lessons on our Fag.nn frigndi 
here. 

Said Tuan, swallowinga heart-burning sigh ; 
'Heaven help the scholar whom his triune 
sends here I ' 

’ Perhaps w« shall be one day, by and by.’ 
Rejoin’d the other, * when our bad luck inencU 

b^ ; [uj) 

Meantime (yon old black eunuch seems to eye 
I wish 10 G^l that somebody would buy us f 

XXV. 

But. after all. what is our present state? 

Tis bad. and may be bctier— all men's lot ; 
Most men are slaves, none more so than the 

To their own whims, and p.assions, and what 
Society Itself, which should create 
Kindness, destroys what Utile we had got ; 

To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the workl’s stoks— men without a heart/ 

xxvr. 

Just now a black okl neutral personage 
I Of the third sea slept up. and peering over 
TIte «piive^ seemd to mark their looks, and 
And capatehCMs, as lo discover face 

if they fitted fw the purposed cage • ^ 

No lady e'er is ogled by a lover. 

Hof« by a blackly, broadcloth by a laflor 
Fee l^a counsel, fcion byajail«, ^ 


DOhf JUAff. 
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XXVll. 

As is a slave by his intended bidder. 

Tis pieasant, purchasing our feIlow<reature$: 
And all are to be sold, if you consider 

Their passions, and are dext'roos : some by 
features 

Are bought up. others by a warlike leader ; 
Some by a place— as tend their years oi 
natures ; 

The most by ready cash— but all have prices, 
From crowns to kicks, according to their vices. 

XXVTtl. 

The eunuch, having eyed them o'er with care, 
'Turn'd to the merchant, and began to bid 
First but for one. and after for the pair : [did I 
’I'hey haggled, wrangled, swore fo<^so they 
As though they were in a mere Christian fair. 

Cheapening an ox. an ass. a lamb, or kid ; 

So that their bargain sounded like a battle 
For tills superior yoke of human cattle. 

XXIX. 

At last they settled into simple grumbling. 

And pulling out reluctant purses, artd 
Turning each piece of silver o'er, and tumbling 
Somedown.and weighingothers in their hand. 
And by mistake sequins with paras jumbling.* 
Unul the sum was accurately scann d ; 

And then the merchant, giving change, and 
signing 

Receipts in full, began to think of dining. 

XXX. 

I wonder if his appetite was good^ 

Or. if It were, if also his digestion } [intnide. 
Meihinks at meals some odd thoughts might 
And conscience ask a curious sort of ouestion 
About the right divine, how far we should 
Sell Aesh and blood. When dinner has 
opprest one. 

I think It is perhaps the gloomiest hour 
Which turns up out of tlie sad (wenty‘four. 

XXXI 

Voltaire says * No‘ : he tells you that Caodide 
Pound life most tolerable after meals : 

He's wrong— unless man were a pg. indeed, 
Repletion rather adds to what he feels, 

Unless he's drunk, and then no doubt he’s freed 
From his own brain's oppression, whiie he 
reels. 

Of food I think with Philip's son.f or rather 
Ammon's (iU pleased with one world and one 
father} ; 

XXXII. 

1 think, with Alexander, that the act 
Of eating, with anoth^act or two. 


Makes us feel our mortality in fact 
Redoubled ; when a roast and a ragout. 

And fish, and soup, by some side-dishes bacSrd 
Can g»ve us either pain or pleasure, who 
Would pique himself on iniellecis, whose use 
Depends so much upon the gastric juice ? 

XXXItl. 

The other evening ['twas on Friday last)— 

This is a &ci, and no poetic fable- 
lust as my great-coat was about me cast. 

My hat and glo\‘cs still lying on the UWei 
I heard a shot— 'twos eight o'clock sca[« p«t 
And, running out as fast os I was able, 

I found the military commandant , 

Stretch'd in the street, and able scarce to paw. 

xxxiv. 

Poor fellow I for some reason, surely bad. 
They had sUin him with five slugs, and ten 
him there _ . . 

To perish on the pavement ; so I had 

Him borne into the house, and "P I 
And stripp'd, and look’d to. But why should \ 

M ore ci ream stances t Vain was * 

The man was gone. In some lalian qu^ » 
Kill’d by five bullets from an old gua*osrfe(T 

XXXV. 

I gased upon him. for I knew him wel^ 

And though I have seen many 
Saw one, whom such an accident 

So calm : though pierced through stotiuco. 

b«rt. and Imr, tell 

He seem'd to sleep— for you ^Id 
I As he Wed inw.ardly, no b deous , 

Of gore divulged the cause! that be 
bo L I gared on him. 1 thought or said- 

XXXVI. 

Cun ihls be dwih ? Then wh.l 
Sp^Ji r ' but he spoke not. Wake i 

• who hnd ' 

A I housand warriors by IMS word ^ 

In awe : he said, as the centunon »itn. 

- Go.” and he goeth ; " come, and fonn 

'TheVi3!Ep‘'knd bugle »ll 

And now nought left him hut ihc muffled 
xxxvit. 

And they who wailed once and woisW 
With their rough faces tfirong d a^ ^ 

To gate once more on ‘he «mmsndi 
Which for Ihe last, though not thebrst. 
bled: 


• The Turfclib wccMao b a foW uSa wertb ^ i the 
'iVe fttimeh. gTcunWa Xiefc *«. 


• The ePeCed te tg* 

D.f^het. to (he di«— ^ 

■Met tnm Ihe laJStBte eT »h« «rh«fc T»« « 


pamVeea Ihe laJStBte eT the wrhec 

etose " 
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And such SD end 1 thnt he who many a day 
Had faced Napoleons fees uoiJI they tied— 
The foremost in the charge or in the s^y> 
Should now be butcher’d in a civic alley. 
XXXVIll. 

The scars of his old wounds were near his new. 
Those honourable scars which brought him 
fame ; 

And hornd was the contrast to the view— 

But let me quit the (heme ; as such things 
claim 

Perhaps even more attention than is due 
From me. I gaxed las oft I've gated the same) 
To try if I could wrench augla out of death, 
Which should conhrm. or shake, or make, a faith: 

xxxtx. 

Bui it was all a mysiery. Here we are. 

And (here we go— but vthtrtf Fin bits of 
Or three, or two. or one. send very far 1 [lead. 

And is I his blood> then, form’d but to be shed ? 
Can every element our elements mar f (dead? 

And air — eanh — water — fire live — and we 
HV. whose minds comprehend all things? No 
But let us to (he story as before. (more : 

XU 

The purchaser of Juan and acquain(aftce 
Bc^ off his bargains to a gilded boat. 
Embark’d hJmseiranU them, and off tlUy went 
(hence 

As fast as oars could pull and Writer Aoat ; 
They look'd like persons being led to sentence. 

wondering whnt neat, till the caique* was 
Up ir. a little creek below t wall [brought 
Oeriopp'd with cypresses. dark*green and tall. 
XLI. 

Hm their conductor, tapping ai the wicket 
Of a small iron door. *iwas open’d, and 
He led them onward, first through a low thicket, 
Flank'd by large groves, uhkh lower’d on 
either hand : 

They almost lost their way. and had to pkk it— 
For night was dosing ere they ame to land. 
The eunuch made a sign to those on board. 
Who row’d off. leaving them, without a word. 
XLII. 

As they were plodding on their winding way. 
Through orange bowers, and Jasmine, and so 
forth : 

(Of which I might have a good deal to say, 
I'licre being no such profusion in the North 
Of oriental plants, ttetfint. 

But (liut of Uie your Kribblers think it worth 
Their w hile to rear whole hcNbeds in fA<tr wotia. 
Because our poet travell’d 'monj^st the l urks :) 

Xtlll. 

As (hey were threading on their way. there came 
Into Don Juan’s head a thought, which be , 

• •n.eUtbt aiwi aMBc aM tv OMnaf 
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Whisper’d to his contpanion :— 'twas the same 
Which might have then occurr’d to you or me. 

* Meihioks,' said he. *it would be no great shams 

If we should strike a stroke to set us free ; 
I^t’S knock that old black fellow* on the head. 
And march away— ’(were easier done tlian said.' 

xuv. 

*ye$.' said (he other. *aod when done, what 
then? 

Nffw g«t out? How ihe devil got we in 
Artd when we once were fairly out. and when 
From Saint Bartholomew M*e have s.tved our 
To-mofTow'd see us in some other den, (skin.* 
And worse off than w’e hiihurto have been : 
Besides. I’m hungry, and just now would take 
Uke Esau, for my birthright a beefsteak. 

XLV. 

* We must be near some place of man’s abode;— 

For the oW negro's confidence in creeping, 
With his tw'o captives, by so queers road, 
bhows that he thinks his friends have not been 
sleeping ; 

A single cry urould bring ihem all nbroad : 

T’ts therefore better looking before leaping— 
And (here, you see. this turn has brought u$ 
through : 

By Jove, ft noble palace !— lighted, too.* 

XLVI. 

It was indeed a wide extensive building 
Which open’d on tlwir view, and o’er the front 
There seem’d to be besprent a deal of gilding 
And various hues, as is the Turkish wont— 

A ^udy lasie : for they are little skiH'd in 
The arts of which these lands were once the 
fount : 

Bach villa on the Bosphorus loojts a screen 
•New painted, or a pretty opera scene. 

Xbvtt. 

And nearer as they came, a genial savour 
Of certain stews, and roast meats, and pilaus. 
Thjngswhkh in hungiyrmoriiUs'ey« finrl Invour. 

Made Juan in his harsh iniemions pause. 

And put himself upon his good behaviour : 

His friend, too. adding a new saving clause, 
baid. ' In heaven’s name lei’s gel some supoer 
now. 

Aod then I’ni with you, if you're for a row,' 
XLVIIJ. 

talk of an appeal unto some passion, 

Some to men's feelings, others to their reason \ 
The last of these was never much the fushion, 
roT reason thinks all reasoning out of season. 
Some speakers w hmc, and others lay the lash on, 
But more or leas continue siill to tease on 
With a^menu according to their ' forte ; ' " 

But no one ever dreams of betog short. 


• SI l>i n s.4e» c » lUyed dire. 
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ts. 

Babe] was Nimrod’s bunung‘boZi aod thefi 
A towa o{ gardens, walls, and weaUh amairng. 
Where Ncbuchadonosor, kingofmen. [gmsitig, 
Reign'd, till one summer^ day he look to 
And Daniel lamed the lions In their den, 

The peoples awe and admiration raising : 
'Twas famous, too, for Thisbe and for Py rain us. 
And the calumniated queen Semiramb.* 

LXt, 

That injured queen, bv chroniclers so coarse 
Has been accused ((doubt not by conspiracy) 
Of an Improper friendship for her horse 

(Love, like religion, sometimes runs to heresy). 
This monstrous tale had probably its source 
(For such exaggerations here and there I see) 
la wnting ' Courser* by mistake for * Courier : 

I wish the case would come before a jury here. 

LXII. 

But to resume,— should tliere be (what may not 
Be In these daysn some infidels, who don’t, 
Because they can't And out the very spot 
Of that same Babel, or because they won’t 
(Though Claudius Rich, Esquire, some bricks 
has got. 

And written lately two memoirs upon’t), 
Believe the ]ew$, those unbelievers, who 
Must be believed, though they belkve sot you. 

Lxrn. 

Yet let them think that Horace has exprest 
Shortly and sweetly the masonic foUy 
Of those, forgetting the great place of rest. 

Who give themiclvec to arrnitecture wholly : 
We know where thinp and men must end at b^t: 

A moral (like all morals) melancholy, 

And Et upuUri immtmor Urnis d^m*s, (us. 
Shows that we build when we should but entomb 

LX1V. 

At last they reach’d a quarter most retired. 
Where echo woke as If from a long slumber : 
Though full of all things which could be desired. 

One wonder’d what to do with such anucDber 
Of articles which nobody required ; 

Here w raith had done its utntost to encumber 
With funltore an exquisite apartment, (meant. 
Which puzsled Nature much to know wW Art 

LXV. 

It seem’d, however, but to open on 
A range or suite of further charabos, whkh 
Alight lead lo Heaven koows where ; but in this 
The moveables were prodigally ri^ i [one 
Sofas ’twBS half a sin to sit upon. 

So costly were they : carpets every stitch 
Of workmanship so race, they made you wish 
You could glide o'er tbem like a golden fish. 


« aibylM ^ catve«d by Nlwfod. suc^ImscO ud 
baMbXaS by N4bw«had«aoMc, 4 ^ reVilk by 


LX VI. 

The l^ack, however, without hardly deigning 
A glance at that which wrapt the slaves in 
wonder. 

Trampled what they scarce (rod for fear of stain* 
As if the milky w ay their feet was under (^Ing, 
With all its stars : and w’ith a stretch aiiainiog 
A certain press or cupboard niched in yonder— 
In that remote recess w’hich you may see— 

Or if you don't, the fault is not in me,— 

LX VI t. 

I wish lo be perspicuous : and the black, 

I say. unlock! Dg (he recess, pull’d forth 
A quantity M clothes fit for the back 
Of any Mussulman, whate’er his worth ; 

And of variety there was no lack— (dearth. 
And yet, (hough I have said there was no 
He chose himself to i^nt out what he thought 
Most proper for the Christians he had bought. 

LXViii. 

The suit he thought most suitable to each 
Was, for the elder and the stouter, first 
A Cindiote cloak, which to the knee might reach. 

A nd trousers not so t ighi that i hey would hu rst. 
But such as fit an Asiatic breech : [nurst, 

A shawl, whose folds in Cashmere ha«t been 
Slippers of saffron, dagger rich and handy ; 

In short, all things whkb form a Turkish uaady. 

LXtX. 

While he was dresvng, EUba. their black friend, 
Hinted the vast advantages which they 
Might probably obtain both in the end, 
if they would but pursue the proper way 
Which fortune plainly seem’d to recommend : 

And theo he added that he needs must say, 

' T would greatly tend to better their condition, 
l( they would condescend to circumeUlon. 

LXX. 

’ For his ow n part, he really should rejoice 
To see them true believeis, but no less 
Would leave hb proposiiiun to their choice, 
nie other, ihankmg hint for thb excess 
Of goodness, in (bus leaving them a voice 
In such a Ihfie, scarcely could express 
'Sufficiently' (be Said) ' hU approbation 
Of all the customs of this poibb’d naiioo. 

LXXI. 

' For his own share, he aw but small objeclioo 
To so respecuble an ancient rite : 

And after swallowing down a slight refection. 

For which he own’d a present appetite, 

He doubted not a few hours of reoection 
Would reconcile hire to (he bu^ness quite ’ 
•Will it ? said Juan, sharply ; ' Strike me dead. 
But they as soon shall c^rcumebe my bead I 

LXXtl. 

• Cut off a thousand h^rf^ before^—’ * Nov 
Replied Che other, ' do not iotmrupt ; -pray. 
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You put me out in what 1 had to say. 

Sir as t said, as soon as I have supt, 

I shall perpend if your proposal may 
Be such as I can properly accept : 

Provided always your great goodness still 
Remus the mailer to our own free-will/ 

LXXDI. 

Baba eyed Juan , and said. ‘ Be so gr«d 
As dress yourself—and pointed out a suit 
In which a princess with great pleasure would 
Array her limbs: buijuan, standing mute, 
As not being in a masriuerading mood. 

Gave It a slight kick with his Christian foot : 
And when the old negro told him to * get ready, 
Replied, ' Old gentleman. Tm not a lady/ 

LXXtV. 

* What you may be I neither know nor care/ 

Said naba ; ' but pray do as 1 desire : 

I have no more time nor niany words to spare.* 
‘At least,' said Juan, 'sure I may inquire 
The cause of this odd travesty.' — ' Forbear.' 

Said baba. *to be curious : 'twill transpire. 
No doubt, in proper place, and lime, and season ; 
I have no authority to tell the reason.' 

LX XV. 

•Then If I do,' said Juan. 'I'll be •HoWI' 

Rejoin'd the negro. * pray be not provoking ; 
This spirit’s well, but it may wax too bold. 

And you will rind us not loo fond of joking.* 
*Whai, sir,' said Juan, 'shall it e’er be told 
That ( unsex'd my dress But Baba, stroking 
The things down. said. ' Incense me. and 1 call 
Those who will leave you of nu sex at all. 

LXXVT. 

* I offer you a handsome suit of clothes : 

A woman's, true: but then there is a cause 
Wby you should wear them.' — *What, though 
my soul loathes {pause. 

The elTeminaie garb?'— thus, after a short 
Sigh'd Juan, muttering also some slight oatlis. 

'What the devil sh.ill 1 do withall thisgause?* 
Thus he profanely term'd the final lace 
Which e'er set on a marriage-morning face. 

Lxxvil. 

&od then he swore ; and. sighing, on he slipp'd 
A pair of ttousera of Aesh-colour'd silk : 

Next with a virgin tone be was equipp'd, 

Which gin a light chemise as white as milk ; 
But tugging on his petticoat, he tripp'd. 
Which— as we say— or as the :^ch 
ti/AiJk 

S he rhyme obliges me to this; sometimes 
oaarchs are less iroperadve than rhymes)— 

LXXVIll. 

Whilk, which for what you please), was owing to 
His garment 5 novelty.aod his bang awkward: 
And yet at last he managed to get through 
His i^t, though no doubt a hide beuwaid : 


say, 


The negro Baba help'd a little too, [hvil 
When some untoward pan of raiment stuck 
And. wrestling both his arms into a gown, 

He paused, and took a survey up and down* 

LXXIX. 

One difficulty still remain'd— bis hair 

Was hardly long enough ; but Saba fwioa 
So many false long (reases all to spare. 

That soon hU bead was most complete? 
crown'd, 

After the manner then in fashion there : 

And this addition with such gems was bound 
As suited the tmembU of his twlct. 

While Baba made him comb his hair, andcuii* 

LXXX. 

And now, being femlnitiely all array'd, 

With some small aid from scissors, paint, aac 
tweeaers. 

He look'd In almost all respects a maid, 

And Baba smilingly exclaim'd, 'Yousee. sjrx 
A perfect iransformaiion here display'd : |S‘t*» 

And now, then, you must come along wuli me, 

That is— ihe Lady ' Clapping his hands twice, 
Four blacks were at his elbow in a trice. 

LXXXI. 

You. sir.* said Baba, nodding to the onft 
• Will please to accompany those genticmeo 
To supper : but you. worthy Christian nun. 

Wifi follow me. No trifling, str: for when 
say a thing, it must at once be done. ^ . 

What fear you ? Think you this a lion s dear 
Why, 'lisa palace, where the inily wise 
Anticipate the Prophet's paradise. 

LXXXtt. 

' You fool I tell you no one means 
'So much the belter.' Juan said, for . 
Else they shall feel the weight of this n>/ 

Which is not quite so light « you W ^ 

I yield thus far ; but soon will break Ihe ebamx 
If any take me for that which 1 seem , 

So that I trust, for everybody s sake. 

That this disguise may lead to no tnbiake. 

LXXXltl. 

'Block head I come on. and see.'quoib Ba»r 
while . Vis 

Don Juan, (uming to bis 
Though somewhat grieved, could scarce loroo* 
asmile . . 

Upon the meumorphosis in view, ^ 

• Farewell i ' they mutually exclaim d . 

Seems feitile in adveofures strange and ne . 
One's turn'd half Mussulman, and one a , » 
By this old black eoclianier's uosougbt am. 

LXXXIV. 

Farewell J ' said Juao: 'should we mtel do 

more, _ «if' 

I wish you a good appetite. — ‘ . 

Replied the other j ‘ though it gneves me sot • 
out meet. have a tale to • 


tSsi. 


DON JUAN. 


6of 



602 


DON yUAN. 


iStl. 


Quite in a confidential queenly way, 

A lady ; Baba stopp'd, and kcKeiingagn'd 
To Juan, who. though not much used lopray. 

K nelt down by instinct, wondering in his mind 
What all this meant : while Baba bow'd and 
His head, until the ceremony ended, [bended 


To make men happy, or to iMp iben Hr’ 

(So take it in (be very words of Creech): 
*n^ Horace wrote, we all know, long ago ; 

And thus Pope quotes the precept to 
From his translation ; but bad nont tdmind. 
Would Pope have sung, or Horace beeninsp»tw' 


XCVl- 

The lady, rising up with such an air 
As Venus rose with from the wave, on (hem 
Bent, like an Antelope, a l^phion pair 
Of eyes, which put out each surrounding gem : | 
And, raising up an arm as moonlight fair. 

She sign'd to Baba, who first kiss'd the hem 
Of her deep purple robe. and. speaking low. 
Pointed to Juan, who remain'd below. 

XCvii. 

Her presence was as lofty as her slate ; 

Her beauty of that overpowering kind. 

Whose force description only would abate : 

rd rather leave it much to your own minU, 
Than lessen It bv what 1 could relate 

Of forms ana features : it would strike you 
Could I do Justice to the full detail : [blfnd, 

So, luckily for both, my phrases fail. 

XCVIII. 

Thus much, however, I may add,— her rears 
Were ripe, (hey might make six*and*twen(y 
springs; [bears. 

But there are forms which I'ime to (ouch for* 
.^nd turns aside his scythe to vulgar things, 
Such as was Mary’s, Queen of Scots. True, (ears 
And love destroy, and sapping sorrow wrings 
Charms from the cnarmer ; yet some never grow 
Ugly : for instance— Ninon de THnelos. 

XCIX. 

She spolce some words to her attendants, who 
Composed a choir of girls, ten ora dosen, 

And were all clad alike: like Juan, too, 

Who wore their uniform, by Baba chosen : 
They form'd a very nymph'like looking crew. 
Which might have call'd Diana's chorus 
'cousin.' 

As far as outward show may correspond ; 

I won't be bail for anything beyond. 


C. 

They bow'd obeCsance and wiclidrew, reriring. 
But not by the same door ihrough which came 
Baba andjuan. which ktsr stood admiring, [la 
At some small distance, all he saw within 
I'h is strange saloon, much fitted for inspiring 

none thSt 


ngs 


Marvel and praise ; for both or none 
win: 

And 1 must say. I ne’er eoold see (be very 
Oreat happiness of (be * Nil Adminri/ 

Cl. 

* Not to adiaire is all the art I know [speech) 
PkUo tntlij dear Murray, few ta 


cu. 

Baba, when all the damsels were wlthdfsv«»i 
Motion'd to Juao to approach, snd (hen 
A second time desired him to kneel down, 

.And kiss the lady's fool ; which maxim, wkp 
H e heard repeated, Juan with a frown 
Drew himself up to his full height again, 

And said. ' 1 1 grieved him, but he could noisioop 
To any shoe, unless it shod the Pope. 

cut. 

Baba, indignant at this ill-Umed pride, 

Made fierce remonsiiances, and then a 
He mutter'd (but the last was given . 

Aboui a bow-string— quite id 
Wouldjuanbend, though '(were w Mahomeis 

There's nothing In the world lrke r/if#»r/rt 
In kingly chambers or iniperial balls, 

I As at (he race and county balls. 

CIV. 

He stood like AtUs. with a world 
About his eats, and nathleas wouW no* 

'The blood of all his Hoe's CmuJI*J 
Boil'd in hh veins, and rather than 
To stain his pedigree, a thousand iwow ^ 

A thousand times of him had made " * ^ 
At length, pereerving the ‘M] couW iiotiWrHJ. 
Baba proposed thal he should kiss (he hand. 

cv. 

Here was an honourable compromise. 

A half-way house of d(ploma(jc rest, 

Where they might meet in much 
And Juan now bU willingness expr«i 
To use all fit and proper couriesies. 

Adding (hat this was com monesi and W 

For through the South, (he custom snH 
The gentleman (o kiss the lady's bands, 
cvi. 

And he advanced, (hough 
Though on more 

fingnt’ . 

No lips e'er left their 

I OnTuchastbesetheliptcpf^^UytoJ^ 

'aim for one kiss wouW 
As you wiU see. if sbe y«J 

(a coi^i : a~isei«diD«e^^^"^ 
An almost twelveino pth s cmistan e y on » _ 
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cvn. 

Th« lady eyed him o*er and o'er, and bade 
Baba rebre, which he obe/d in style, 

As it well used to the retreabog trade ; 

And taking hints in good part aU the while, 

He whisper’d J uan not to be afraid : 

And, looking on him with a sort of smile. 

Took leave with such a face of satlsfaciioo. 

As good men wear who have done a virtuous 
acboru 

cvni. 

When he was gone, there was a sudden change ; 

1 know not what might be the laidy's thought. 
But o'er her bright brow flash’d a tumult strange. 
And into her clear cheek the blood was 
brought, 

Blood*red as sunset summer clouds which range 
The verge of heaven ; and in her Urge eyes 
wrought 

A mixture of sensations might be scann'd, 

Of half vduptuousness and half command. 

ctx. 

Her form had all the softness of her sex. 

Her features all the sweetness of the devil. 
When he put on the cherub to perplex 
Eve, and paved (God knows bow) the road to 
evil; (specks. 

The sun himself was scarce more free from 
Than she from aught at which the eye could 
cavil ; (wanbng. 

Yet somehow there was something somewhere 
As if she rather ordt/d than was grtinliftg.^ 

cx. 

Something imperial or imperious threw 
A chain o'er ah she did : that is, a chain 
Was thrown as ’lw«re about the neck ^ you^ 
And rapture’s self will seem almost a pain 
With aughi which looks like despotism in view. 

Our souls at least are free ; and 'tie In vain 
We would against them make the flesh obey** 
The spirit In the end will have its way. 

CXI. 

Her very smile was haughty, thongb so sweet ; 

Her very nod was not an IncUnaicon : 

There was a self-will even in her small feet. 

As though they were quite conscknis of her 
station— 

They trod as upon necks ; and to complete 
Her state (it is the custom of her naiioo), 

A poniard deck'd her girdle, as the sign 
She was a sultan’s bride (thank Heaven, aol 
mine 1) 

% CXII. 

* To hear and (o obey ' had been from birth 
The law of all around her : to fuUil 
All phantasies which yielded joy or mirth. 

Hod been her slaves’ chief pleuure, as her 
will; 


Her blood was high, her beauty scarce of earth ; 

Judge, (hen, if her capHces e’er stood sbU ; 
Had ^ but been a Christian, I’ve a notion 
We should have found out (be ‘ perpetual 
motioQ.' 

CXIII. 

Whate’er she saw and coveted, was brought ; 

Whate’er she did see. if she suppo^ 

It might be seen, with diligence was sought. 
And. when 'twas found, straightway the bar- 
gain closed : 

’There was no end unto the things she bought, 
Nor to (he trouble which her fancies caused ; 
Yet even her tyranny had such a grace. 

The wornen pardon’d all. except her face. 

CXiv. 

Juan, the latest of her whims, had caught 
Her eye in passing on his way to sale ; 

She ord^’d him directly to be bought : 

And Baba, wbo had ne’er been known to fail 
In any kind of mischief to be wrought. 

At ail such auctions knew how to prevail ; 

She had no prudence, but he had. and this 
Explains the garb which Juau took amiss. 

cxv. 

His youth and features favour’d the disguise ; 
i And should you ask how she. a sultan's brivie. 
Could risk, or compass, such strange phantasies, 
This I must leave sultanas to decide : 
Emperors are only husbands in wives' eyes. 

And kings and consorts oft arc mysiinud, 

As we may ascertain with due precidon. 
borne by experience, others by tradition. 

cxvt. 

But to the main poloit where we base been 
lending 

Slie now conceised nil difneulties past. 

And deem'd herself extremely conduscendlog, 
When, being made her properly at lost. 
Without more preface in her blue eyes blending 
Passion and po«er, a glance on him she cast. 
And merely saying. 'Christian, canst thou loveT 
Conceived that phrase was quite enough (o 
move. 

CXVII. 

And so it was. in proper time and place : 

But Juan, who had still his mind o’erflowing 
With HaicHe's hie and soft looian face. 

Felt the vraim blood, uhicb in hh face was 
glowing. 

Rush back um his heart, whkfa fllVd apace, 
And left his cheeks as pale as snow-drops 
blowing: (*pcars. 

These words went through hU eoul like Arab- 
So lhai be ^oke not, but burst into (ears. 

CXVItt. 

Sbe was a good deal shock’d ; not shock’d at 
tears. 

For women shed and use then at (heir liking * 
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But there i* soir>e(Jijrtg when man's eye a^^ears 
Wet, still more disagreeable and striking. 

A woman ‘s tear-drop melts, a man's half sears, 
Like molten lead, as if you thrust a pike in 
His heart to foroe it out ; for (to shorter) 

1*0 them '(is a relief, to us a torture. 


However strange, be could not yet for^t her. 
Which made him seem exceediogly lU-bied. 
Gulbeyas, who look'd on bim asber debtor 
For having had him to her palace led. 
Began to blush up to the eyes, and then 
Grow deadly paJe. and then blush back again. 


CX1X. 

And she would have consoled, but knew not 
how : 

Having no equals, nothing which bad e'er 
Infected her with sympathy till now, 

And never having dreamt what '(was to bear 
Aught of a serious, sorrowing kind, although 
1 here might arise ‘some pouting petty care 
To cross her brow, she wonder'd now. so near 
Her eyes, another’s eye could shed a tear. 

cxx. 

But riature teaches more than power can spoil : 
And when a string, although a strange, 
sensation 

Moves— female hearts are such a genial soil 
For kinder feelings, whatsoe'er (heir natiou, 
They naturally pour the * wine and oil,' 
Samaritans in every situation \ 

And thus Gulheyas, (hough she knew not why. 
Felt an odd glistening mmsture In her eye. 

exxt. 

But tears must stop, like all things else ; and soon 
Juan, who for an irtstant li.id been moved 
To such a sorrow, by the intrusive torw 

Of one who dared to ask if * he loved/ 
Call’d back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright with the ve^ weakness he reproved ; 
And, although sensitive to beauty, he 
Felt most indignant still at not being free. 

exxti. 

Oulbeyas, for the first time In her days. 

Was much embarrass’d, never having met. 

In all her life, with aught save prayers and 

4 * i * 4 4^ •*« t 


exxv. 

At length in an imperial way, she laid 

Her hand >n his, and, bending on bim eyes 
Which needed not an empire to persuade. 

Look’d into his for love, where none replies : 
Her brow grew black, but she would not upbrud. 
That being the last thing a proud woman jne^ 
Sl»e rose, and, |>ausjng one chaste momcni, intr* 
Herself upon his breast, and there she grew. 

CXX VI. 

This was an awkward test, as Juan found. 

But he was steel’d by sorrow, wrath, and pnoe . 
With gentle force her white arms he unwouno, 

I And seated her all drooping by his side. 
Then, rising haughtily, he gl^iced atound, 
And looking coldly in her face, he cned, 

• The prison’d eagle will not pair, nor 1 
I Serve a sultana's sensual phantasy. 

CXXVII. 

• Thou ask’st if I can love 7 be this the . 

How much 1 

In thU vile garb, the distaff, 

Were finer for me : Love 
r am not dauled by this be, 

Whate'er thy power, and great It 
Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watch arou 

ArKlt'^’obey-o-r h-rt, .UU our »« • 


CXXVIll. 


■mi, w» a imih » u, “’■‘"'"'W hid such 


Not so to 
things ; 


her, who ne'er had 


. aij iier me, wn<i wiiutu save |)«»irei> must Yield de* 

And as she also risk’d her life to get (praise ; She deem’d her least ..J king® 

Him whom she meant to tutor In love's ways Earth being only jnade lor qu« 

Into a comfortabk kte-A-t^e, If hearts lay on the left side « m s hriogs 

To lose the hour would make her quite a martyr ; She hardly knew, to such 
And they had wasted now almost a quarter. Legitimacy iis bom 

A^ of their due royal nghts o er men. 


CXXltl. 


1 also would suggest the fitting time. 
To gentlemen in any such Like case. 
That u to say— in a meridian clime ; 


CXXIX. 


Beulda. „ !.« 

A. «ven in a much humbler lot baa 


As even in a 


With us there is more law given to the chase, A kingdom or conft^icn 

J.U.. n. . And also, as may be presumW.J"® ^ g 

Soine stress on «barmi which seio ^ 

By their possessom , ^gbi divine ; 

She thought ”S0 

And haifV that opinion s also mi»«* 

exxx. 

Remember, or (if you youn* 

Ye, who have k^t your ebasUty wnw ; 


But here a small delay forms a great erime 
So recollect that the extremesi grace 
Is just (WO minutes for your declaratioa — 
A mooient more will hurt your reputation. 


good. 


exxiv. 

and might have been 


fuan's was 
better. 

But he bad got Haidde into his bead : 


still I 
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Whfle soroe roor« desperate dowager has beea 
wafing 

Love with jrou^and been in the defrays stung 
By your refusal recollect her raging I 
^ recollect (hat was said or sung 
On such a sutgec( > then suppose the face 
Of a young downright beauty in this case. 

cxxxt. 

Suppos^-but you already have supposed— 

^ The spouse of Potiphar. the Lady 6ooby< 
Phadra, and all which siory has disclosed 
Of go^ examples ; pity that so few by 
Poets and private tutors are exposed. 

To educate^ye youth of Europe— you by ! 

But when you have supposed the few we know, 
You can't suppose Gulbeyas angry brow. 

CXXXlT. 

A ({gress robb’d of young, a lioness. 

Or any interesting beast of prey, 

Are similes at hand for the distress 
Of ladies who cannot have their own way ; 
But though my turn will not be served with less. 
These don’t express one half what I should 
say * 

For what is stealing young ones, few or many. 
To cutting short their hopes Of having any? 

CXXXin. 

The love of offspring’s nature's general lew. 
From tigresses and cubs 10 ducks and duck* 
- ' [«lOWi 

\ There s nothing whets the beak, or arms the 
Uke an invasion of their babes and sucklings; 
And all who have Ken a human nursery, saw 
How mothers love their children's squalls and 
chucklings : 

This strong extreme effect (to tire no longer 
Your patience) shows the cause must still be 
stronger. 

CXXXIV. 

If I said fire flash'd from Gulbeya^ eyra, 

‘Twert nothing, for her eyes flaw'd always 
fire ; 

Or said her cheeks assumed the deepest dym, 

1 should but bring disgrace upon the dyer. 

So supernatural was her passion’s rix : 

For ne’er till now she knew a check'd detire : 
Even ye who know what a check’d woman is» 
(Enough, God knows 1) would much fall slioit 
of this. 

cxxxv. 

Her nge was but a minute's, and ‘iwas well— 
A moment's more had slain her : but the while 
It lasted, '(was like a short glimpse of bell : 

'•< Nought's more sublime than energetic bile, 
'Thongh horrible to see. yet grand to tell, 

Uke ocean warring 'gainst a rocky isle; 

And the deep p^ons, flashiog tnrough her 
Mode her a beautiful embodied storm, ifbrm, 


CXXXV1. 

A vulgar tempest 'twere to a typhoon, 

To match a common fury with her rage \ 

And yet she did not want to reach the moon, 
like moderate Hotspur on the immortal page: 
Her anger pitch’d into a lower tune. 

Perhaps the fault of her soft sex and age— 
Her wish was but to ' kill, kill, kill,’ like rear's. 
And then her t hi rat of blood was quench'd in 
tears. 

CXXXVII. 

A storm it raged, and like the storm it pass'd, 
Pass'd without words— In fact, she could not 
speak ; 

And then her kx's shame broke in at last, 

A sentiment (ill then in her but weak ; 

But now it flow'd in natural and fast. 

As water through an unexpected Ie.^k. 

For she felt humbled— and humiUailon 
Is sometimes good for pe^le in her station. 

CXXXVIH. 

It teaches them that they are flesh and btood. 

It also gently hints to them that others. 
Although of clay, are yet not quite of mud ; 

That unuand pipkins are but fragile brothers, 
And works of the same pottery, or good. 
Though nM all bom of the same sires and 
mothers ; 

It tenches— Heaven knows only what it teaches. 
But sometimes it may mend, and often reaches. 

CXXXIX. 

Her first thought was to cut off Juan's head : 

Her second, to cut only his— acqunin lance : 
Her third to ask him where he had been bred ; 

Her forth to rally him into repentance : 

Her fifth, to call her maids, and go to b^ ; 

Her sixth, to sub herself; her Kventh, to 
Kntcnce 

The lash to Baba ;— but her grand resource 
Was to sit down again, and cry, of course. 

exu 

sire thought to sub herself, but then she had 
The dagger cloK at hand, which made It 
awkward : 

For eastern stays are little made to pad, 

_ So that a poniard pierces, if 'tis stuck hard : 
She thought of killing Juan— but. poor lad. 

"Though he deserved it well for bttng so back* 
The cutting off his head was not the art (ward, 
Most likely 10 attain her aim— hU heart. 

CXLt. 

Juan was moved : he had made up his mind 
To be impaled, or quarter'd as a dish 
For dogs, or to be slain with pangs refined. 

Or thrown to lions, or made baits for fish 
Artd thus heroically stood reign'd. 

Rather than tin— except to his own wish • 
all his great preparative for dving, 
Disalvad like sdow before a woman ^ng. 
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CXLII. 

As through his palms Bob Acres' valour oozed 
So Juan’s virtue ebb'd. I know not how ; 

And nrit he wonder’d why he had refused r 
And then, if matters could be made up now : 
And next his savage virtue he accused. 

Just as a friar n>ay accuse his vow. 

Or as a dame repents her of her oath. 

Which mostly ends in some small breach of both. 

CXLtll. 

So be began to stammer some excuses : 

Bui words are not enough in such a matter. 
Although you borrow'd all that e’er the muses 
Have sung, or even a Dandy's dandiest chatter. 
Or all the figures Casilereagh abuses : 

fust as A languid smile began to flatter, 

His peace was making, but before he ventured 
Further, old Baba rather briskly enter’d. 

CXLIV. 

' Bride of the Sun 1 and sister of the Moon ! ' 

('T was thus he spake), 'and Empress of the 
Earth I ftune. 

Whose frown would put (he spheres all out of 
Whose smile makes all (he planets dance with 
mirth, [soon— 

Your slave brines tidings— he hopes not too 
Which your siiolime attention may be vrorth : 
The Sun himself, has sent me. like a ray, 

To hint that he is coming up this way.* 

eXLV. 

* U it.' exclaim'd Gulbeyaz, *as you say? 

I wish to heaven he would not shine (ill 
morning I 

But bid my women form (he milky way. 

Hence, my old comet I give the stars due 
warning— 

And. Christian, mingle with them as you may, 
And as you'd have me pardon your past 
scorning^—' 

Here they were interrupted by a humming 
Sound, and then by a cry, ''The Sultan’s com- 
ing I’ 

CXLVX, 

First came her damsels, a decorous hie, [white. 

And then his Highness' eunuchs. bla» and 
The (rain might reach a quarter of a mile : 

His Majesty was always so polite 
As to artnounce his visits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night : 

For being the last wife of the Emperor. 

She was. of course, the favourite m the four. 

CXLVTT. 

His Highness was a man of solemn port. 

Shavd'd to the nose, and bearded (o (he eyes, 
Snatch’d from a prison to preside at court, 

His lately bowstrung brother caused his rise : 
He was as good a sovertign of the sort 
As any mention'd in the bistoefes 


Of Canteoair or KnbllSs. where few shine, 

Save Solymao, the glory of their line.* 

cxLvni. 

He went to mosque in state, and said his prayers 
With more than ' Oriental scrupulosity ; 

He left to his virier all state affairs. 

And show'd but little royal curiosity : 

I know not if he had domestic cares— 

No proc^ proved connubial animosity ; 

Four wives and twice five hundred maids, » 
unseen, 

Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen. 

CXLIX. 

If now and then there happen’d a slight slip, 

Utile was heard of criminal or crime ; 

The story scarcely pass'd a single Up— 

The sack and sea had settled all in lime. 

From w hich the secret nobody could np : 

Ibe public knew no more than oo« 
rhyme : 

No scandals made the daily press a cuit^ 

Nforab were better, end the fish no worse. 

CL. 

He saw, with his own eyes, the 
Was also certain that the earth was * 

Because he had journey'd fifty 
No sign that it was circular Bny>vhcre , 

His empire also was without a ^ 

Tis true, a little troubled, here and them, 

By rebel p.eh.i, end -v 

But then they never came to the bcvea s 

CLt’ 

Except in shape of CTvoys. 

To lodge there when a ‘i^i. 

To the true law of nations, which 
Those scoundreb who have ^ ^ pn 

ThejTSMl*)«lcpt despaichtf . ^ 

'The singeing of a Single inky whisker. 

CLII. 

He had fifty daughters and 
Of whom all such as caije of ?«« * 

The former I n a paltce. gbmsd , % 

They lived (ill some once. 

When she. whose turn it w«, seems 

Sometimes at six 

•T-is true ; the reason is, that IM ^ 

Must make a present to his sire-in 
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CLin. 

Ki& sons Mvre k«p( in prison, till tbejr grew 
Of to ftU a bo\s‘string or (he throne. 

Doe or the other, but which of the two 
Could yet be knov’n unto the Fates alone ; 
Mean lime the education they went through 
Was princely, as the proofs have always 
shown : 

So that the heir-apparent still was found 
No less deserving to be hong'd than crown'd. 

CLIV. 

His blajesty saluted his fourth spouse 
With all the ceremonies of his rank, 

Who clear'd her sparkling eyes, and smooth'd 
her brows, 

As suits a mairon who has play’d a prank : 
These must seem doubly mindful of their vows. 

To save (he credit of their breaking bank ; 

To no men are such cordial greeungs given. 

As (hose whose wives have made (hem fit for 
heaven. 

CLV. 

His Highness cast around his great black eyes, 
And looking, as he alw^iys locat'd, pereeiv'ed 
Juan amongst the damsels, in disguise. 

At which he seem’d no whit surprised nor 
gneved ; 

But full remark’d, with air sedate and wise. 

whiie siill a fluttering sigh Gulbeyas heaved. 
* t see you've bought another girl ; lis pity 
That a mere Christian should be so pretty.* 

CLVt. 

This compliment, which drew ail eyes upon 
The new*bought virgin, made her blush and 
shake. 
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Her comrades, also, thonghi themselves undone : 

O Mahomet ! (hat his Majesty should take 
Sudi notice of a giaour, w hile scarce to one 
Of them his Ups imperial ever spake ! 

There was a general whisper, toss, and wriggle ; 
But etiquette forbade them all to giggle. 

CLVIX. 

The Turks do well to shut— at le.ist sometimes— 
The women up ; because, in sad reality. 

Their chastity in these unhappy climes 
Is not a thing of that astringent quality. 
Which, in the North, pres’cnts precocious crimes. 
Aikd makes our snow less pure than our 
morality 

The sun, which yearly melts the pobr ice, 

Has quite tl>e contrary effect on vice. 

CLV I It. 

Thus in the East they are extremely strict. 

And wedlock and a padlock me.in the s.iine : 
Excepting only when the former’s pick’d, 

1 1 ne'er can be replaced In proper frame : 
Spoilt. AS a pipe of claret is w lien prick’d : 

nut then their own polygamy's to blame ; 
Why don't iliey knead two virtuous souls for Nfe» 
lido that moral centaur, man and wife? 

CL1X. 

Thus far our chronicle ; and now wt pause. 

Tliough not for want of matter ; but 'tis time. 
According to (h« ancient mlc laws. 

To sla^en sail, and anchor whh our rhyme. 
Let this fifth canto meet with due applause. 

I'hc sixth shall have a touch of the sublime : 
Meanwhile, aa Homer sometimes sleeps, perhaps 
You'll pardon to my muse a few short naps. 


PREFACE TO CANTOS VI., VII., AND VIII, 

1823. 

Tk* deiajls of the siege of Ismail, In two of the following cantos {i. t. the seventh and eighth), 
were taken from the French work enmkd NisMn di U Awrw/* Some of the Incidents 

aitn billed 10 Don Juan really occurred, particularly the dreumsunce of liis savins the infant, 
which was the actual ca« of (heUte Due de Kichelieu, then a young volunteer in the Ruaslar 
service, and afterwards the fwnder and betwCacior of Odessa, where his name and memory can 
never cease to be regarded with teveevnee. 7 

in the course of tlw cantos, a scana or two will be found rebtive to tlw bte Marquisof 
Undonderry. ^t wntien some time befote hb decease, find that person’s oligarchy di^ with 
him. they would have been suppressed : as it is. I am aware of nothing in the manner of his death 
or of his hfe to prevent the free expressioQ of the opinions of all whom his whole existence was 
consumed in endeavouring to enslave. That be was an amiable man in arrwrr life, may or mav 
not true ; but with this the public have nothing to do : and as to lamenting his death it win 
»heo teland has 10 noura for bis birth, Asa minister, I, for one of 

mlllioiis, looked upon him as one of the most despotic in inteution. and the weakmi in iniellecL 
^at wr fyranM:^ over a wuntry. It b the first time indeed, since the Normans, that England 
??i“ ^ • mmuttr (u bast wbo could not speak English, and (bat Parbament w- 

Bitted itself to be Stated <0 U tha language of Mrs Mabprup. "uament per 
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Of the manner of his death little need be said, except that, if a poor Radical, such as Wadding* 
(on or Watson, had cut his throat, he would have been buried in a cross-road, with (he usual 
appurtenances of the stake and mallet. But the minister was an elegant lunatlc^^ sentimenral 
Suicide \ he merely cut the 'carotid artery ' (blessings on (heir learning !). and lol the pageant, 
and (he Abbey, and * the syllables of dolour yelled forth* by the newspapers, and the haranne 
of the coroner in an eulogy over the bleeding body of the deceased (an Antony worthy of such a 
C«esar), and the nauseous and atrocious cant of a degraded crew of conspirators against all (hat 
is sincere and honourable. In his death he was necessarily one of two things by the /ear— a felon 
or a madm.in— and in either case no great subject for panegyric. In his life heivas— what all the 
world knoivs. and half of it will feel for years to come, unless his death prove a * moral lesson to 
the surviving Sejant * of Europe. It may at least serve as some consolation to the nations that 
their oppressors are not happy, and in some insfanccs judge so justly of their own actions, as to 
onticipate the sentence of mankind.^l^t us hear no more of this man ; and let Ireland remove 
the ashes of her Grattan from (h6s.inc(uary Westminster. Shall the patriot of humanity repose 
by the Werther of politics ! 1 ! . . 1 n u-a 

With regard to the objections which have been made, on another score, to Iheal^oy puuiisnca 
cantos of this poem, I shall content myself with two quotations from Voltaire : ' 1 ^ pudeurs«( 
enfuite des cceurs, e( s’est refugee sur les liwres.' .... * Plus les moeurs sent ddprav^s, plus les 
expressions deviennent mesur^ ; on croii regagner en langage ce qu'on a perdu en venu. 

This is the real fact, ns applicable to the degraded and hypocritical mass xvhich leajens^ 
present English generation, and is the only answer (hey deserve. The hackneyed and lavisiw 
title of Blasphemer— uhich, with Radical. Uberal, Jacobin, Reformer. “C-, are the cntmgw 
which the hillings are daily nnging in the ears of those who will listen— should be welcome to 
all who recollect on u-Aowt it was originally bestovred. Socrates and Jesus Christ were^i w 
death publicly as ^hiphemtn. and so have been, and may be, many who dare to opj)<« m 
most notorious abuses of the n.nme of Cod arKl the mind of man. But persecution is 
tioft. nor even tilumph : the 'wretched Infidel* as he is called, is probably happier in hispn»ix 
than the proudest of his assailants, With his opinions I have nothing to do— they may cw ng 
or wrong ; but he has suffered for them, and that very suffering for conscienw sake will mw 
more proselytes to deism than rlic example of heterodox prelates to 
men to opprttsion, or overixnsioned homickles to the im^ous alliance which insults tne 
with the name of 'Holy I ' I Imve no wish to trample on the dishonoured or - 

would be well if the adherents to the classes from whence those pe/Wfls 
little of the cant which Is the crying sin of this double-dealing and false-spcaklng time ot s« 
spoilers, and— but enough for the present. 

Pisa, July, 182a 

• Pxom this numbtr mnw b« es«et.tee Camtlnc. U > gtait. 1? 

KKretown ; *««l no maii ori*knt oniTtone tmtvtt llw a*ili oJ W* 1*»« pte4««*OT. Lo»«l C. tf *«• « 

Canning <mn. &y| wiH *i« I J. for on«. hop< M. 


CANTO THE SIXTH. 


THF.ak Is t tide in the affaif* of men, [rest. 

Which, taken at the flood' *— you know the 
And most of us have found it. now and then ; 
At least we think so. though but few have 
guess'd 

The moment, tilt too ate to come again : 

But no doubt everything is for the best— 

Of which the surest sign is in (he end : [mend. 
When things are at the worst, they sometimes 


worst, (hey sornetimes 


There Is a tide in the affairs of women, 

Which, taken at the flood, learis — God knows 
where: 


These navigators must be able seamen. . 

Whose charts lay down its currents to a . 
Not all the reveries of /acob Behmen. 

With its strange whirls and eddies. 

Men with their heads reflect on tl^ , 

But women with their hearts on Heaven knows 
what. 

ITI. 

And yet a headlong, headstrong. 

YoUf. beautiful anddaring-who would nsk 
A throne, the world, the 
Beloved in her own way, and rafheMV^ 
The stars from out the sky, than not b« 

X are the billows when the br^ as bnsk 
Though such as she's a devil (if 

would make full many a M aniche a n. 


« See Sb«)upeaR*s C^r. ect I* •««»« > 
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[( (1$ summ'd up wilb fennnine precision » 

Thai, adding to ihe account his Highness* 
The fair Sultana err'd from inanition ; [years, 


sv. 

Thrones, worlds, tt ctttra, are so oft upset 
By commonest amlHtion. that when passion 
O'erthrows the same, we readily forget. 

Or at the least forgive, the loving rash one. 
tf Antony be well remember’d yet, 

*Tis not his cooouestskeep his name hi fashion, 
But Actium. lost for Cleoj^ra's eyes, 
Outbalances all Caesar’s victories. 

V. 

He died at fifty, for a queen of forty : 

I wisb their years had been fifteen and twenty : 
For then wealth, kingdoms, worlds, are but a 
sport— I 

Remember when, though I had no great plenty 
Of worlds to lose, yet still, to pay my court. I 
Gave what \ bad— a beast \ as (he world 
went, [ [never 

Gave what vras worth a world ; for worlds could 
Rcaiore me those pure feelings, gone for ever. 

VI. 

*Twas the boy's *mlta,* and, like the * widow's.' 
may 

Perhaps be weigh'd hereafter, If not now : 

But whether such things do or do not weigh, 

All who have loved or love will still allow 
Life has nought Uke it. God Is love, (bey say ; 

And Loves a god, or was before the b^w 
Of earth was arinkled by the sins and tears 
Of— but Chronology best knows the years. 

VM. 

We left our hero and third hercirie in [mon ; 

A kind of stale more awkward than uitcom* 
For gentlemen must someiimes risk their skin « 
For (hat sad tempter, a forbidden woman *. 
Sultans too much ahhor this sort of sin. 

And don't agree at all with the wIm Roman, 
Heroic, st^e Caio, the Mnieniious,* 

Who lent bis lady to his friend Hortenslus. 

VJXJ. 

I know' Gulbeyas was exlcemely wrong *. 

I own it, I deplore it, 1 condemn it ; 

But I detest all fiction even In song. [It. 

And so must tell the truth, howeer you bbmc 
Her reason being weak, her passions strong, 

She thought that her lord's heart (even could 
she claim it) 

Was scarce enough : for he had fifty>nine 
Years, and a fifieea*hundredlh concubine. 

XX. 

t am not, Uke Casslo, 'an adthmetidan.' 

But by * the bookish (beorlc ' b appears, 

* up «tf«, HwtU.u hli friad M«ReMtes 

b«. M KM UuKh M Ik* totter, K«*fc So Seek Tkto 

eondiKi «u rtdlcukd Uy tte mbus. wW e fcjr iga, iMt 

*1irto ■■iiT-t Ht^nit r H~Tai1HTnTf lit kui niurmi 

wcaebedotCtio lwd>4 wUh trwf »a AVTAtCH. 


For were the Sultan just to all his dears. 

She could but drum the fifteen-hundre^Uh part 
Of what should be monopoly— tlie heart. 

X. 

It is obser^'ed that women are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession, 

And not the Imsi so when they are religious. 
Which doubles what they think of the (rtin5> 
gression ; 

With suits ai^ prosecutions they besiege us. 

As the tribunals show through many a session, 
When (hey suspect that any one goes shares 
In (hat to which the law makes them sole heirs. 

XT. 

How. if this holds good in a Christian land. 

The heathen also, though with less latitude. 
Are apt to carry things w iih a high hand. 

And take what kings call *nn imposing atti* 
tude ;' 

And for their rights connubial make a stand. 
When their nege husbands treat (hem with 
ingratitude; 

And as four wivea must have quadruple claims, 
1’he Tigris hath Its jealousies, like Thames. 

XII. 

Gulbeyas was the fourth, and (as I said) 

The favourite; but wliai's favour amongst four? 
Polygamy may well be held in dread, 

Not only as a sin. but as a hprt: 

Most wise men, with 9 Ht moderate woman wed. 
Will scarcely And philosophy for more ; 

And all (except Mahometans) forbear 
To make the nuptial couch a ' Bed of Ware.' 

Xtll. 

His Highness, ihe sublimest of mankind,— 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every monarch, till they are consign’d 
To those sad hungry jacobins, the worms. 
Who on Ihe very loftiest kings have dined,— 
His Highrtess gazed upon Gulbeyas charms, 
Expecting all the welcome of a lover [over). 
(A 'Highland welcome'* all the wide world 

XIV. 

Now. here we should distinguish ; for howe'er 
Kisses, sweet words, embraces, and all that. 
May look like what is — neither here nor there, 

1 hey are put on as easily as a hat. 

Or raiher bc^nel, which (M tair sex wear, 
Trimm'd either heads or hearts to decorate, 
Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of the heart 

XV. 

A slight blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind 
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown 
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More in iKu cjxliUs thaji ilu: ey«ss, resign’d 
Ratlier to hide what pleases most unknown, 
Are (he best tokens {to a modest mind) 

Of love, when sealed on his loveliest ihrone, 
A sincere woman *s breast. — for rtHtfUiarm 
Or over'^tf A/ annihilates the charm. 


For over- warmth, if false, is worse than truth ; 

if true, 'tis no great lease of its own Are ; 

For i>o one, save in very early youth. 

Would like {I think) to irusi all to desire, 
Which is but a precarious bond, in sooth. 

And apt to be tr.insrerr'd to the first buyer 
At a sad discount : while your over-chilly 
Women, on t’other hand, seem somewhat silly. 

XVH. 

That is, we cannot pardon their bad taste. 

For so it seems to lowers swift or slow. 

Who fain would have a mutual flante confess’d, 
And see a sentimental passion glow. 

Even were bt Francis’ paramour Hieir guest, 

1 n his monastic concubine of snow : 

In short, the maxim for the amorous tribe is 
Horatian, Attdto tu tuthsimus ihit. 

Xvitl. 

Tlie * lu * ’s to 0 much— but let it stand— the verse 
Requires h, that’s to say, the English rhyme, 
And not the pink of old hexameters x 

But, after all, there’s neither tune nor time 
In the last line, which cannot well be worse. 
And was thrust in to close the octave’s chime : 
1 own no prosody can ever rate it 
As a rule, but truth may, if you translate iL 


If fair GuJbeyns overdid her part. 

1 know not— it sucr«etled, aetd success 
Is much in most things, not less in the heart, 
Than other articles of female dress : 
Self-love in man, too, beats all female art ; 

I'hey lie, we lie, all lie, but love no less : 
And no one virtue yet. except starvation. 
Could stop that worst of vices— propegatioo. 


A bad old woman making a worse wtU, 

Which leaves you minus of the cash you 
counted 

As certain— these are paltry things, and yet 
I’ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. 

xxti. 

I’m a phiIosO]>hcr : confound them ail I [kind I 
Bills, beasts, and men. and— no i woman* 

With one good hearty curse 1 vent my gall. 
And then my stoicism leaves nought behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And 1 can give my whole soul up to mind ; 
Though wliat is soul or mind, their birth or 
growth. 

Is more than I know— the deuce take them both I 

xxitt. 

So now all things are d— n’d, one feels at ease, 
As after reading Athanasius' curse. 

Which doth your true believer so much please ; 

1 doubt if any now could make it wone 
O’er his worst enemy when at his knees, 

’Tl$ so sententious, positive, and terse, 

And decorates the boox of Common Prayer, 

As doth a rainbow the just clearing air. 

xxtv. 

Gulbeyas and her lord were sleeping, or 
At least one of them I— Oh. the heavy nignC 
When wicked wives, who love some bachelor. 
Lie down in dudgeon to sigh for the light 
Of the grey morning, and look vainly for 
Its twinkle through the lattice dusky qulie^ 
To toss, to tumble, dose, revive, and ouake 
Ltai their too lawful bed-fellow should wake I 


These are beneath the canopy of heaven. 

Also beneath the canopy or beds. 
Four-posted, and silk-curia in’d, "hlch art givw 
For rich meet and their brides to lay their li«a» 
Upon, in sheets white as what bards call ‘ drt^o 
Snow/ Well, 'lis aU haphasard when one 
weds. 

Gulbeyos was an empress, but had been 
Perhaps as wretched if a p*usunt‘s qutoJt. 


of heaven. 


We leave this royal couple to repose : 

A bed is not a ihrone, and they may sleep. 
Whate’er their dreams be. if of joys or woes ; 

Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep : 
’Tis the vile daily drop on drop which wears 
Tlie soul out (like the stone) with petty cares. 

XXI. 

A scolding wife, a sullen Sod, a bill 
To pay. unpaid, protested, or discounted 
At a percentage : a child cross, dog ill, 

A favourite borse fallen lame just as he’s 
mouniad, , 


E>on luan in his femiolne disguise. 

With all the damsels in their long array. 
Had bow’d themselves before th’ imperial eyes. 

And at the usual signal la’en their ^'fy 
Back to their chambers, those long gal lencs 
In the seraglio, where the ladies lay 
Tb«r delicate Umbs ; a thousand bosoms 
Beating for love, as the caged birds for air. 
XXVIJ. 

I love the se*, and sometimes would reverse 
The tyrant’s • wish, ' that mankind only na“ 
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Coe ficck, which be with one fell stroke migbc 
pierce.' 

My wish U quite 9 S wide, but not so bad. 

And much more tender, on the whole, than fierce: 

It being (not n^w, tut only while a lad) 

That womankind had but one rosy mouth. 

To kiss them all at once from North 10 S^th. 

SXVIII. 

0 enviable Briareus ! with thy hands 
And heads if thou badsi ah things multiplied 
In such proportion !— But my Muse withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titans bride, 
Or travelling In Patagonian lands : 

So let us back to Lilliput. and guide 
Our hero through the labyrinth of love. 

In which we left him several lines above. 

XXIX. 

He went forth with the lovely Odalisques.* 

At the given signal jmn‘d to their array 2 
And (hough he certainly ran many risks. 

Yet be could not at tunes keep, tlie way, 
(Although the consequences of sueh frisks 
Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing's a tax). 
From 0^1 ng all (heir charms from breasts to 

XXX. 

Still he forgot not his disguise :^atong 
Ibe galleries from room to room they walk'd. 
A virgindike and edifying throng. 

By eunuchs flank'd ; while at (heir head there 
stalk'd 

A dame who kept up discipline among 
The female ranks, $0 that none stir r'd or talk'd 
Without her sanction, on their shfparades : 
Her title was ' the Mother of the Maids.* 

XXXI. 

Whether she was a 'mother.* I know not. 

Or wbeiher they were * maids ' who call'd her 
But (his is her seragUo-titk, got f mother ; 

1 krtow not how. but good as any other ; 

So Cantemir can tell you. or De Tott : 

Her office was to keep aloof or smother 
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young women, and correct theo wlten (hev 
munder’d. 

XXXd. 

A goodly sinecure, 00 doubt 1 but made— 

More easy by the absence of all men— 
Except bis majesty.— who, with her aid. 

And guards, aod bolls, and walls, and now 
and (hen 

A slight example, just to cast a shade 
Along the rest, contrived to keep this dfp 
Of beauties cod as ao Italian convent. 

Where all the passions have, alas 1 but ooe vent 


XXXJII. 

And what is that? Devotion, doubtless -how 
Could you ask such a question ?— hut wc will 
Continue. As 1 s.aid. this goodly row 
Of ladies of ail countries, at the will 
Of one good man. with stately march and slow 
Like water‘liiies Ao.itiiig down a rill— 

Or rather lake— for r///s do not run il^ly — 
Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 

XXXIV. 

But when they reach'd their own apartments, 
there 

Like birds, or boys. orl>edl.imiles. broke loose, 
Waves at spring*iide, or women anywhere, 
When freed from bonds (w liicli are of no great 
After all), or like Irish at a fair. [use 

llfteir guards being gone, and as it were a truce 
Establisivd betw’cen them and t>ondage, they 
Began to sing, dance, chaiter. smile, and play. 

XXXV. 

Their talk, of course, ran most on the new comer* 
Her shape, her hair, her air, her every 1 king : 
Some thought her dress did not so much become 

her. 

Or wonder'd at her ears without a ring ; 

Some said her years were gcuing nigh thcU 
summer ; 

Others Contended they were but in spring : 
Sonm thought her rather masculine in iieight. 
While others wish'd that she h^ been so quite. 

XXXVI. 

But r«o one doubted, on (he whole, that she 
Was whet her dress bespoke, a damsel fiiir. 
And fresh, and ‘beautiful exceedingly.' 

Who with the brightest Georgians might com- 
pare : • 

They wonder'd how Gulbeyas. too. could bo 
silly as to buy slaves who might share 
flf that his Highness wearied of liis bride) 

Her throne and pow-er. and everything beside, 

xxxvit. 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew. 

Although her beauty was enough to vex. 

After (he first investigating view. 

They all found out as few, or fewer, specks 
In the fair form of their companion new, 

I'han is (he custom of the gentle sex. 

When (hey survey, with Chrislian eyes or 
Heathen, 

In a new face, ‘the ugliest creature breathing. 
XXXVttl. 

And yet they had their little jealousies. 

Like all the rest : but upon this occasion 
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Whether there are such things as sympathies 
Without ouJ" knowledge or*our approbation. 
Although (hey could not see through his di^uise. 

AM felt a soft kind of concatenation, 

Like magneiism, or devilism. or what 
You please— we will not quarrel about that. 

xxxix. 

But certain '(is they all felt for their new 
Companion something newer still, as 'twere 
A sentimental friendship through and through. 

Extremely pure, which made (hem all concur 
In wishing lier their sister, save a few 
Who wish'd they had a brother just like her, 
Whom, if they were at home in sweet Circassia 
They would prefer to Padishah ♦ or Pacha. 

XI.. 

Of those who had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship there were three, 
Lolah, Kfltinka, and Dudu : in short 
(To save description), fair as fair can be 
Were they, according to the best rejxHi, 

Though differing In stature and flegree, 

And clime and time. and country and complexion; 
They all alike admired their new connection. 

XLI. 

I.olah was dusk as India, anri as warm ; 

Katinkawasa GeorgUn, white and rerl. 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm. 
And feet so small they scarce seem'd made to 
(read, 

But rather skim (he earth : while Dudh's form 
Tvook’d more adapted to be put to bed. 

Being somewhat large, and languishing, and 
lasy, 

Yet of a beauty that would drive you crary. 

xui. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem'd Dudh. 

Yet very 6t to ' murder sleep * in those 
Who gnaed upon her cheek’s transcendenl hue. 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phtdian nose : 
Few angles were there in her form, 'tis (rue ; 
Thinner she might have been, and yet scarce 
lose; 

Yet. after all. 'twould pursle to say where 
It would not spoil some separate charm to ptxre. 

xtlll. 

She was not violently lively, but 

Stole on your spirit like a May^day breaking ; 
Her eyes were not too sparkling, yet. half'Shul, 
They put beholders in a tender taking ; 

She look d (this simile's quite new) just cut 
From marble, like a Pygmalion's statue wak- 
The mortal and the marble still at strife, [tng. 
And timidly expanding into life. 

XLIV. 

Lolah demanded the new damsel's name — 

* Juanna.'^WeU, a pretty name enough. 

F»4i>lw H Ili« TttrtbS uue fW thr Ciaad Stfatoc. 


Kalinka ask'd her also whence she camo^ 

' From Spain.'—* But where is Spaio? — 
' Don’t ask such stulT ; 

Nor show your Georgian ignorance— for shamcl 
Said Lolah, with an accent rwther rough, 

To poor Katinka. ' Spain’s an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.* 

XLV. 

Dudu said nothing, but sat down beside 
Juanna. playing with her veil or hair ; 

And. looking at her steadfastly, she sigh d. 

As if she pided her for being there ; • 

A pretty stranger without friend or guide, 

And all abash'd, too. at the general stare 
Which welcomes hapless strangers In all places. 
With kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 

XLVI. 

But here the Mother of the Maids drew 
With, • Ladies, it is time to go to r«t, ^ 

*m puesled what to do with you, my dear, 

She added to Juanna. their new guest : 

* Your coming has beert unexpected here, 

And every couch is occupied : you had best 
Partake of mine ; but by to-morrow early , 
We will have all things settled for >-ou falnf- 

xtvti. 

Here Lolah interposed : ' Mamma, you 
You don't sleep soundly, and I cannot war 
That anybody should disturb you so : 

ni uke Juanna ; we re a slenderer P**' 

Than you would make the half ofi^on i say 
And I of your young charge will lakedueeirt* 
But here K at Ink a interfered, **’^ *^“. 

She also had compassion and a bed. 

XLVItl. 

Resides. I hate to sleep alone.' sh^ 

The matron frown d : * Why so? 

Replied Katinka: ' f am sure I see 
A jiantom upon each of the ^ 

And I have the worst dreams 
Of Guebres. Giaours, and Gmns. and Cguo, 

' in hosts.' j^miand 

The dame replied, ' Between wur 
' fear Juanna's dreams would be but lew. 

xux. 

You, Lolah. must continue slill ^ 

Alone, for reasons which don » ^ 

The same. Katinka. until by by . 

And I shall place Juanna with Oudti. 

Who’s quiet, inoffensive. ^''{Lhnhroiiirk* 

And will not toss and chatter (he nlgh Mbroii^ 
What say you. child? '-Dudu said i^othing. 

Her ulents were of the more silent class . 

u 

Bo< sb. «»eap. «.d kte'd 'J>' & 
Between the eyes, and Lolah oriwti 
fCacinka too : and inth a 

(Curt^ are neilber taed by Torto 001^ ^ 
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Sbe took Juanna by (he hand, to show 
Their place of rest, and left to both (heir 
piques, 

The others pouting at the matron s preference 
Of Dudh. though they held their tongues, front 
deference. 

u. 

It \vas a spacious chnniber (Oda is 
The Turkish ihle), and ranged round the wall 
Were vouches, toilets— and much more than (his 
I might describe, as I have seen i( all. 

But it suffices— Utlie was amiss ; 

‘Twas on the whole a nobly furnish'd hall, 
WKh all things ladies want, save one or two, 
And even those were nearer than they knew. 

Lll. 

Dudu. as has been s.iid, a as a sw eet creature, 
Not very dashing, bui extremely winning, 
With the most regulated charms of feature, 
Which painters cannot catch like faces sinning 
Against proportion— the wild strokes of nature, 
which they hit off at once in the beginning, 
Full of expression, right or wrong, that strike. 
And. pleasing or unpleasing, still are like. 

till. 

But she was a soft landscape of inik) earth. 

Where all was harmony, and calm, and quiet. 
Luxuriant, budding ; cheerful without mirth, 
Which, If not happiness, is much more nigh it 
Than are your mighty passions and so forth. 
Which soinecaU * die sublime 1 wish they'd 
try it 

I’ve seen your stormy seas and stormy women. 
And pity lovers rather more than seamen. 

uv. 

But she was pensive more than melancholy. 

And serious more than pensive, and Krene 
It may !« more itiaii either— not unholy 
Her thoughls. ai least till now. appear to have 
been. [wholly 

The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was 
Unconscious, albeit turn'd of quick sevenieeo, 
That she was fair, or dark, or short, or tall ; 
She never thought about herself at all. 

tv. 

And therefore was she kind and gentle as 
The Age of Gold (when gold was yet unknown 
By which hr uomenclature came to pass ; 

Thus most appropriately has been shown 
* Lucus d n9» lucendo,' ac/ what was, 

But what wds stet ; a sort of style that’s grown 
Rxireinely common in this age, whose inetnl 
The devil may decompose. Imt never settle : 

LVI, 

1 ihirk it may be of ' Corinthian Brass.* 

Which was a mixture of all metals, but 
The braien uppermost! . * Kind reader, pass 
l*his long parenthesis— I could not ^ut 


t sooner for the soul of me, and class 
hfy faults even with your own : which 
meaneth. put 

A kind construction upon them and me : (free. 
Htii /Mat you won’t — then don't— I’m not less 


LVII. 

Tis time we should return to plain narration. 

And thus my narrative proceeds Dudu, 
With every kindness short of ostentation, 

Show'd ju.io. or Juanna. through and through 
This labynnth of females, and each station 
Described — wh.it*s strange — in words ex* 
iremely few : 

*ve but one simile, and that’s a blunder, 

^or wordless w oman, w hich is siltHt thunder. 

LVI II. 

And next site gave her (1 say A<r. Iiccausa 
1 he gender still was eiucenc, at least 
In outw ard show, which is a saving clause) 

An o«itline of ilw customs of the East, 

With all their chaste integrity of laws. 

fly which the more a harem is increased, 

TIte sincter doubtless grow the vestal duties 
Of any su|vernumerary beauties. 

MX. 

And tlwn she gave Juanna n chaste kiss : 

Dudu was fond of kissing— which I'm sure 
That nobody can ever take amiss. 

because *tis pleasant, so (hat It be pure. 

And bviw een females means no more than this— 
That they have nothing better near, or newer. 
* Kiss’ rhymes to ' bliss ' in fact as well ns verse — 
I wish it never led to something worse. 

LX. 

In perfect Innocence she then unmade 
Her toilet, which cost Uttle, for she was 
A child of Nature, carelessly array'd : 

If fond of a chance ogle at her glass, 

"rwos like the fawn, winch, in the lake display'd. 

flehoUls her own shy. shadowy image pass. 
When hrsi she starts, and theri returns to peep. 
Admiring this new native of the deep. 

LXt. 

A nd one by one her articles of dress 
Were laid aside, but not before she offer’d 
lier aid to fair Juanna. whose excess 
Of modesty d^Uned the assist ance proffer'd : 
Which pass’d w ell site could do no less ; 

’Though by this politesse she rather sufler’d. 
Pricking her fingers with tlivse cursed pins. 
Which surely were invenced fur our sins,— 

LXII. 

Making a womaa like a porcupine, 

No( to be rashly touch'd. But still more 
dread. 

O ye. wbcoe fate U is. as ooce 'twos mine 
IQ early youth, to turn a lady's maid ;— 
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i did my very boyish best to shine 
In cricking her out for a masquerade : Lxvm. 

The pins were pUwed sufficiently, but not A fourth, as marbie, statue-like and still. 

Stuck all exactly in (he proper spot, Lay in a breathless, hush'd, acd stony sleep j 

White, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill. 

Or (he snow minaret on an At Dine steep, 

But these are foolish things to all the wise. sall-^ what you willj— 

And I love wisdom more than she Iwes me : c gather'd m a 

My tendency is to philosophire ^ choose— perhaps you il be content 

On most things, from a tyrant to a (ree j ^ carved lady on a monument. 

But still the spouseless vi^in KtiowUdgt flies. LXtX 

What are we? and whence came we? whai . * . . . , 

shall be And 1o I a fifth app^rs : — and what is she? 

Our ultimo U existence? what*s our present ? . ^ lady of a ‘ certain age,' which meaw 

Are questions answerJess, and yel incessant. Certainly aged— what her years might be 

I know not, never counting past their teens , 
LXiv. But there she slept, not quite so fair to stt, 

Tl>«e was deep silence in Ihe clian.ber ; din. ff ihesheU 

And disinn. from each o.her burn’d the lights, '".k".;,".!! Jf ^ 

And shiniber hover d o'er each lovely limb® “I’®" 

Of (he fair occupants ; if (here be sprites, Lxx. 

They should have walk'd there in (heir spright' ^ . .. 

liest trim, But all this time how slept, or dream d, Dude/ 

By way of change from their sepulchral sites, . With strlci inquiry I could ne'er disco>er, 

And shown themselves as ghosts of better taste. scorn to add a syllable untrue ; 

Than haunting some old ruin or »ild waste. , But ere middle watch 

J ust when t he fading lamps w aned d i m and 0 1 
Lxv, And phantoms hovered, or might seem to 

hover, 

Many and beautiful lay (hose around, To (hose who like their company, about 

Liae flowers of diflforent hue. nnd clime, and The apartment, on a sudden she scream'd out: 
In some exotic garden sometimes found, (root. 

With cost, and care, and warmth, induced to 

w And ihat so loudly, that up started all 

One with her auburn tresses lightly bound. -j he Odt in a general commotion : 

And fair brows gently drooping as (he fruit hlairons and maids, and ihose whom you 
Nods from (he tree, was slumbering with soft 

brCA<h, Neither, came crowding like 'he 

And lips apart, which show d (he pearls beneath. One on the other, throughout (he whole ban, 

, All trembling, wondering, without the lewi 


txxi. 

And that so loudly, that up siari|K] all 
1 he Oda in a general commotion : 

Matrons and maids, and ihose whom you rn y 
caH 

Neither, came crowding like the wav« of 


LX Vi. 


notion ,, e-oU* 

One with her flush'd cheek laid on her while arm, Mora than I have myself of wha( rtum max 
And raven ringlets gather'd in dark crowd Tlie calm Dudu so turbulent ly wake. 


Ana raven nnglets gather d in dark crow'll l he calm uudu so turouivnuy 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm t wir 

And smiling through her dream, as through a Lxxti. . v * 

cloud [charm. But wide awake she was ; and round ncr^. 

The moon breaks, half iinv^IM further Wirh flrtatinff draoeries and With flyings . * 


The moon breaks, half unveil'd each further 
As, slightly stirring in her snowy shroud, 

Her beauties seized the unconscious hour of 
AU bashfully to struggle into ight. [night 


unner With floating drape nes 'y* 

i. With eager eyes, and light but hufflrf ire^ 
our of And bosoms, arms, and ankles, 

[night And bright as any meteor ever *>[«“ ^ ^ 

By the North Pole-t hey sought ^ 

For she seem'd agitated, flush d, 

, Her eye dilated, and her colour heighten o. 
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This ts no bull, although it sounds so ; for 
'Twas night, but there were lamps, as hath 

A third's all pMlid aspect ofler’d mora But what is strange— and a strong ^ 

The traits of sleeping sorrow, and betray'd A blessing is sound sleep— Juanna lay iB 
Through (he heaved breast the dream of some As fast as ever husband by his mate 
far shore, In holy mainmony sner« away, 

Beloved and deplored ; while slowly stray'd Not all the clamour brolre her MW * 

(As night-dew, on a cypress glittering, tinges Of slumber, ere they shook hct her eyes, 
The black bough) teaf-drops through her eyes' At least— and then she, jurp^ 

dark fringes. And yawn'd a good desU with discreei »u y 
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LXXIV. 

And now commenced n since invest igaiion. 
Which, ns nJl spoke at once, and more than 
once 

Conieclunn?, wonderini', asking a narmtion. 
Alike inj|m putsle either wit or dunce 
To answer in a very clear oration. 

DudCi had never pass'd for wanting sense. 

But, being * no orator, ns Brutus is,* 

Could not At first pound what was amiss. 

LX XV. 

At length she s.ajd that, in a slumber sound. 

She d ream'd a dream of walking in a wood~ 
A * wood obscure,** like that where Dante found 
Himself in at the age when all grow good ; 
Ufe’s half-way house, where dames with virtue 
crown'd. 

Run much less risk of lovers turning rude : 
And that this wood was full of pleasant fruits, 
And trees of goodly growth and spreading roots; 

LXXVt. 

And in the midst a golden apple grew— 

A most prodigious pippin— but It hung 
Rather too high and distant ; that she threw 
Her glances on it, and then. longing, flung 
Stones, and w hatever she could pick up, to 
Bring down the fruit, which still perversely 
clung ' 

To its own bough and dangled yet In sight. 

But always at a most provMing height ; 

LXXVt 1. 

That on a sudden, when she least had hope. 

It fell down of its own accord, before 
Her feel i that her Arsi movement was to stoop 
And pick It up, and bite It to the core ; 

That just as her young lip began to ope 
Upon the golden fruit the vision bore. 

A bee flew out, and stung her to the he^. 

And so-- she woke with a great scream and start. 

LXXVIII. 

All this she told with some confusion and 
Dismay, the usual consequence of dreams 
Of the unpleasant kind, with none at hand 
I'o expound their vain and visionary glams 
Tve known some odd ones which 9mnfd really 
plann'd ^ 

Prophetically, or that whkh one deems 
A * strange coincidence.' to use a phrase 
By which such things ore settled now-a-days. 

LX XIX. 

The damsels, who had thoughts of some great 
Began, as Is the consequence of fear, fharm 
To scold a little at the fa& alarm 
1'hai broke for nothing on their sleeping ear. 


* H«l Mso 4ct oaala 4I aecm vUa 
Sfl ntr«iwl aeruOA Ml«« omw* 




The matron, too. was wroth lo leave her warm 
Bed. for the dream she had been obliged lo 
hear. 

And chafed at poor Dud(i. who only sigh’d. 
And sakl that she was sorry she had cned. 

LXXX. 

* I've heard of stories of a cock and bull ; 

But visions of an apple and a bee. 

To take us from our natural rest, .and pull 
The whole Oda from their beds at half-past 
three, 

Would make us think the moon is at its full. 

You wirely are unwell, child ! we must see, 
To-morrow, what his Highness's physician 
Will say to this hysteric of a vision, 

LXXX I. 

And wr Juanna. too. the child’s first night 
Within these walls, to be I'roke In upon 
Wiih such aclaino«ir— I had thought it right 
That the young siranger should not lie alone 
And. as the quietest of all. she nughi 
With you. Dudi), a good night's rest have 
known ; 

""*** transfer her to the charge 
Ui Lolah— though l>er couch is not so large,' 

LXXXIt. 

Leah's eyes sparkled at the proposition : 

But po« DudQ. with large drops in her own, 
KHultmg from the scolding or the vision, 
Implomd that present wirdon mig In be shown 
fault, and that on no condition 
(She added in a soft and piteous tone) 

Jiianna should be taken from her. and 
IHer future dreams should all be kept in band. 

LXXXIII. 

She promised never more to base a dream. 

At least to drram so loudly as just new 
wonder'd at heiself how she could scream- 
1 was f«lish. nervous, as she must allow. 

A fond hallucinaiion. and a theme 
For laiighter-but she felt her spirits low. 

And begg d they would excuse her : she'd get 
over • 

This weakness in a few hours, and recover. 
LXXXIV. 

And herejuanna kindly Inicrposed. 

And said At felt herself extremely well 

,1*^ w«,as her sound sleep disclosed, 
around rang like a tocsin bell. 

SIw did not find herself the least disposed 
10 quit her gentle partner, and to dwell 
Apart from one who had no sin to show 
^ave that of dreaming onct ma/-d-firv^t. 

LXXXV. 

lAsihwJimnna spoke, Dudd turn'd round. 

And hid her face within Juanna's breast • 
s«en, but that was found 
The colotir of a budding rose's crest 


1 can t tell why she blush'd, nor can expound 
The mysiejy of this mpiure of their rest ; 
All that 1 know is. that the facts I state 
Arc true as truth has ever been of late. 


Though an unusual fit of love or duty. 

Had made him lately bask ia bisbrides beauty. 


LXXXVI. 


And now he rose ; and, after due ablutioos 
Exacted by the customs of the East, 

And so good night to them— or, if you will, And prayers and other pious evolutions, 
Good morrow— for the cock had crown, and He drank six cups of coffee at the wt. 
Began to clothe each Asiatic hill. flight And then withdrew to hear about the 

Anti the mosque -crescent struggled into sight Whose victories had recently 
Of the long caravan, which, in the chill In Catherine s reign, whom glory still adores 

Of dewy dawn, wound slowly down each As greatest of all sovereigns and w «• 

height. xcifi, 

That stretches to the stony belt which girds o . v . 1 . ^ a a Wander 

Asia, where Kaff looks rlowo upon ilie Kurds. 


tXXXVIJ. 


Tliine ear, if it should reach-and now rhymes 
wander 

Almost as far as Pereisburg, and leno 
A dreadful impulse to each loud 
Of murmuring Liberty's wide waves, * 1 * 
blend 

Their roar even with the Balflc's-so you oc 
Your father's son, 'i is quite enough for me. 

xciv. 

To call men love-begotten, or proclaim 
Theif mothers as the antipodes of 
That hater of mankind, would be a . 

A libel. Of whate cf you please *0 rhyr« w • 
But people's ancestors are history s gtnic , 
Aildif one lady’ssifp rould l«»« » crime os 
All generations, I should like Ip 
Whui pedigree the best would have to show 

xcv. 

Had Catherine and Sultan undefs^ , 
Their own true interest, whkb 

Un.n-Us wugh' JVirile^llhoujh 

There w«y lo '"<> 

Perhaps pr«.*arioua had they but h^ 8 
Wi^oui the aid of h^rime 

Though pale with conflicts between love and She to dismiss her share *«»• 

pride : And for their other matters meet af«u 

So agitated was she with her error, xcvi. 

She did not even look into the mirror. . . had to hold 

But. as It was, his Highness nao m 

His daily council upon 
How to encounter Queans i 

This modem Amason and ^ 

And the perplexity cou^^d not be told 
Of all the pillars of the sttje. « Wch 
Sometimes a little heavy on ‘he 
Of those who cannot lay on a new tax 

XCVIC. 

Xfeaniime Gulbeyas, wh^ 

Retired into her boudoir, a swe^^ 

For love or breakfast ; P«‘^'«lPi#ch grace 
And rich with all «r»rrivanc« whi^ 

Those gay recesses :-many a 
Spaxkl^ along its roof. 

Of porcelain held in f 
'fh£e captive soothers of a capove s h 


With the first ray. or rather grey, of morn, 
Gulbeyns rose from restlessness : and |iale 
As passion rises, with its bosom worn. 

Array'd herself with mantle, gern. and vviL 
The nightingale that sings with the deep thorn. 

Which fable places in her breast of wail. 

Is lighter far of heart and voice than those 
W hose headlong passions form the i r proper woes. 

LXXXVIII. 

And that’s the moral of this composition. 

If people would but see its real drift : 

But that they will not do without suspicion, 
13ecause all gentle readers have the glR 
Of closing gainst the light their or^ of vision : 

While gentle writers also love to lifi 
Their voices 'gainst each other, which Is natural. 
The numbers lire too great for them to flatter all. 

LXXXIX. 

Rose the Sultana from a bed of splendour. 

Softer than the soft Sybarite's, who cried 
Aloud bcau&< his feelings were too tender 
To brook a ruffled rose-leaf by his side.— 

So beautiful, that art could little mend her. 


Also arose about the self-same time. 

Perhaps a little later, her great lord. 

Master of thirty kingdoms, so sublime. 

And of a wile by whom he was abhorr’d ; 

A thing of much less import in that clime— 

At least to those of incomes which aflbrd 
The filling up iheir whole connubial carg^— 
T'han where two wives are under an embargo. 

xci. 

He did not think much on the maiter, nor 
Indeed on any other : as a man, 

ITe liked to have a handsome paramour 
At hand, as one may like to have a fas> 

And therefore of Circassians had good store, 
As an amusement after the Divan : 
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xcvm. 

Motheiscf-pearl , and porphyry, and marbtOj 
Vied with each other in this costly spot ; 

And singing birds without were heard to warble ; 
And the stain’d glass which lighted this fair 
grot 

Vari^ each my : but all descriptions garble 
The true effect, and $0 we hod better not 
Be too minute : an outline is the best— 

A lively reader's fancy does the rat. 

xctx. 

And here she summon'd Baba, and required 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had pass'd since all the slaves retired, 
And vrhether he had occupied their station ; 
If matters had been managed as desired. 

And his disnise with due consideration 
Kept up ; and above all. the where and how 
He had pass'd the night, was what she wish'd to 
know. 

C. 

Baba, with some embarrassment, replied 
To this long catechism of tmeslions ask'd 
More easily than answer’d— inat he had tried 
His best to obey in what he had been task'd : 
But there seem'd something that he wish'd to hide 
Which hesitation more Getray'd than mask'd ; 
He scratch’d his enr. the Infallible resource 
To which embarrass’d people have recourse. 

Cl. 

Gulbeyas was no model of true patience. 

Nor much disposed to wait in word or deed ; 
She liked quick answers in all conversations : 

Arid when she saw him stumbling like a steed 
In his replies, she pussled him forfmh ones : 
And M his speech grew still more broken* 
kneed, 

Her cheek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle. 
And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and 
darkle. 

Cii. 

When Baba saw these symptoms, which he knew 
To bode him no great good, he deprecaied 
Her anger, and beseccb’d she'd hear him 
through— 

He could not help the thing which he related: 
Then out it came, at length, that to Dudb 
Juan was given irt charge, as hath been stated; 
But not by Baba's fault, he said, and swore on 
The holy camel’s hump, besides tbe Koran. 

cut. 

The chief ctame of the Oda, upon whom 
The discipline of the whole harem bore, 

Ad soon as they reenter'd their own room. 

For Baba’s function stopt short at the door, 
Had settled all : norcouJa be th« presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) just thn to do more, 
Without exciting such su^rtcion as 
Might make the cnaiier still worse than it 


CIV. 

He h<^ied. indeed he thought, he could be sure. 

Juan had not betray'd himself; in fact, 

’Twas certain that his conduct h:^ been pure, 
Bec.ause a foolish or imprudent act 
Would not .ilone hive made him insecure, 

But ended in his being found out and saek’d, 
And thrown into the sea.— I'hus Baba spoke 
Of all save Dudu’s dream, which was no joke. 

cv. 

Tliishe discreetly kept in the background. 

And talk’d away— and might have talk’d till 
For any further answer that he found. [uuw, 
So d^p an anguish wrung Gulbeyas’ brow : 
Her checks turn’d ashes. e;irs rung. Uniin whirl d 
As if she had received a sudden blow, (round. 
And (he heart’s dew of pain sprang f.ist and chilly 
O’er Iwr fair front, like Morning s on a lily. 

CV1. 

Alilvough she was not of the fainting sort. 

Baba thought she would faint ; but (here he 
err’d— 

It is bui a convulsion, which, though short. 

Can iic^cr be described : we all have heard, 
And some of us have felt, thus. ' aUamoft,' 
When things beyond tlie common have oc* 
curv'd 

Gullieyas proved, In that brief agony. [I ? 

What she could ne'er express— then how should 

CVJ(. 

She stood a moment as a Pythoness 
Stands on her tripod, agonised, and full 
Of Inspiration gather'd from distress, (puU 
Wlten all the heartstrings, like wild horses. 
The Iteart asunder :— then, as more or less 
Their speed abated or their strength grew dull. 
She sunk down on her seat by slow degrea, 

And bow'd her throbbing head o'er trembling 
knees. 

cviii. 

Her faced declined, and was unseen ; her hair 
Pell In long tresses like the weeping willow, 
Sleeping the marble underneath ner chair, 

Or rather sofa (for it was all pillow. 

A tw. soft ottoman K and blaek despair 
l^iirr’d up and down her bosom like a billow. 
Which rushes to some shore whose shiiislus 
check 

Its fartlier course, but must receive its wreck, 
cix. 

Her head hung down, and her long hair ie 
stooping 

Conceal’d her features better than a veil ; 

And one hand o'er the ottoman lay drooping. 
White, waxen, and as alabaster pale : 

Would that 1 were a painter, to be grouping 
All (hni a poet dra^ Into detail J 
Oil ihit my words were colouis I but their tints 
May serve perhaps a$ outlines or slight hints. 
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cx. 

Baba, who knew by experience when to talk 
And when to hold his tongue, now held it (ill 
This passion might blow o'er, nor dared to balk 
Gulbeyat’ taciturn or speaking wilt 
At length she rose up. and began to walk 
Slowly along the room, but silent still, 

And her brow clear'd, but not her troubled eye : 
The wind was down, but still the sea ran high. 

CXI. 

She stopp'd, and raised her head to speak — but 
paused. 

And then moved on again with rapid pace ; 
1'hcn slacken'd it, which is the march most 
caused 

By deep emotion you may sometimes tmee 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By S^lust in his Catiline, who, chased 
By all the demons of all passions, show'd 
Their work even by the way in which he trode. 


GXIT. 

and beckon'd 


Baba:» 


Gulbeyaz stopp'd, 

' Slave I 

Bring the wo slaves I ' she said in a low tone. 
Bui one which Baba did not like to brave ; 

And yet he shudder’d, and seem'd rather prone 
To prove reluctant, and begg d leave to crave 
(’Though he well knew the meaning) to be 
show n 

What slaves her flighness wish'd lo indicate. 
For fear of any error, like the l.ate. 

CXIIt. 

* The Georgian and her paramour,' replied 

The imperial bride ; and added. * Let the boat 
Be ready by the secret portal’s side. (throat. 
Yon know the rest.' The words stuck in her 
Despite her injured love and fiery pride ; 

And of this Baba willingly took note. 

And begg’d. by every hair of Mahomet’s beard. 
She would revoke the order he had heard. 

CXIV. 

' To hear Is to obey,' he said ; * but still. 

Sultana, think upon (he consequence : 

It is not that I shall not all fulAI 
Your orders, even in their severest sense ; 

But such precipitation may end ill. 

Even at your owti imperative expense 
I do net mean destruction and exposure, 

In case of any premature disclosure ; 

CSV, 

* But your own feelings. Even should all (he rest 

Be hidden by the rolling waves, which bide 
Already m.any a once love^beaten breast 
Deep in the caverns of the deadly tide — 


You love this boyish, new. seraglio guest, 

And if (his violent rem^y be tried-" 

Excuse my freedom, when 1 here assure you 
That killing him Is not the way to cure you.' 

CXVI. 

'What dost (hou know of love or feeling— 
Wretch I [do 

Begone 1 ' she cried, with kindling eyes.—' and 
My bidding 1 ' Baba vanish'd, for to stretch 
His own remonstrance further, he well knew 
Might end in acting as his own 'jack Ketch ; 

And though he wish'd extremely to get ihrotigh 
This awkward business without harm to others. 
He still preferr'd his own neck to another's. 

CXVIX. 

Away he went then upon his commission 
Growling and grumbling in good Turkish 
phrase. 

Against all women of whate'er condition. 

especially sultanas and their ways 
1 heir obstinacy, pride, and Indecision, 

Their never knowing their own mind two days, 
Tl»e trouble that they gave, their immorality. 
Which made him daily bless his own neutrality. 

cxvttt. 

And then lie call'd hU brethren to his aid. 

Ar»d sent one on a summons lo the 
Thai tlicy must instawlybe well array d, 

And a6ove all be comb’d even to a hair, 

And brought before the Empress, who had maoe 
Inquiries after (hem with kindest we ; 

At which DudCi look’d strange, and Tuan si Jy. 
But they must go at once, and will I— mil t. 

cxix. 

And here I leave them at (heir 

For (he Imperial presence, wherein wheiner 
Gulbeyas show'd (hem both comimsemtiofl, 

Or got rid of the parties altogether, 

Like other angry ladies of her naUen» 

Are things (he turning of a hair or 
May settle : hut far be t from me “ 

In what way femioioe caprice may dissipate. 

cxx. 

1 leave them for (be present 

. Though doubts of ibdr wellnJoing. (o arrange 
Another part of history ; for the 
Of the our banquet we must som«» 

And^t^g Juan may es«P«_5® 

Although the siruatioD my 
And scsiTce secure, as such digT»f« 

Tbe muse wiD take a little touch at wanaic- 
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O Lovb I 0 Glory I what are ye who fly 
Around us ever, rarely to alight ? 

There’s not a meteor in the polar sky 
Of such transcendent and more fleeting flight. 
Chill, and chain’d to cold earth, we lift on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light ; 

A thousand and a thousand colours they 
Assume^ then leave us on our freezing way. 

It. 

And such as they are. such my present tale is, 

A nondescript and ever- varying rhyme. 

A versified Aurora Borealis, 

flashes o’er a waste and icy clime. 
When we know what all are. we must bewail us. 

But ne'ertheless I hope it Is no crime 
TO laugh at all things— for ( wish to know 
Whot, after alt, are all things^bul a show f 


T^v accuse me— A/r— the present writer of 
The present poem— of— i know not what— 

A tendency to underrate and scoff 
At human power and virtue, and all that ' 
And ihls thCT say in language rather rough. 
r Good God ! 1 wonder what they would be ai I 
I say no more than hath been said in Dante’s 
Verse, and by Solomon and by Cervantes. 

tv. 

By Swift, by Mschlavel, by ftochefoucaulL 
^ Fin^lon, by Luther, and by l^to : 

By Tillotson. and Wesley, and Kousseau 
Who knew this life was not worth a potato 
Tis not their fault, nor mine, if this be s^^ 

For my part, I pretend not to be Cato. 

Nor even Diogenes— We live and die. 

But which is best, you know no more than 1. 

V. 

Socrates said, our only knowledge was 
' To know that nothing could be known : ’ a 
pleasant 

Science enough, which levels to an ass 
Each man of wisdom, future, past, or present 
Newton (that proverb of the mind), aU^ 
Declared, with all his grand discoveries recent. 
That he himself fell only * like a youth 
Picking up shells by the great ocean— Truth. ' 


Ecclesiastes said that * all is vanit/ fit 

Most modem preachers say the saro^ or show 
By their esamplee of true ChrfstianJty : 

Ip 4 tl 0 rt. all lu»w, or very soon mar kpow ll ; 


And in this scene of alUconfess’d inanity. 

By saint, by sage, by preacher, and by poet, 
Must { restrain me. through the fear ot strife, 
From holding up the nothingness of life > 


Dogs, Or men !— for 1 Aaiter you in saying 
That ye are dogs— your belters far — ye may 
Read, or read not, what t am now essaying 
To show ye what ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops for the baying [rav 
Of wolves, will the bright muse withdraw one 
From out her skies— then howl your idle wrath, 
While she still silvers o'er your gloomy path. 


I ' Fierce loves and faithless wars'- 1 am not sure 
I If this be the right reading— 'Us no matter; 
The fact's about the same, 1 am secure : 

I sing (hem both, and am about to batter 
A (own which did a famous siege endure. 

And was beleaguer'd, both >y land and water, 
By SouvaroA*. or Anglic^ Suw arrow, 

Who loved blood as an alderman loves marrow. 


The fortress is call'd Ismail, end is placed 
Upon the Danube's left branch and left bank. 
With buildinn in the Oriental taste. 

But still a fortress of the foremost rank. 

Or was at least, unless ’tis since defaced. 

Which with your conquerors is a common 
prank : 

l( Hands some eighty versts from the high sea. 
And measures round of (oiscs theusands three. 


Within the extent of this fortification 
A bowgh b comprised, along the height 
U^n (he left, which from its loftier station 
Commands the city, and upon its site 
A Greek had raised around thb elevation 
A quantity of palisades ufirigAt. 

So placed as to im/edt the fim of those 
Who held the place, and to atm/ (he foe’s. 

XI. 

v"?* **"* 8*'^ « "oHon 

Of (he high talents of (bis new Vauban • 

BiH the town ditch below was deep as ocean 

higher than you'd wish to hang: 

of precaution 

iPritll^, excuse this eogmeering slang) 

Nor ^ advanced, nor cover'd way. was them 
To hut M least • Here Is no Iberoughf^' ^ 


620 


DON JUAN 


\^n 


Xlt. 

But a stone bastion, with a narrow ^rge, 

And walls as thick as most skulls born as yet : 
Two batteries, cap-ii*pie. as our St Geo^e, 

Case mated one. and t'other A hnr^(U, 

Of Danube's bank took formidable charge ; 

While two-and-twenty cantiun. duly set. 

Bose over the town's right side, in bristling tier. 
Forty feet high, upon a cavalier. 

Xltl. 

But from the river the town's open quite. 

Because the Turks could never be persuaded 
A Russian vessel e'er would heave in sight ; 

And such their creed Mas, till they Mere in- 
vaded. 

When it grew rather late to set things right. 

But as the Danube could not well be waded. 
They look'd upon the Muscovite flotilla. 

And only shouted ' Allah ! ' and ' Bis Millah \ ' 

XIV. 

The Russians now were ready to attack : 

But. O ye goddesses of war and glory. 

How shall I spell the name of each Cossacque. 

Who were immortal could one tell their story ? 
Alas 1 what to their memory can lack ? 

Achilles’ self was not more grim and gory 
Than thousands of this new arnl polish'd ciaiion. 
Whose names M ant nothing but— pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still I'll record a few. If but to increase 

Our euphorty : there was Strongenolf, and 
Strokouoft'. 

Meknop. Serge Lwow, Arsenic w of modem 
Greece. [CliokenofT. 

And 'I'schitsshakofT, and Koguenoff. and 
And others of twelve consonants apiece ; 

And more might be found out, if I could poke 
enough 

Into g.'tsettes: but Fame (capricious strumpet). 
It ncvms, lias got an ear as M'ell as trumpet. 

XVI. 

And canrtol tune those discords of narration. 
Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme: 
Yet there were several worth commenM>ratioD, 
As e’er was virgin of a nuptial chime. 

Soft words, too. ntied for the peroration 
Of Londonderry, drawling against time. 
Ending in 'isewkin,' *ou5^in,' 
ouski,' 


' iAskehy.* 

Of whom we con ictsert but Rousomouskl. 


XVII. 


ScherematofT, and Chrematoff. Koklophti, 
Koclobski. Kourakio. and Mouskin Pou^o. 
AU proper men of weapons, as e'er scor'd high 
Against a foe. or ran a sabre through skin : 
L,iirle cared they for Mahomet or Mufii. 

UnIttS to maiie their ketUe-dnuDs a t>ew skin 


Out of their hides, if parchment bad grown dear. 
And no more handy substitute been near. 

XVIII. 

Then there were foreigners of much renown. 

Of various nations, and all volunteers ; 

Not fighting for their country or its crown, 

But wishing (o be one day brigadiers : 

Also to have the sacking of a town. 

A pleasant thing to young men at their yean. 
'Mongst them were several Englishmen of pith. 
Sixteen call'd Thomson, and nineteen named 
Smith. 

XIX. 

Jack Thomson and Bill Thomson all the rest 
Had been call'd ’Jemmy.' after the great bard: 
1 don’t know whether they had arms or crest, 
But such a godfather's as good a card. 

Tlirce of the Smiths w'ere Peters ; but the best 
Amongst them all, hard blows to inflict or 
ward. 

Was he, since so ren own'd * In counijy quarters 
At Halifax ; ’ but now he served the Tartars. 

XX. 

The rest were Jacks, and Gills, and Wills, and 

But when I've added that theeldcr Jack Smith 
Was bom in Cumberland, among the hills, 

And that his father was an honest blacksmltb, 
I’ve said all / know of a name that Alls 
Three lines of the despatch in taking 
*&hmack«mith 

A village of Moldavia’s waste, wherein 
He fell, immortal Jn a bulletin. 

xxt. 

I wonder (although Mars no doubt's a god I 
PralK) if a man's name in 9.kMthUn 
May make up for a bullet in his body t 
1 hope this little question is no sm. 

Because, though I am but a simple noddy. U" 
I think one Shakspeare puts the same thought 
The mouih of some oire in his plays so doting, 
Which many people pass for wits by quoting. 

xxii. 

Then there were Frenchmen, gallant, young, 
and gay ? . 

But I'm too great a patriot to record 
Their GalUc names upon a glonous dw , 

I’d mther tell ten Ues than say a word 
Of truth >-such injtbs are treason I they Utmy 
Their country ; and as traitors are abh^o 
Who name the French ^ 

How peace should make John BuU the treneo* 
man's foe. 

XSIIl. 

Tbe Russians, having built two b***^®^" . 

An isle near Ismail, had imo J^.^s In 
The first was lo bombard «. and knock do^ 
The public buikliogs, and the private too, 
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No maitw wh&e poor soute might be undone. 

The cii^s shape suggested this. ’Us true : 
Form'd like .in amphitheatre, each dwelling 
Presented a fine mark to throw a shell in. 

XXIV. 

The second object was to profit by 
The moment of the general consternation. 

To attack (he Turk's flotilla, which Uy nigh, 
Extremely tranquil, anchor’d at its station : 
But a third motive was as probably 
To frighten them into capitulation : 

A phaiiiasy which sometimes seises warriors. 
Unless they are game as bulldogs and fox- 
terriers. 

XXV. 

A baUt mther blameable, which Is 
That of despising those we combat with. 
Common in many cases, was in this 
The cause of killing TchiichitskofT and Smith : 
One of the valorous 'Smiths' whom we shall 
miss ('pith:' 

Out of ihose nineteen who late rhymed 10 
But ’(Is a name so spread o'er 'Sir' and 
'Madam/ [‘Adam.' 

Titat one would think (he first who bore it 

XXVT. I 

The Russian batteries were Incomplete, 

Because they were constructed in a hurry ; 
Thus the same cause which makes a verse want 
, (Murray. 

And throws a cloud o'er Longman and John 
When the sale of new books is not so fleet 
„ As they who print them think is necessary, 
May likewise put off, for a time, what story 
Sometimes calls ' murder,' and at others ' glory. 

XXVTI. 

V^^ther It was (heir engineers’ stupidity. 

Their haste or waste. I neither know nor care, 
Or some contractor's personal cupidity. 

Saving his soul by cheating In the ware 
U( homicide : but there was no solldiry 
In the new bfttieries erected there : 

They either miss’d, or they were never miss’d. 
And added greatly to the missing list. 

XXVItl. 

A sad miscalculation about distance 
Made all their naval matters incorrect : 

Three fireships lost their amiable existence 
Before they reach’d a spot to take effect : 

The march was lit too soon, and no as^iance 
^ Could remedy this lubberly def^l : 
j '^cy blew u p in the middle of the river, [ever, 
while, (hough 't was dawn, the Turlcs slept fast as 

% XXIX. 

At seven they rose, however, and survey’d 
The Russ flotilla getting under way ; 

Twas nine, when stJu advanciog, unwmay’d. 
Within a cable's length th^ vessels lay 


OfT Ismail, and commenced a cannonade. 

Which was return’d, with interest, 1 may say, 
And by a Are of musketry and grape. 

And shells and shot of every size and shape. 

XXX. 

For six hours bore they, without intermission. 
The Turkish fire : and. aided by their own 
L^nd batteries, work’d their guns with great 
precision : 

At length tliey found mere cannonade alone 
By no means would produce the town’s sul^ 
mission. 

And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew* up ; a second, near the works 
Running agrottnd. was taken by the Turks. 

XXXT. 

The Moslem, too, had lost both ships and men ; 

Rut when (hey saw the enemy retire, (again. 
Their Delhis mann'd some boats, and sail’d 
And gall’d the Russians with a heavy fire, 
And tried to make a landing on the main : 

Rut here the effect fell short of their desire : 
Count Damas drove (hem back Into the water 
Pell-mell, and with a whole gazette of slaughter. 

xxxu. 

' If’ {s.ays the historian hare) * I could report 
All that the Russians did upon this day. 

I think that several volumes would fall short. 

And I shoiikl siill have man/ things losay. 
And SO he says no more— Init p.^ys his court 
To some distinguish'd strangers ir that fray ; 
The Prince de Ligr«e.and Langerwn.and Dam as. 
Names great as any timt the roll of Fame has. 

XXXIIT. 

This being the case, may show us what tome I'r, 
For out of these three chftstlters," how 

Many of common readers give a gurio 
That such existed f (and they may dve rtow 
For aught we know.) Renown's ali hit or miss: 

I'here's fortune even in fame, we must allow. 
'Tis true, the memoirs of the Prince de Llgne 
Have half withdrawn from Arm oblivion's screen. 

XXX tv. 

But here are men who fought in gallant actions. 

As gallantly ns ever heroes fought : 

But buried in (he heap of such transactions, 
Tbnr names are rarely found . nor ofl cn sough t. 
Thus even good fame may suffer sad contractions, 

, And is extinguish’d sooner than she ought : 
Of all our modem haltlcs. I will bet 
You can’t repeat nine names from each CaitUt* 

XXXV. 

In short, this last attack, though rich In glory, 
Sbow'd that spma0h<re. t^mehxw, tlwe was a 
fault : 

Aftd Admiral Ribas (known in Russian story) 
Most stroDgly reconmesded an assault, 



622 


DON JUAN. 


In which he was opposed by young and hoary, 
Which made a long debate. But I must hale ; 
For if I Vkrote down every warriors speech, 

I doubt few readers e’er would mount (he br^ch. 

XXXVI. 

There w.is a man, if ihai he w-as a man. [lion. 

Not that his manhood could be call'd in ques- 
For had he not been Hercules, his si»n 
I lad been as short in youth as indigestion 
M.ide his lost illness, when, all worn and wan, 
He died beneath a tree, as much unblest on 
The soil of the green province he had vrasied, 

As e'er was locust on the land it blasted. 

XXXVII. 

This was Fotenikin— a great thing in days 
When homicide and harlotry m.ide great ; 

If stars and (ides could entail long praise. 

His glory might half equal his estate. 

This fellow*. Iwing six foot high, could raise 
A kind of phantasy proportionate 
In the then sovereign of the Russian people. 
Who measured men as you w ould do a steeple. 

XXXVIll. 

W'hile things were in abeyance. Ribas sent 
A courier to (he prince, and he succeeded 
In ordering m Alters after his own bent ; 

I cannot tell (he way in which he pleaded. 

But shortly he had cause to be content. 

In the mean lime, the batteries proceeded. 
And fourscore cannon, on the Danube's border. 
W'ere briskly fired, and answer'd ia due order. 

XXXIX. 

But on the ihirieenth. when already part 
Of the troops were embark'd, the siege to raise. 
A courier on the spur inspired new lieart 
Into all panters for newspaper praise. 

As well as dilettanti in war s art. 

By his despatches, couch'd in pithy phrase. 
Announcing the api^^ntment of (hat lover of 
Battles (o the cemruand, Field'Manhal Sou* 
varoh. 

XL. 

Hie letter of (he prince to ihcsanie marshal 
Was w orthy of a Spartan, had (he cause 
Been one (o which a good heart could be partial^ 
Defence of freedom, country, or of laws ; 

But as it was mere lust of power, to o'erarch all 
With its proud brow, U merits slight applause. 
Save for its style, which said, all in a trice, 

* You will take Ismail, at whatever price.' 

XLt. 

' Let there be light t ' said God. *a&d there w as 
light!' (sea! 

* Let (here be blood I ' says man, and there's a 
Hie fiat of this spoil'd child of the Night 
(For Day ne'er saw his merits) coutd decree 
More cril m an hour, than thirty bright [bej 
SiuDmeie could renovate, though (hey should | 
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Lovely as (hose which ripen'd Eden's fruit ; 

For war cuts up not only branch, but root. 

XLtl. 

Our friends (he Turks, who with loud 'Allahs' 
Began (0 signalise the Russ retreat, [now 
Were danmably mistakert ; few are slow 
In thinking that (heir enemy is beat. 

[Or haUH, if you insist on grammar, though 
1 never (hink about it In a heat). 

But here I say the l urks were much mistaken, 
Who, haling hogs, yet wish'd to save their bacon. 

XLIll. 

For. on the sixteenth, at full gallop, drew 
In sight two horsemen, who were deem'd 
CossAcques, 

For some time, till they came in nearer view ; 

They had but little oaggage at their backs. 
For there w ere but three shirts between the two \ 
Bui on they rode, ujxm (wo Ukraine hacks, 
Till, in approaching, were at length descried, 

In (his plain pair, buwarrow and his guide* 

XLIV. 

‘Great joy to London nowC says some great 
W'hen London had a grand Illumination, ^ool, 
Which to (hat bot(le«conjuror, John Bull, 

Is of all dreams (he iiisi hallucination : 

So that the streets of colour'd lamps are full. 

That sage (ru/d John) surrenders at discretion 
His purse, his soul, his sense, and even his non- 
sense. 

To gratify, like a huge moth, this om sense. 

XLV. 

'Tis strange that he should further *dafnn his 
eyes.' 

For (hey are damn'd; that once all 'famous 
Is to the devil now no further prise. f^ib 
Since John has lately lest (he use of both. 

Debt he calls wealth, and taxes Paradise ; 

And Famine, with her gaunt and bony grow th. 
Which stares him in the face, he won't examine. 
Or swears that Ceres hath begotten Famine. 

XLvr. 

But to the (ale, — great joy unto (he camp. 

To Russian, lartar, English, French, Cos* 
sacque. 

O'er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas lamp. 

Presaging a most luminous atuck ; 

Or like a wisp along the marsh so damp. 

Which leads beholders 00 a bogey walk, 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light. 

Whkh all W’ho saw it follow'd, wrong or right 

XLVM. 

But, certes, matters took a different face ; 

There was enthusiasoj and much applause : 

The fleet and camp saluted with great grace. 

And all presaged good fortune to tbor cause. 
Within a rannoo-shoe length of the place 
Th^ drew, constructed ladders, mpair d 
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9nner works, made new. prepared &sdnes, i 
\ all kinds of benevolent macWnea. ' 

XLVIU. 

. thus the spirit of a single mind 

4akes (hat of multitudes take one direction, 

roll the waters to the breathing wind. 

)r roams the herd beneath the bull’s proteo 
as a little dog will lead the blind. [tion ; 
>r a bell-wether form the (lock’s connection 
tinkling sounds, when they go forth to victual ; 
0) is (he sway of your great men o’er little. 

. XLIX. 

iC whole camp rui.g with joy : you would have 
thought 

That they were going to a marriage feast 
lus meuphor. I think, bolds good as aught. 
Since there is discord after both, at least) : 

Here was not now a luggage-boy but sought 
Danger and spoil with ardour much lncr«ised ; 
ad why ? because a link— odd ^Id man. 
rtpt to his shirt, was come to lead the van. 

L. 

ut SO i 1 was ; and every preparation 
Was made with all alacrity : the hrst 
leiachmeni of three columns took its staiion. 
And waited but the signal’s voice to burst 
Imu the foe : the second's ordination 
Was also m three columns, with a thirst 
'or glory, gaping o’er a sea of slaughter : 
rbe third, in columns two. attack d by water. 

LI. 

Sew batteries were erected, and was held 
A geoerel council, in which unanimity. 

That stranger to most councils, here prevail’d. 

As lomeumcs happens in a great extremity ; 
And every diiltculiv beiag dispeU’d, 

Olory began to dawn with due sublimity. 
While SiouvarolT, determined to obtain it. 

Was teaching bis recruits to use the bayonet* 

Lit. 

It b an actual fact, that be. commander- 
In-chief, in proper person deign’d to dnil 
The awkward squad, and coukl afford to 
s<]uander 

Ills lime, a corporal’s duty to (ulhl ; 

J usl as you’d breu a sucking saUmandcr 
To swallow dame, and never lake it ill : 

He show’d them bow to mount a ladder (which 
Was nol like Jacob’s), or to cross a ditch. 

Lin. 

Also he dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines 
L4kc men. with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 
And made them charge witli bayooet these ma- 
chines. 

By way of lesson against actual Turks. 


* Pm I Suwro* Uld (hkia piir«iL 


And when well practised in these mimic scenes. 
I He judged them proper to assail (he works ; 

I At w’hkh your wise men sneer’d In phrases w itty : 
He made no answer ; but he took the city. 

LtV. 

Most things were in this posture on tlie eve 
Of the assault, and all the camp w'as in 
A stem repose, which you would scarce concch e ; 

Yet men resolved to dash through (hick and 
Are very siknl when they once believe [thin. 

Thai all is settled (here vras link din. 

Pot some were thinking of their home and 
friends. 

And others of themselves and latter ends. 

LV. 

Suwarrow chiefly was on the alert, 

Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, ponder- 
Pof the man was. we safely m.ty assert, [ing : 

A thing to wonder at beyond most wondering ; 
Hero, buffoon, half-donion, and half-dirt. 
Praying, instructing, desolating, plundering ; 
Now Xlars, now Momus ; and when bent to 
A fortress. Harlequin in uniform. [storm 

LVI. 

The day before the assault, while upon drill— 
For (his great conqueror play’d the cor{>ora1— 
Some Cossacques. hoveling like hawks round a 
hill. 

Had met a party, towards the iwihghi’s fall. 
One of whom spoke their tongue — or well or ill 
Twaa much that be was understood at all ; 
But whether from bis voice, or speech, or 
manner, [banner. 

,They (bund that he had fought beneath their 

LVI I. 

Whereon immediately, at his request. 

They brought him and bis comrades to head- 
quarters: [guess’d 

Thei^r drw was Moslem, but you might have 
That these were merely masquerading I'ariars. 
And that beneath each Turkish- fashion'd vest 
Lurk'd Christianity ; which sometimes banere 
. frace for outward show, and m.ikes 

It difficult to shun some strange mbiakes. 

LVIII. 

Siiwarrow. who was standing In his shiit 
Before a company of Calmucks, drilling, 
bxclaiming. fooling, swearing at the inert 
And lecturing on the noble art of killing— 
deeming humau clay but common din. 

This great philosopher was thus instilling 
Ills nwuims, whicb, lo mania! comprehension 
Proved death in battle equal lo a pension 

Ltx. 

Suwarrow, when be saw this company 
Of Cossacques and prey, turned roano. 
aad cast 
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Upon them his slow brow and piercing eye : — 

' Whence come ye?* — ‘ From Constantinople 
Ca pt i ves jn s( now escaped. * was the reply, [last, 
' \^'hat are ye ? ' — ‘ What you see us.* Briefly 
pass'd 

This dialogue ; for he who answer’d, knew 
To whom he spoke, and made his words but few. 

LX. 

* Your names?’ — 'Mines Johnson, and my 
comrade s Juan ; 

The other two are women, and the third 
Is neither man nor woman.* The chief threw on 
The pany a slight glance, and said. ' I have 
heard 

Your name before, the second is a new one : 

To bring the other three here was absurd : 
But let that pass :-'l think I’ve heard your name 
In the NikoWew regiment ?'—* The same.’ 

LXt, 

'You served at Widdin ' Yes.*— * You led 

the attack?* 

M did.’— 'What next?’— * I renlly hardlv 

know.'— Csl»« 

'You were the first i’ the breach?’—' I was not 
At least to follow those who might he so.’ 

' What follow’d ‘ A shot laid me on my back. 

And 1 became a prisoner to the foe.’ 

'You shall have vengeance I for the town sur- 
rounded Iwounded. 

Is twice as strong as that where you were 

LXII. 

‘■Where will you serve ? ‘ SVhere’er you please.’ 
— ' 1 know 

You like to be (he hope of the forlorn. 

And doubtless would be foremost on the foe. 

After the hardships you’ve already borne : 
And this young fellow— say. what can he do? 

He with the beardless chin and garments torn? 

' Why. general, if he hath no greater fault 
In war than love, he had better lead the assault.* 

LXIII. 

• He shall, if that he dare/ Here Juan bow’d 

l^w, as the com pi imen t deserved . bu m arrow 
Continued : * Your old regiment's allow'd. 

By special providence, to lead to-morrow. 

Or It may be to-night, the assault : I have vow’d 
To several saints, that shcrtly plough or harrow 
5hall pass o’er what was Ismail, and its tusk 
Be unimpeded by the proudest mosque. 

LXIV. 

• So now, my Uds. for glory ! ’—Here lie turn'd 

And drill’d away in the most classic Russian. 
Until ttch high, heroic bosom burn’d 
For cash and conquest, as if from a cushion 
A preacher had held forth (who nobly spum'd 
Ail ^nhly goods save tithes), and bade them 
push on 

To slay the Pagans who reeled, battering 
The armies of the Christian Empress Catbarioe. 


LXV. 

Johnson. M’ho knew by (his long colloquy 
Himself a favourite, ventured to address 
Suwarrow. though engaged, with accents high. 

In his resumed amusement. ' I confess 
My debt in being thus allow’d to die 
Among the foremost ; but If you’d express 
Explicitly our several posts, my friend 
And self would know what duty to attend/ 

LXVI. 

' Right : I was busy, and forgot. Why, you 
Will join your former regiment, which should 
be 

Now under arms. No I KalskofT, lake him to — 
(Here he call’d up a Polish orderly) 

Kis post, t mein (he regiment Nikolaiew. 

The stranger stifling may remain with me : 
He's A fine boy. 'The women may be sent 
To the other baggage, or to the sick tent. 

LXVI I. 

But here a sort of scene began to ensue : 

Tlie ladies— who by no means had been bred 
To be dispo^ of in a way so new. 

Although their harem education led 
Doubtless to rhat of doctrines (he most true, 
Passive obedience— now raised up the head, 
WKh flashing eyes and starring tears, and flung 
Their arms, as hens their wings about (hetr 
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O’er (be promoted couple of brave men . , , 
Who were thus honour’d by the greatest cniel 
That ever |>eooled hell with heroes sWn, 

Or plunged a province or a realm in grief. 

O foolish mortals I alwnys (aught in vain I 
0 glorious laurel I Since for one sole leaf 
Of thine imaginary deathless tree. 

Of blood arKi (cars must flow the unebbing sea. 

LXIX. 

Suwarrow, who had small regard for teart. 

And not much sympathy for blot^, survey a 
The women with (heir hair about their 
And natural agonies, with a slight shade 
Of feeling ; for. however habit scus 

Mens hearts against whole milbons. when 
their trade 

Is but chery , somei i mes a single sorrow 

Will (ouch even heroes— and such was Suwarrow. 

LXX. 

He said— and in the kindest 
• Wh,.. Johnson, 

By bnnging women here r T ney sM-L-. — 

All the alien tion posMble. and seen 
In safety to the waggons, where alone 
I Q fact they tan be safe. You shot^ have beeo 
Aware this kind of baggage never 
Save wed a year, I hate recruits with wives. 
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LXXl. 

* May it please your excelleocy.* thus replied 

Our British friend. ' these are the wives of 
And not our own. I am too qualified (others. 

By service vrith my military brothers, 

To break the rules by bringing one’s own bride 
Into a camp : I know that nought so bothers 
The hearts of the heroic, on a charge. 

As lunving a small family at large. 

LXXIt. 

* But these are but (wo Turkish ladies, who. 

With their attendant, aided our escap<^ 

And afterwards accompanied us through 
A thousand perils, in this dubious shape. 

To me this kind of life is not so new ; 

To them, poor things, it is an awkward scrape: 
I therefore, if you wish me to fight freely. 
Request that they may both be used genteelly.’ 

LXXttl. I 

Meantime these two poor girls, with swimming 
eyes, 

Look'd on as if in doubt if iltcy could trust 
Their own protectors ; nor was their surprise 
Less ihan their grief (and truly not ksM just) 
To see an old man. raiher wild than wise 
In aspect, plainly clad, besmear’d with dust. 
Stript to his waistcoat, and that not too clean. 
More fear’d than all the sultans ever seen. 

utxiv. 

For everything seem’d resting on his nod. 

As they could read in all eyes. Now to them. 
Who were accustom’d, as a sort of god. 

To see the Sultan, rich in many a gem. 

Like an imperial peacock stalk abroad 

S hat royal bird, whose tail’s a diadem) 

I all the pomp of power, it was a doubt 
How power could condescend to do w ithoui. 

LX XV. 

John Johnson, seeing iheir extreme dismay. 

'i’hough little ven^ In feelings oriental. 
Suggested some slight comfort in his way. 

Don Juan, who was much more sentimental. 
Swore they should see him by the dawn of day. 
Or that the Russian army should repent all : 
And, strange to say. (hey found soma consolat ion 
1 q this— for females like exaggeraiioo. 

LXXVl. 

And then with tents, and sighs, and some slight 
kisses. 

They parted for the present— these to await. 
According to the artillery’s hits or misses. 

What sages call Chance. Providence, or Fate 
(uncertainty is one of many blisses. 

A mortgage on Humanity’s estate). 

Wbik their beloved friends b^an to arm. 

To burn a *own whirJi opvor did them harm. 


LXXVII. 

Suwnrrow— .who but saw things in the gross. 

Being much too gross to see them in detail ; 
Who calculatedjjfe as so much dross. 

And as the w ind a widow'd nation’s wail, 

And cared as little for his army’s loss 

(So that their efforts should at length pievail) 
As wife and friends did for the boils of Job— 
What was’t to him to hear two women sob? 

LXXVIII. 

Nothing.- The work of glory slill went on 
In preparations for a cannonade 
As terrible as timt of Mion. 

If Homer had found mortars re.idy made ; 
But now, insiend of slaying Priam’s son, 

We only can but talk 01 escalade, 

Bombs, drums, guns, bastions, batteries, bay* 
onets. bullets : (gullets. 

Hard words, which stick in the soft muses' 

LXXIX. 

O thou eternal Homvr \ who couldst charm 
All cars, though long: all ages, though $0 
Uy merely wielding, with pocllc arm, (short. 
Arms to which men will never more resort. 
Unless guntKmtler should lie found to harm 
Much less th.aii is the hojie of evury court. 
NN’hkh now is leagued young freedom to annoy j 
But they will not find Liberty a Troy ; 

LXXX. 

0 thou eternal Homer I 1 have now 

1 o paini a siege, w herein more men were slain, 
With deadlier engines and a speedier blow. 

Than in thy Greek garette of that campaign j 
And yet. like all men else. I must allow. 

To vie with thee would be about as vain 
As fora brook to cope with ocean's flood 
But still wv moderns equal you in blood ; 

LXXXI. 

If not in poetry, at least in fact ; 

And fact is truth, the grand dcsideiatum I 
Of which, howe’er the Muse describes each act, 
There should be ne’crtheless a slight substra* 
turn. 

But now the town is going to be attack’d : 

Great deeds are doing— liow shall I relate ’em? 
^Is ^ Immortal generals ! Pheebus watches 

1 o colour up his rays from your despatches. 

LXXXtI. 

0 ye grrrai bMllelsns of Buonaparte I 
O yc less grand long Ustsof kill'd and wounded . 
Sliade of Leonidas ! who fought so hearty 
When ray poor Greece was once, as now, sur* 
rounded I 

O Ckesc.f's Commentaries 1 now impart ye 
Shadows of glory I 0«l 1 be confounded), 

A portion of your fading twilight hues. 

So beautiful, so fleeting, (o the Muse. 
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LXXXllI. 

When I call ‘fading* martial immortality, 

1 mean (bat every age and every year, 

And almost every day, in sad reality, 

Some Slicking hero is compelfd to rear. 

Who, when we come to sum up the totality 
Of deeds to human happiness most dear. 
Turns out to he a butcher in great business. 
Afflicting young folks with a sort of disdness. 

LXXXIV. 

Medals, rank, ribands, lace, embroidery, searlet, 
Are things immortal to immortal A»an, 

As purple to the Rabylonian harlot : 

An uniform to bo>s is Uke a fan 
To women : there is scarce a crimson varlet 
Hut deems himself the 6rst in Glory’s van. 

But Glory’s glory ; aiKl if you u’ould 5nd 
What that is— ask the pig who secs the wind ! 

LXXXV. 

At least h$ /it It it, and some say he utt. 
Because he runs before it like a pig : 

Or. if I hat simple sentence should displease. 

Say that he scuds before it. like a brtg. 

A schooner, or— but it Is time to cease 
This canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue ; 


The next shall ring a peal to shake all peepk 
Like a bob-major from a village steeple. 

LXXXVl. 

Hark \ through (he silence of the cold, dull 
oight. 

The hum of armies gathering rank on ran* i 
Lo ! dusky masses steal in dubious sight 
Along the leaguer’d wall and bristling ten* 
Of the arm’d river, while with straggling light 
The Stars peep through the vapours dim a^ 
dank, 

WTiich curl In curious wreaths how soon inc 
or hell shall pall (hem in a deeper cloak I 

LXXXVl I. 

Here pause we for the present— as even thw 
That awful pause, dividing life from death, 
Struck for an Instant on the hearts of nwn. 
Thousands of whom were drawing their ia« 

breath ! . . i 

A moment— and all will be life again I 

The march I the charge! the shouts of cither 

faith 1 . 

Hurrah I and Allah I and— one moment 
Thi* A^»th-&rv drowning in the battle s roar. 


CANTO THE EIGHTH. 
1S23. 


r. 

Ok, blood and thunder! and oh, blood and 
wounds 1 

These are but vulgar oaths, as you may deem. 
Too gentle reader I and most shocking sounds. 

And so they are : yet thus is Glory’s dream 
Unriddled, and as my true Muse expounds 
At present such things, since they are her 
(heme, 

So be they her inspirers I Call them Mars. 
Deltona, what you will — they mean but wars. 

II. 

AU was pr**pan.'d— the fire, the sw*ord, tlie men 
To w ield them in their terrible array : 

The army, like a lion from his den, 

March’d forth with nerves and sinews bent to 
slay. — 

A human Hydra, issuing from its fen . 

To breathe destruction on its winding way.^ 
Whose hewds were heroes, w hich, col off in vain. 
Icnin^iately in others grew again. 

tir. 

Histc>ry can only take things in the gross : 

But could w’c know them in detail, perchance. 


In balancing the profit and the Iw. ..... 

War’s merit it by no means might^a • 
To waste SO much gold for a 
As hath been done mere conquest to advan 

The drying up a gore. 

Of honest fame, than shedding seas o* g 

A«d why ■■ 

Whereas the other, after u^tjon, 

Shouts, bridges, ^Sfmucli left to spare. 

Which (it may be h« (sVre. 

A higher title, or a J^ption gape or 

, Though they may make^W 

Yet lu the end, ««P! ^^rder's raidea. 

Are nothing but a child of 

And ,«h .hey«-»''«|’;/,"" 

w.r,d. 

Which breathes of natioos saveu, 

, How“^“y on th. ^ 

! While the mere victors may aP^ 

The serrlle and the v^n. 

A watchword tiU ihe future shall be ln«. 
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VI. 

The night was dark, and the thick mht allow'd 
Nought to be seen save the artillcTy's flame, 
Which arch'd the honton Like a flery cloud. 

And in the Danube's waters shone the samo^ 
A ntirror’d hel) 1 The vo11e)^ing roar, and loud. 

Long booming of each pe.il on peal o'ercame 
The ear far more than thunder ; for Heaven’s 
flashes fashes! 

Spare, or smite rarely^ man's make millions 
VtJ. 

The column order’d on the assault scarce pass'd 
Beyond (he Russian batteries a few toUes. 
When up the bristling Moslem rose at last. 
Answering (he Christian thunders with like 
voices : 

Then one vast Are, air, earth, and stream em* 
braced. [noises: 

Which rock'd as '(were beneath the mighty 
While the whole rampant blazed like Lena, when 
Tht rustless TKan hiccups in his den. 

vril. 

And one enormous shout of 'Allah ' rose 
In the same moment. loud as even the roar 
Of war’s most morial engint's. to ilteir foes 
Hurling dufiance ; city, stream, and shore 
Resounded * Albh ! ' and (lie elotnls ahivh close 
With ihiirkcnhig canopy (he conflict o’er. 
Vibrate lo the Lternal Ixainc. Mark! through 
All sounds it plcrceih, 'Allah t Allah I Hu 1* * 

IX. 

The columns were in movement one and all. 

But of the portion which attack'd by water. 
Thicker than leaves the lives began to fall. 
Though led by Arseniew. that great son of 
slaughter. 

As brave as ever faced both bomb and ball. 

* Carnage ' (so Words won li tells you) * is Cod’s 
daughter : 

If As speak truth, she is Ch rut's sister, and 
Just now behaved as In the Holy Land. 

X. 

The Prince de Ligne was wounded in the knee ; 

Count Chapeau-bras, too, had a ball beiweeo 
K'jcap and head, which proves the head lo be 
Aristocratic as was ever seen, 
decause it then received no injury 
More than the cap: in fact, the ball could 
No harm unto a right legitimate bead : [mean 
* Ashes to ashes —why not lead to lead ? 


* Allah llwl U|>ro|*€rlrlh««»r*cf 7 nrih«S(v>«lnMi.^^ 
they dwell lone on the hit fyQhWc. wNka H « wui 
uia peculiar cCecl. * 

t Ta wM. is* DcUr*! : iSM H p«vSa|w u prtKj a 
Cm iBindvf s* wer wag feuaS gi« bv Gwt^ KIm ■11.^. 
WI141 b««« Mie M 7 

CMtrce Mch s Ua«as«f ^ 

*g«l rv SWM UrcadAil liutraacM, 
la wafilAf oai a pw« Maai, 
laawamye iW^awiiU^trr: 

Yea. Cmmm o rA> AifCv f 

woaikmaTKU cdt 


XI. 

Also the General Markow. Brigadier, 

Insisting on remove! of ekf firince. 

Amidst some groaning thousands dying near— 
All common fellows, who might writhe and 
And shriek for water into a deaf ear— [wince. 

The General Markow, w'ho could thus evince 
His sympathy for rank, by the same token. 

To (each him greater, luid his own leg broken. 

XII. 

Three hundred cannon threw up their emetic. 

And thirty thousand nuiskeis flung their pills, 
IJke hail, to make a bloody diuretic. 

Mortality ! thou h.tst ihy monthly bills : 

Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet 
(kk. 

Like the death-watch, within our ears the ills 
Past, present, and to come but all may yield 
To (lie true portr.tit of one tUtile-fleld. 

Xin. 

Tlicre the still- varying pangs, which multiply 
Until their very number makes men hard 
By the infinities ^ agony. 

Which meet the g.izc. whate'erit may regard — 
The groan, thvrolflii ilu>t. the all- while eye 
Turn'd back within its sockel'-iheM? reward 
Your rank and Ale by Ihoiisamis. while (he rest 
May win perhaps .a nUmd at the bre.ut I 

XIV. 

Yet I lot'e glory glory’s a great thing : 

'Riink what it Is to be. In your old age. 
Maintain'd at the ex|)cnse of your good king ; 

A moderate pension shakes full many a sage, 
And heroes are but made for bards to sing, 
Which it still better : thus in verse to wage 
Your w.ira eternally, besides enjoying 
Half-pay for life, make mankind worth destroy* 

XV. 

The troops, already disembark’d, push'd on 
To take a battery on the right ; the yihera. 
Who landed lower down, their landing done. 

Had set to work as briskly as their brothers : 
Being grenadiers, they mounted, one by one, 
CheeKul ns children climb the breasts of 
mothers. 

O'er (he entrenchment and (he palisade, 

Quite orderly, as if upon parade. 

XVI. 

And this was admirable : for so hot 
The Are was. (hat were red Vesuvius loaded 
Besides its lava, with all sorts of shot, 

And shells, or hells, it could not more have 
goaded. 

Of dneers a third fell on the spot. 

A thing which victory by no means boded 
'To gentlemen engaged in the assault : [fault. 
Hounds, when (be huntsman tumbles, are at 
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Bai h«re I leav‘e the general concern. 

To track our hero on his path of fame : 

He must his laurels separately earn ; 

For fifty thousand heroes, name by name. 
Though all deserving equally to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim. 

Would form a lengthy lexicon of glory. 

And. what is u’or»e still, a much longer story : 

XVItl. 


Indeed be could not. But what if be had ? 

lliere havt bten and arc heroes who begun 
With something not much belter, or as bad : 
Frederick the Great from Molwits deign’d lo 
run 

For the first and last time ; for. like a pad. 

Or hawk, or bride, most mortals, after one 
Warm bout, are broken into their new trkks 
And fight like fiends for pay or politics, 
xxiit. 


Ancl therefore we must give tlie gTc.itcr number 
To the Gazette, w’hich doubtless fairly dealt 
By the dcceiised. who lie in famous slumber 
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe’er they felt 
Their clay for the last time their souls en* 

curnbur [spelt language sprung from tfle same 

Thrice happy he whose name has been well wiih Hannibal, and wears the Twian tunic 
In the desp.uch : I knew a man whose luss of Dido's alphabet ; and this is rational 

Was printed Gwt. althoiish his n.-ime As any other notion, and not national) 

Grose.* ' 


lie was wl.nt Erin calls, in her sublime 
OW Erse or 1 risl), or it may be Ptfnii 
(I’he antiquarians who can settle lime, 

Which settles all things Roman, Greek or 
Runic, (clime* 


XXIV. 


A * ^ 

T . * a .... But tuan was oulfe *a broth of a boy, 

Juan and Johnson jom d a certain corps. ^ ^ ^hild of song I 

^ Now swimming in the sentiment of joy. 


knowing 

The way uhich they had never trod before. 

And still less guessing where tlwy might be 

Butoriihfymarch'd.de.adbodiestiwmplin6o'er.[J®|^^''^;,l*‘,'f5'*"j'JJpl*y'‘to 
F»nng, and thrusting, slashing, sweating. ' ‘ ** ‘^** '^ * * ^ 


siVvf AWiirissMSi^ sss Slav ^ 

Or the jfMia/ta/f (if that phrase seem wrongs 
And afterwards, if he must needs destro/i 
In such good company as always throng 
To battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure, 


slowing. 

But fighting thoughtlessly enough to w’in, 

To their /7va selves, oftt whole bright bulletin. 


Thus on they wallow'd in the bloody mire 


But always without malice : If he warr‘d 
Or loved, it was with what we call Ihe ^ 
Jnientions.’ which form all mankinds irumy 

To be produced when brought up to tl*;* 


Of dead and dying Ihousands^sometimes Thestaiesnian. hero, harlot, lawyer. ^waro 
gai ni ng (nigher Off each a Hick, w hen people are I ^ , 

A yard or two of ground, w hkh brought them Of their designs, by saying they MseafSBrn. 

To some odd angle for which all were strain- ’Tis pity ' ihats«ich meanings should pave ritii- t 
At other times, repulsed by the close fire, [ing ; xxvi 

Which really pour’d as if all hell were reining , 

Instead of heaven, they stumbled backwards o*er I almost totely have begun lodouW 
A wounded comrade, sprawlinx in hU trore. Whether hell’s pavement— if it be so/e^ 

.Must not have latterly been quite 

XX t. Not by the numbers good intent ham saw. 


Not by tne numoers gouu - 

Though ’t^ Don Juan’s first of fields, and Jn*cient'*gi^°i mentions, which once 

The nighlly musler end the silent march AndslJ^^ird (hebrimsionc of(ha(st«l ofhe''- 
In (he chill dark, when courage <loes not glow which bears the greatest likeness to Pall 
So much as under a iriumohal ar<:b. 

Perhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw XXVI I. . . . 

A glance on the dull clouds (as thick as starch, lu-- bv some strange chance which oft divides 
Which stiffen'd h^ven), as if he wish'd for J“t5iiSorfr?m w.rSor in their grim ^ 
Yet for all iliis he did not run away. (day;— chastest wive from constant bust*"^ 

Just at the close of the first bridal year. _ 


And smooth'd the brimstone of that 
Which bears the greatest likeness to Pah a 

XXVII. 


• a C*ct : »c« (he War«rl9e C«icnc& 1 fec e S e e * r«a*rfc- tuer «t (he close of (he firSl bnoal ye 

|fi(, a( (he Uiee, » e * rM*rr it /imtf kiMeU : ju»^ »butc 

i«K« oKh the eeeeaeeU. wS» « vety ^^Ue dem * Sm M eM 
ea*fif*nr * 
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By one ot those odd turns of Fortune's tides. 

Was on a sudden rather puuled here. 

When, nfter a good deal of heavy firing, 

Ke found hiroself alone, and friends retiring. 

XXVTII. 

1 don't know how the thing occurr'd— it might 
Be that the greater part were killed or wour^ed. 
And that the rest had faced unto the right 
About ; a circumstance vt hich has confounded 
Cassnr himself, who, in the very »ght 
Of his whole army, which so much abounded 
In courage, was obliged to snatch a shield. 

And rally back his Romans to the field. 

XXIX. 

Juan, who had no shield to snatch, and was 
No Cssar. but a fine young lad, who fought. 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass, 

Stopp'd fora minute, as perhaps he ought 
For a much longer time ; then, like an ass 
(Start not, kind readers; rince great Homer 
*rhis simile enough for Ajax, Juan [thought 
Perhaps may find it better ihaii a new one),-~ 

XXX. 

Then, like an ass, he went upon his way, 

And, what was stranger, never look'd behind; 
But seeing, Aashing forward, like the day 
Over the hills, a fire enough to blind 
Those who dislike to look upon a fray. 

He stumbled on to see if he could find 
A path, to add his own slight arm and forces 
To corps, the greater part of which were cones. 

XXXI. 

Perceiving then no more the commandant 
Of his own corps, nor even the corps, which 
had 

Quite disappear’d— the gods know how I (I can’t 
Account for everything which may look biu) 

In history : but we at least may grant 
U was not marvellous that a mere lari. 

In search of glory, should look on before. 

Nor care a pinch of snuff about his corps 

xxxit. 

perceiving nor commander nor commanded. 

And left at large, like a young heir, to mi^e 
His way -where he knew not— single-handed; 

As travellers follow over bog and brake 
An ignis faiuus / or as sailors strand^ 

Unto the nearest hut themselves b^ake ; 

So Juan, following honour and his nose, (foes. 
Rush'd where the thickest fire announced most 

xxxin. 

He knew not where he was, nor greatly cared, 
For he was disry, busy, and his veins 
Fill’d as with lightning— for his spirit shared 
The hour, as is the case with lively b^ns ; 
And where the hottest fire was seen and b«rd. 
And the loud caoDOO peal d bis hoaraest strains, | 


He rush'd, while earth and air were sadly shaken, 
By thy humane discovery. Friar Bacon I * 

XXXIV. 

And as he rush’d along. It came to pass he 
Fell in with what was late the second column. 
Under ihe orders of the General lAscy. 

But now reduce<l. ns is a bulky volume 
Into an elegant extract (much less mossy) 

Of heroism, and took his ploce Miih solemn 
Air ’midst the rest, who kept their v.ilianl faces. 
And levcll d weapons still against the glacis, 

XXXV. 

Just at this crisis up camejohnson too, 

Who luul * reireaied,* as the plirase is, wh<*n 
Men run away much rather than go through 
Desi rue lion’s jaws into i1>c devil’s dun. 

But Johnson was a clever fellow, who 
Knew when and how • to cut and come again,' 
And never ran aw .ay, except when running 
Wiis nothing but a valorous kind of cunning. 

XXXVI. 

And so, when all his corps were dead or dying. 

Except Don |uan, a mere novice, whose 
More virgin valour never dreamt of dying, 

I From Ignorance of danger, which Indues 
Its votaries, like Innocence relying (ihews— 
On its own strength, with careless nerves and 
Johnson retired a little, just lo rally IvMlIey.' 
Those who caich cold in 'slindows of Ueaih's 

xxxvn. 

And (here, n liiticsl>vlier'd from (he shot, 

Whkh rain'd from basiton, battery, p.irapet, 
Rampart, wall, casemate, liouse— for there was 
In this extensive city, sore beset (not 

By Christian soldiery, a single spot 
Which did not combat like the devil, as yei — 
He found a number of Ch.*isscurs, all scaiier'd 
By the resistance of the chase they batter’d. 

XXXVIII. 

AndihesehecalTd on ; himI, whaTs strange, they 
Unto his call, unlike * the spirits from (c.inic 
The vasty deep.’ to whom you may exclaim, 
Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave (heir 
home. 

Their reasons were uncertain ly, or shame 
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb, 

And that odd impulse which, in wars or creetls. 
Mokes men, like cattle, follow him who leads, 

XXXIX. 

By Jove, he was a noble fellow, Johnson ; 

And though his name, than Ajax or Achilles. 
Sounds less harmonious, underneath the sun soon 
We shall not sec his Likeness : he could kill his 
Man quite as quietly as blows the moonsoon 
Her steady breath (which some months the 
same stilt is). 
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Seldom he varied feature, hue. or muscle. 

And ecu Id be very busy wiihout bustle. 

XL. 

And ill ere fore, when he ranaw-ay, he did so 
Upon redcciion, know’lng that behind 
He would find others who would fain be rid so 
Of idle apprehensions, which like wind 
Trouble heroic stomachs. I'hougli their Ikis so 
Oft nre soon closed, all heroes are not blind ; 
But when they light upon immediate death. 
Ketire a little, merely to i.*ike breath. 

XLI. 

But Johnson only ran off, to return 
with many other warriors, as we said. 

Unto that rather somewhat misty bourne. 

Which Hamlet tells us is a pass of dread. 

To Jack, howe’er, this gave but slight concern : 

His soul (like galvanism upon the dead) 

Acted upon the Uvtng, as on wire. 

And led tltein tsvvk into the heaviest fire. 

XLSt, 

Egadl they found, the second time, what they 
1 he first time thought quite terrible enough 
To fty from, ail which people say 

or glory, and all that immortal siun 
Which fills s regiment ^besides tl»eir pay, 

That daily shilling which makes warriors 
tough)- 

They found, on their return, the self-same wel- 
Which made some rAint, and others a 

AeU come. 

XLtlt. 

They fell as thick as harvests beneath hail, 

Grass before scythes, or com below the sickle ; 
^ving that trite old truth, that life’s as frail 
As any other boon for which men stickk. 

The Turkish baticiies t hi ash’d them like a flail. 
Or a good boxer ; Into a sad pickle 
Putting the very bravest, who wrere knock d 
Upon the head before their guns were cock d. 

XLIV. 

The Turks, behind the traverses and flanks 
Of the next bastion, fired away like dcvib, 
And swept, as gales Sweep foam away, whote 
lanks 4 [levels 

However, Heaven knows how, the Pate 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pranks. 

So order’d U, amidst these sulphury revels. 
That Johnson and some few who had not scam- 
pered 

Reach'd the interior talus • of the rampan. 

XLV. 

Fiisi one or two, then five, six, and a doxeo. 

Came mounting quickly up, for It was now 
AU neck or nothing, as, like pitch or rosin. 
Flame was shower’d forth above as well s oe- 
Iw. 

• Tttf r- »— c— >*"» ^ « »*a *■ tiuUiatl** 


So that you scarce could say who be« hsd 
chosen, . 

The gentlemen that were the first to show 
I’heir maitial faces on the parapet. 

Or those who thought it brave to wail as yet. 


XLVI. 

But those who scaled, found out that ilvdr ad- 
vance . , , . 

Was favour’d by an accirleni or hi under , 

Hie Greek or Turkish Cohorn's ignorance 
Had palisado'd in a way you d wonder 
To see in forts of Netherlands or trance 
(Though these i© our Gibraltar niusi knoc 

under) : 

Right in the middle of the parapet ^ 

u« nam«l. th«« palisades were pnn.ly s« , 

XLVK. 

So (hat on either side some nine ^ ^ve 
Paces were left, wlicreon you could conm 
To match ; a great convenience ® 

At least to all these who 
Who thus could forma 

And thai which further aided 
Was that they couM 

Which scarcely rose much higher tha f 
blades. 

XLVIlt. 

Among the firsi-l will not soy 
For such precedenee, uwn 
Will ofiemim« moke 

Oui bei^een friends u well ns • "*'« _ , 

The Briion mos< L? padence, 

Assay Ihoi fiifiy so loe- 

Was beaten, — though the Prussians my 
XLIX. 

And Ihnt if Blncher. Bulow, Gnci«nnu.^^ 

And God kno«s y,lio b«|dia >" « „ , 

Had not come up in time to »si w a 
Into the hearts of those ^“gm 

As ligera combat with an empty cm. 

The Uuke of Wellington 

His ordere. nlw lo 'hSmry meniloM- 

Which are the heaviest that our msiory 

^ save the king I 

kings 1 . , sf -y- will longef" 

For if Nt don't, I doubt if 
1 ,hink I benr a lillle 7^ The^iro"*^ 

The people by and by wrings 

The v'^e^jad/will wince who« her 

So much Into the raw as mob 

Beyond the rules of posting— 

At last fall sick of imitating Job- ^ 

At first it grumbles, * 

Uke David, ^ 

At last it takes to hc*«»ls 9 * 

i Snatch when despair makes mmu*** 

I pliant. 
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Then com« 'ihe tug of war 


again, 
rather doubt 


and I 


•(yyjU cornel Por seeing one with ribands, black and blue. 

Stars, niedals, and a bioody sword in hand, 
would fain say • Fie I Add rearing him in lores which seem’d to thank, 


If 1 had not perceived that revolution [oo‘t.’ 
Alone can save the earth from hell's pollution. 


He rec^mzed an officer of rank. 


Lll. 

But to continue 1 say not the first. 

But ./the first, our In tie friend. Uon Juan, 
Walk'd o’er the walls of Ismail, as if nursed 
Amid such scenes— tlwugh this was quite a 
new one 

To him, and I should hope to moit. The thirst 
Of glory, which so pierces through and 
through one. 

Pervaded him, — although a generous creature. 

As warm in heart as feminine in feature. 

Llll. 

And here he w.as^who. upon woman's breast. 

Even from a child, felt like s child ; howe'er 
The man in aU the rest might be contest, 

To him it was Elysium to be there 
And he could even withstand that awkw'ard test. 
Which Rou«seau t>omisout to the dubiotis fair. 

' Observe your lover when he ItAvet vour arms ; ' 
But Juan never left them, while they had charms. 

LIV. 

Unless compcU'd by fate, or wave, or wind. 

Or near relations, who are much the same. 

But hen he was l^wliere each tie that can bind 
Humanity must yield to sieci and Aame : 

And he whose very bcfly was all mind [tame 
Flung here by fnie or circumstance, which 
The lomust, hurried by the time and place. 
Dash'd on like aspurr d blooddiorse in a race. 

LV. 

So was his blood stlrr'd while he found resist- 
As It the hunter's at the five-bar gale. (anee. 
Or double post nnd r.iil. where the existence 
Of Brtiais’s youth depends upon ihrir weight, 
llie lightest being the safest ; at a distance 
He HAied cruelty, as all men hate 
Blood until heated— and ev’cn then hut own 
At times would curdle o'er some heavy groan. 

LVI. 

The General Lascy. who had Iteen hard prest, 
Seeing arrive an aid so opportune 
As were some hundred youngsters all abreast. 
WliO came as if just droj^'d down from the 
moon, 

To |uan. who was nearest him, address'd 
His thanks, and hopes to take the dty soon, 
Not reckoning hico to be a ' base Besonl^ 

(As Pistol calls it), but a young Livonian. 

LVII. 

Juan, to whom he spoke In German, knew 
As much of German as of Sanskrit, and 
Iq answer made an Inclination to 
Tbe General who held him in command ; 


LVin. 

Short speeches pass between two men who spe.ik 
No common language \ and besides, In lime 
Of w.u and taking towns, w hen many a shriek 
Rings o'er llte dialogue, and m.any a crime 
Is irerpetrated ere a word can break 
Upon the ear, and sounds of horror chiitte 
In like church bells, with sigh, how I, grain, ycU, 
prayer. 

There cannot be much conversation there. 

LIX. 

And therefore all w’e have related in 
Tw'o long octaves, pass'd in a little minute . 
But in the same small mlnuie, every sin 
Contrived 10 get Itself comprised within it : 
The very cannon, deafen’d by the din. [linnet. 
Grew duntb. for you miglit altiiosl hear a 
As soon as thunder, 'inirlst the general noUe 
jOf human nature's agonising voice I 

trX. 

.l*hc town W AS enter’d. O Eternity I— 

God made ihe country, and man made the 
So Cowper says— and I begin to be [town.' 

Of his opinion, when 1 see cast down 
Rome. Babylon. Tyre. Carthage. Nineveh. 

All walls men know, and many never knowm 2 
And. pondering on the present and the past. 

To deem the woods shall be our hotne at last 

LXI. 

I Of all men. saving Sylla the manslayer. 

Who passes for in life and deaih most lucky ; 
Of the great names which in our faces sure. 
Tile General Boon, backw oodsman of Ken- 
tucky, 

Was happiest amongst mortals anywhere : 

For killing nothing but a bear or buck, lie 
Enjojr'd the lonely, vigorous, harmless days 
I Of his old age In w ilds of deepest u laze. 


LXK. 

Crime came not near hlm^he U not the child 
Of solitude ; Health shrank not from him— foi 
Her home is in the rarely-trodden wild. 

Where if men seek her not, and death be more 
Their choice than life, forgive them, as be- 
guiled 

By habit to what their own hearts abhor— 

In cities caged. The present case in point I 
I Cite is, tliat Bcoo lived hunting up to ninety ; 

LXttt. 

I And, what's still stranger, left behind a name 
For which men vainly decimate the throng, 
Not only famous, but of that gyed fame 
Without wtucb glory’s but a tavern song- 
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Simple, serene, the antipodes of shame. 

Which hate nor envy e'er could tinje with 
wronj : 

An active hermit, even in age the child 
Of nature, or the Man of Ross run wild. 

LX IV. 

TIs true he shrank from men, even of Ms nation : 

When they built up unto his d.irlln|: trees,— 
He moved some hundred miles off, for a station 
Where there were fewer houses and more ease. 
The inconvenience of civilizaiion 

Is, that you neither can be pleased nor please : 
But where he met the individual inaii, 

He show'd himself as kind as mortal can. 

LXV. 

He w*as not all alone ; around him grew 
A sylvan tribe of children of the chase, 

Whose young, on waken'd world was ever new :i 
Nor sword nor sorrow yet had loft a trace 
On her unwrinkled brow, norcotild you view 
A frown on nature’s or on human f.ice 
The free-bom forest found and kept them free, 
And fresh as is a torrent or a tree. 

LXVT. 


The reeking bayonet and (he flashing blade 
Clash'd gainst (he sdtnitar. and babe and 
mother 

With distant shrteks were heard Heaven to up* 
braid 

Still closer sulphury clouds began to smother 
The breath of mom and man, where, foot by 
foot. 

The madden'd Turks their city still dispute. 
LXX, 

Koutousow, he who afterwards beaf back 
(With some assistance from the frost and 
Napoleon on his bold and bloody track, (snow) 
It happen'd was himself beat back just now* 
He was a Jolly fellow, and could crack 
H is jest alike in face of friend or foe, | Stake. 
Though life, and death, and victory were •( 
But here It seem’d bis jokes had ceased to take , 

LXXI. 

For, having throw n himself Into a dllch. 
Follow’d in haste by various grenadieri. 
Whose blood ihe pu<Jdle greatly did ennett, 

He climb’d to where the parapet * 

But there his prweet reach d its PljP.,, 

fMongst other deaths, the General Ribeu 


And tall, and strong, and swift of fool were they. Was much regretted), for the 

Beyond the dwarfing city's p.i1c alwfions. Threw them all down into the diicn again, 
Because their thoughts had never been the prey LXXK 

Of care or gain : the green woods were their ^ ‘ , land, 

portions. And had it not been for some stray troops la 

No sinking spirits told them they grew grey ; 

No fashion made them apes of her distortions : 

Simple they were, not savage ; and their rifles. 

Though very true, \vere not yet used for trifles. 


^•here-being carried by tin 


LXVIl. 

Motion was in their days, rest in iheir sliimbera. 
And cheerfulness the handmaid of their toil 
Nor yet too many nor too few (heir numbers ; 
Corruption could not make their he.srts her 
eoh ; [encumbers. 

'I’he lust which stings, (he splendour which 
With the free foresters divide no spoil : 
Serene, not sullen, were (he solitudes 
Of this unsighing people of the woods. 

LXVIII. 

So much for Nature by way of variety. 

Now back to thy great joys, Civiliation I 
And (he sweet consequence of large society, 
War, pestilence, (he despot's desolation. 

The kingly scourge, the lust of notoriety, 

The millions slain by soldiers for their ration. 
The scenes like Catharine's boudoir at three - 1 
score, 

With Ismail’s storm, to soften it (he more. 

LXIX. 

The town was enter’d : first one column made 
Its saaguioary way good— then another •, 


mg. 

They knew not 

To wiw spot where they lost their undersiand* 

And^wander’d up and down as in a ^'9' 
Until they reach'd, as d.iybr^ 

That whlcl* a portal to (heir eyf Wa 
The great aird gay Koutousow 
Where (bree pans of his column yet rema* 

LXXtCI. 

And. scrambling round the rampari, (base sam® 
troops, ., , 

After the taking of the ' «vdier. ^ 

Just as Koutousow’s most 

•' Took, like chameleons, somes ighl tiogcw 

Open'd the gate called ‘ Kllia* to ^e P? 

Of baffled heroes, who stood shyly near, 

Sliding kneerdeep in wiod. 

Now thaw'd into a marsh of human biooa 


LXXJV. 


The Kosacks. or. if so you please, 

(I don't much pique myself ' ^ ortbop^ 
So that I do not grossly err 
Statistics, tactics, politjcs, and 
Having been used to serve on hor^ 

And no great dilctunii 
Of fortxessfts. but fighting wlj^ » 

Tb«r chicls to order, were all cat to p»«** 
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LXXV. 

Their column, though the Turkish batteries 
thunder’d (p^> 

Upon (hem» ne'ertheless had reach'd the ram- 
And naturally thought they could have plunder’d 
The city, without being further hamper’d. 

But. as it h.^ppens to brave men. they blunder'd— 
The Turks at first pretended to have scamp- 
er’d, 

Only to draw them 'twixt two bastlon-ccmera. 
FWn whence they sallied on those Christian 
scomers. 

LXXVI. 

Then being taken by the Uil— a taking 
I'iUKi to bishops as to soldiers— these 
CossacQues were all cut off, as day was breaking, 
And found their lives were let ai a short lease ; 
B\il perish’d without shivering or shaking, 
Ivcaving as ladders (heir heap'd carcases. 

O’er whi^ Lieutenant-Colonel Yesouskol 
March'd with the brave battalion of Toloutki 

Lxxvn. 

This valiant man kill’d all the Turks he met, 

But could not eat them, being, in his turn. 
Slain by some Mussulmans, who would not yet. 

Without reristance. see their city bum. 

The walls were won. but *twas an even bet 
Which of (he armies would have cause to 
mourn : 

Twas blow for blow, disputing inch by inch, 

For one would not retreat, nor t’other Aincb, 

txxvtn. 

Another column also suffer'd much : 

And here we may remark with the historian. 
You should but give few cartridges lo such 
Troops as are meant to march with greatest 
glory on, 

When matters must be carried by the touch 
Of the bright bayonet, and they all should 
hurry on, 

They sometimes, with a hankering for exL*tence. 
Keep merely firing at a foolish distance. 

LXXIX. 

A junction of the General Meknop's men 

(Without the general, who had fallen some 
Before, being badly seconded just then) (time 
W'as made at length with thcoe who dar^ to 
climb 

'Fhe death disgorging rampart ortce again ; 

And though the Turks' resistance was sublime. 
They look the bastion, which the Seraskkr 
Defended at a price extremely dear. 

LXXX, 

Juan and Johnson, and some volunteen 

Among (he foremost offer’d him good quarter, 
A word which little suits with Settlers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Tartar. 


He died, deserving well his country 's tears, 

A savage sort of mlliiary martyr. 

An English naval officer, who wish'd 
To make him prisoner, was also disli'd : 

LXXXt. 

For all the answer to his proposition 
Was from a pistol-shot that laid him dead : 
On whkh the rest, without more intermission, 
Began to lay about with Steel and learl— 

The pious metals most In requmtion 
On such occasions : not a single head 
W.os spared three thousand Moslems perish'd 
here. 

And sixteen bayonets pierced the Seraskier. 

LXXXll. 

The city’s taken^<nly part by part-~ 

And Death 1$ drunk with ^re ; there’s not a 
street [heart. 

Where fights not to (he last some desperate 
For those for whom it soon shall cease to beat. 
Here War forgot his own destructive art 
In more destroying .Vature ; and the heat 
Of carnage, like ihe^ lie’s sun-sodden slime. 
Engender'd monstrous shapes of every crime. 

LXXXItl. 

A Russian officer. In martial tread 
Over a heap of bodies, felt his heel 
Seised fast, as if ’tu‘ere by the serpent's head 
Whose fangs Eve taught her human seed to 
feel : [bled. 

In vain he kick'd, and swore, and writhed, and 
And howl'd for help as wolves do for a meal— 
The teeth still kept (heir gratifying hold, 

As do the subtle snakes described of old. 

Utxxiv. 

A dying Nfoslem. who had felt the foot 
Of a foe o'er him. snatch’d at it, and bit 
The very tendon which Is most acute 
(That which some ancient Muse or modem wit 
Named after thee. Achilles}, and quite through'! 

He made the teeth meet, nor raUnquish'd It 
Even with his llfe-^for (but they lie)’ t Is said 
To the live leg still clung the sever’d head. 

LXXXV. 

However this may be, ‘tU pretty sure 
The Russian officer for life was lamed. 

For the Turk’s teelh stuck faster than a skewer. 
And left him ’midst the invalid and maim’d : 
The regimental surgeon could not cure 

His patient, and perhaps was to be blamed 
More than (he head of the inveterate foe. 

Which was cut off. and scarce even (hen let go. 

LXXXVT. 

But then the fact's a fact — and 'tU (he part 
Of a true poet to escape from fiction, 
Whene'er he can ; for there is Utile art 
In leaving vene more free from the restriction 
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Of truth than prose, unless (osuJt the mart 
For what is sometimes call'd poetic dictioa. 
And that outrageous appetite foi lies 
Which Satan angles with, for souls, like flies. 

LXXXVtI. 

The city’s taken, but not render'd ! — No 1 
I'ltGre’s not a Moslem that hath yielded sword 
I'he blood may ^1) out. as the Danube’s flow 
Rolls by the city wall ; but deed nor word 
Acknowledge aught of dread of death or foe : 

In vain the yell of victory is roar'd 
By the advancing Muscovite— the groan 
Of the last foe is echoed by his own. 

Lxxxvm. 

The bavonet pierces and the sabre cleaves, 

And human lives are lavish'd everywhere, 

As the year closing whirls the scarlet leaves. 

When the stripp’d forest liows to the Weak air. 
And groans : and thus the peopled city grieves 
Shorn of its test and loveliest, and left bare ; 
But still it faiis in vast and awful splinters, 

As oaks blown down with all their iltousand 
winters. 

LXXXIX. 

It is an awful topic— but ‘tis not 
My cue. for any time, to be ternhc ; 

For. ehecker’d as is seen our human lot, 

With good, and bad. and worse, alike prolific 
Of melancholy merriment, to quote 

Too mucii of one sort would be soporific : 
Without, or with. olTence to friends or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly as It goes. 

xc. 

And one good action in the midst of crimes 
Is ' quite refreshing.’ in the affected phrase 
Of these ambrosial, pharisak times. 

With uli their pretty mi]k<and«water ways. 
And may serve therefore to bedew these rhymes, 
A little scorch’d at present with the blase 
Of conquest and its conse<)uences. which 
Make epic poesy so rare and rich, 

xct. 

Upon a taken bastion, where there lay [group 
I'housands of slaughter’d men. a yet warm 
Of murder'd women, who bad found their way 
To this vain rufuge. made titegood heart droop 
And shudder ; — while, as beautiful as May, 

A female child of ten years tried to stoop, 

And hide her little palpitating breast 
Amidst the bodies luH'd in bloody rest. 

XCIt. 

Two villanous Cossacques pursued the child 
With flashing eyes and vreapoos i match'd 
with them, 

The rudest brute that roams Siberia's wild 
Has feehngs pure anrf polish'd as a gem— 

The bear is civiUsed, the wolf is mild ; 

And wboqi for Una at Ust oiqsl we condrojo?; 


Their natures } or their soverngns, who employ 
All arts to teach their sut^octs to destroy? 

XCltt. 

Their sabres glitter'd o'er her little head. 
Whence her fair hair rose i wi ning with anngnt ; 
Her hidden face was plunged amidst thedMd. 

When Juan ctught a glimpse of this sad sight, 
I shall not say exactly w hat he saiH, 

Because it might not solace ’ ears polite ; 

But what he dat, was to Uy on their backs. 

The readiest way of reasoning with Cossacques. 

XCJV. 

One's hip he slash'd, and spUt the other's 
shoulder, . 

And drove them, with their brutalyclU, l® **^*^ 
If there m If III be chirurgeons who could wider 
The wounds they richly merited, andshnek 
Their baffled mge and pain; while, waxing 
colder, . ,, 

As he turn'd o'er each pale and gory cnceK. 
Don Juan raised his llitle captive from 
The betpa momertt mon; had made her tomo. 

XCV. 

And she was chill as they, and on her fft« 

A slender sti«*k of blood announced bow near 
Her fate had been to that of all her «« ; 

For the same blow w hich laid her needier hew 

Had scarf'd her brow, and m 

As the last link with all she had held d^. 
But else unhurt, sIhj open'd her large 
And gased on Juan with a wild surpnse. 

xcvj. 

lust at this instant, while 
Upon each other, with dilated I .4 

njian'slook, pain, p^le-su^. 

With joy to saxT. and dread of some in wn 

Unto his prottJgtfe ; while hers. 

With inVaiu terrors. gUued as from s tance, 

. pure, transparent, pale, yet radiant face, 

Like to a lighted alabaster vase 
XCVIl. 


I came John Johnson will JWt ^ 

ror that were vulgar, cold, and cornmonplaee, 
great occasions, such M an . 

On dtics. as hath been the 
Up Johnson came, w 

^iclaiming-' Juan I Juan I On,^ 

Your urn. und HI bet >« » 

That you and I will ww &i Georges 

XCVIIl. 

The Seraskier is knock'd u^ 

But tbe stone bastion snll ^ K^idwSdttd. 
The old Pacha sits, •SL the dk 

Smoking his jMpe quite calm^ ^ 

Of our aitiUery and his o^ : « 

Our kill’d, already piled up to the cni^ 
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Lie round the battery ; but stiU it batters. 

And ^rape in volleys, like a vineyard, scaiieis. 

XCIX. 

'Then up with mel* But Juan answer'd, ~ 
•Lcwk 

Upon this child— 1 saved her— must not leave 
Her life to chance : but point me o*ii some nook 
Of safety, where she less may shrink and grieve. 
And I am with you.'— Whereon Johnson look 
A glance around— and shrugg’d, and twitch'd 
his sleeve 

And black silk neckcloth- and replied, ‘ You're 
right : [quite/ 

Poor thing 1 what's to be done^ I'm ^ttled 


Said Juan,—* Whatsoever is to be 

Done, ril not quit her till she seems secure 
Of present life a good deal more than we/ 

Quoth Johnson, * will 1 quite ensure: 

But at the least may die gloriously/— 

Tuan replied,- 'At least I will endure 
Wnate'erU to be borne — but not resign 
This child, who is parentless, and therefore mine/ 


Id prose 1 bend oiy humble verse) doth call 
This chieftain— somehow would not yield at all. 


liut flank'd by/w brave sons (such is polygamy. 
That she spawns warriors by (he score, u here 
noise 

Are prosecuted for that false crime, big.imy}. 

He never would believe the city won, 

While courage clung but to a single twig. — Am 1 
Describing Priam's, IVIeus, or Jove s son ? 
N'citticr— but a good, plain, old. temperate man, 
Who fought with hisnve children in the van. 


To take him was the point. 'Tlie truly brave. 
When they behold the brave oppress'd with 
odds. 

Are touch’d with a desire to shield and save 
A mixture of wild beasts and demi*gods 
Are they— now furious as the sweeping wave. 

Now moved with pity: even assomehmes n^s 
The rugged tree unto the summer wind, 
Compassion breathes along the savage mind. 


Johnson said. — 'Juan, we've no time to lose : 

The child's a pretty child— a very pretty— 

1 never saw such e^— but hark I now choose 
Between your lame and feelings, prkle and 
pUy :— 

Hark 1 how the roar Increases 1 — do excuse 
Will serve when there Is plunder In a city 
1 should be loth to march without you ; but, 

By God, we ll be too late for the hrst cut/ 


But Juan was immoveable, until 
Jenson, who really loved him In his way. 
Pick'd out amongst his followers, with some skill. 
Such as he thought the least given up to prey ; 
And swearing. If the Infant came to ill. 

That they should all be shot on the next day; 
But if she were deliver'd, safe and sound, 

'They should at least have fifty roubles round. 


But he would not be taken, and replied 
To all the propositions of surrender, 

By mow ing Christ ians down on every side, 

As obstinate as Swedish Charles at Tender. 
His five brave boys no less the foe defied ; 

Whereon the Russian pathos grew less tender, 
As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience. 

Apt to wear out on iriAing provocations, 

cvnu 

And spile of Johnson and of Juan, who 
Exf^nded all their (Eastern phraseology 
In begging him, for God's sake, just to show 
So much less fight as might fonn an a|>ology 
For Mem in saving such a desperate foe- 
He hew'd away, like doctors of theology, 
When they dispute with sceptics ; and, with 
curses. 

Struck at his friends, asbaWesbeat their nurses. 


And all allowances, besides, of plunder. 

Id fair proportion with their comrade :— tlien 
Juan consented to march on through thunder, 
Which thinn' d at evety step t heir ranks of men ; 
And yet the rest rush'd eagerly— no wonder, 

For they were healed by the hope of gain ; 

A thing which happens everywhere day— 
No hero trusteth wholly to half-pay. 


Nay, he had wounded, though but slightly, both 
Juan and Johnson ; whereupon they fell, 

The first with sighs, the second with an oath. 
Upon his angry suttanship, pell-mell. 

And all ajo<ind were grown exceeding wroth 
At such a pertinacious Infidel, 

And pour'd upon bun and his sons. like rain, 
Whk» they resisted like a sandy plain 


And such is victory, and such is nua I 
At least nine-tenths of what we call so God 
May have another name for half we scan 
As human beings, or His w^s are odd. 

But to our subject. A brave itftar khai^ 

Qr ' suiutn,' as the author (to whose Dod 


Thai drinks, and still is dry. At last 
perish'd— 

His second son was levell’d by a shot : 
Hb third was sabred ; and the fourth, 
cherish'd 

Of all the five, oo bayonets met bjs loi ; 
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Th« fifth, who, by a Christian mother nourish'd. 
Had been neglected. it1*used. and what not, 
Because deform’d, yet died all game and bottom 
To save a sire who blush’d that he besot him. 


CXI. 

The eldest was a true and tameless Tartar. 

As great a scomer of the Nazarene 
As ever Mahomet pick'd out for a martyr. 

Who only saw the black-eyed girls in green. 
Who make ihe beds of those who won’t take 
quarter 

On earth in Paradise ; and when once seen, 
Those houris. like all other pretty creatures. 

Do just whate'er they please, by dint of features 


exit. 

And what (hey pleased to do with the young khan 
In heaven, I know not, nor pretend to guess 
But doubtless they prefer n fine >‘oung man 
To tough old heroes, acKi can do no less. 

And that’s the cause, no doubt, why. if wt scan 
A field of battle’s ghastly wildentess. 

For one rough, weather-beaten, veteran body, 
You’ll find ten thousand handsome coxcombs 
bloody. 

CXItl. 

Your houris also have a natural pleasure 
In lopping>ofr your lately-married men. 

Before the bridal hours have danced (heir 
measure. 

And the sad, second moon grows dim again. 
Or dull repentance hath had dreary leisure 
To wiith him back a bachelor nowand then : 
And thus your houri (It may be) disputes 
Of these brief blossoms the immediate fruits. 

extv. 

Thus the young khan, with houris in his sight. 
Thought Clot upon the charms of four young 
brides. 

But bravely rush’d on his first heavenly night. 

In short, howe’er our better faith derides. 
These black^yed virgins make the Moslems 
fight. jbesktes — 

As though there were one heaven, and none 
Whereas, if all be true we hear of heaven 
And hell, there must at least be six or seven. 

cxv. 

So fully flash'd the phantom on his eyes. 

That, when the very lance was in his heart. 

He shouted 'Allah I ’ and saw Paradise. 

With all its veil of mystery drawn apart. 

And bright eternity without di^uise 

On his soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart 
With prophets, houris. angels, saints, described 
In one voluptuous blase— and then he died. 

CXVI. 

But, with a heavenly rapture on his face, [see 
The good old khu. who long had ceased to 


Houris, or aught except his florid race, 

Who grew like cedars round him gloriously— 
When he beheld his latest hero grace 
The earth, which he became like a fell’d tree. 
Paused for a morrient from (he fight, and cast 
A glance on (hat slain son, his first and last, 

CXVII. 

The soldiers, who beheld him drop his point. 
Stopp'd, as if once more to concede 
Quarter, in cose he bid them not 'aroynt f 
As he before had done. He did not 
Their pause or signs : his heart was out of; wn I, 
And shook (till now unshaken) like a reed, 
As he look’d down upon his children gone, 

And felt— though done with life— he was nlone, 

cxviri. 

[kit 'twas a transient tremor with a spring 
Upon the Russian steel, his breast he flung, 
As carelessly as hurls the moth her wing 
Against the light wherein she dies : he clung 
Closer, that all ibe deadlier they might wnng. 
Unto the bayonets which nnd pierced ni3 
young : 

And, throwing hack a dim look on hiswni. 

Cn one wide wound pour’d forth his soul at once. 

extx. 

Tis strange enough— the rough, tough soldiers, 
who 

spared neither sex nor age in their 
Of carnage, when (his old man was picrceo 

AiIdTsy^before them with his children near, 
Touch’d by the heroism of him they 
Were melted for a moment : though 
Flow’d from their bloodshot eyes, all red wiin 

They honour'd such determined scorn of life* 

cxx. 

But the stone bastion still k^pt up lu . 

Where (he chief pacha calmly held h is ^ 
Some twenty times he made the . * 

And baffl«l the assaults of all their best. 

At length he condescended to . 

If yet the city’s rest were won or lost , 

And. being told the latter. Sf"* 

To answer Ribas’ summons to give way. 

CXXI. 

Q the mean time, cross*legg’d, with grwl 

A^Ze .he «orchi«K 

'obacco on a little carpet .—yet 
Saw nothing like the scene around . y 

looking . . *4 to annoy 

With martial sioictsm. 

His stem pbilos^by ; but gentl y s ^ 

His beard, be puTd his ^ 

As if be had three hves, as weU as tans. 
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cxxii. 

The town was taken— whether he night yield 
Himself or bastion, little natter'd now ; 

His stubborn valour was no further shield. 

Umaifs no more 1 the crescent's silver bow 
Sunk, and the crimson cross glared o'er the field. 

But red with no rtduming : the glow 
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the water. 
Was ima^ back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 

cxxni. 

AU that the mind would shrink from, of 
excesses: 

AU that the body perpetrates, of bad : 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s dts< 
tresses: 

AU that the deni would do if rtin stark mad : 
All that defies the worst which pen expresses ; 

All by which hell is peopled, or as sad 
As hell— mere mortals who their pow'er abuse— 
Was here (as heretofore and since} let loose. 

CXXIV. 

If here and there some transient trait of piiy 
Was shown, and some more noble heart broke 
through 

Its bloody bond, and saved, perhaps, some pretty 
Child, or an aged helpless man or two— 
What's this in one annlhiluied city. [grew? 

Where thousand loves, and ties, and duiies. 
Cockneys of London I Muscadins of Psiris I 
Just ponder what a pious pastime war is. 

exxv. 

Think how the }on of reading a Gaseite 
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes ; 

Or. If these do not move you, don’t forget 
Such doom may be your own in after-times. 
Meantime theTaxesy CasUereagh, and Debt. 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 
Read your own hearts and Ireland's present 
story. 

Then fe^ her famine fat with Wellesley's glory, 
cxxvt. 

But still there is unto a patriot nation. 

Which loves so well its country and its king. 
A suLgect of sublimest exultation— 

Bear it. ye Muses> on your brightest wing 1 
Howe'er the mighty locust. Desolation, 

Strip your green fields, and to your harvest 
cling. 

Gaunt famine never shall approach the throne— 
Though Ireland starve, gmt George weighs 
twenty Slone. 

CXXVIT. 

But let me put an end unto rnv theme ; 

There was an end of Ismau— >Aapless town X 
Far flash’d her burning towers o’er C^ube's 
stream. 

And redly rao bis blushing waters down. 


The horrid war-whoop and (he shriller scioam 
Rose still : but fainter were the thunders 
grown : 

Of forty thousand who had mann'd ihe wall. 
Some hundreds breathed— the rest were silent 
aUl 

CXXVlll. 

In one thing, ne'ertheless, ‘tis fit to praise 
The Russian army upon this occasion. 

A virtue much in fashion now-a-days 
And therefore worthy of commemoration. 

'The topic's tender, so shall be my phrase— 
f^rhaps the season's chill, aod their long 
siahon 

In winter's depth, or want of rest and victual, 
Had made them chaste— they ravish’d ver) little. 

csxix. 

Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there occur some violation 
In the other line ; but not to such excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation. 
Take towns by storm : no causes can I guess 
Except cold weather and commiseration ; 

But all the ladles, save some twenty score. 

Were almost as much virgins as before. 

exxx. 

Some odd mistakes, too. happen'd in the dark. 
Which sliow'd a want of laments, or of taste— 
Indeed, the smoke was such they scarce could 
mark [from haste 

Their friends from foes,— besides, sucb things 
Occur, though rarely when there is a spark 
Of light to save the venerably chaste : 

But six old darnseb. each of seventy yean. 

Were all deflower'd by diflferent greoadiera. 

cxxxt. 

But. on tite whole, their continence was great ; 

So that some disappointment there ensued 
To those who had felt the inconvenient stale 
Of * single blessedness,' and thought it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate. 

To bear these crosses) for each waning prude 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding. 
Without the expense and the suspense of bed- 
ding. 

cxxxi I. 

Some voices of the buxom middle-aged 
Were also heard to wonder, in the din 
(Widows of forty were these birds long caged), 

* Wherefore t^ ravishing did not begin ] ' 

But while the thirst for gore and plunder raged, 
There was small leisure for superfluous sin ; 
But whether they escaped or no, Ues hid 
In darkness— 1 can only hope they did. 

cxxxrii. 

Suwarrow now was eonqueror — a match 
For Timour or for Zinghb in his tra^. 

While mosques and struts, beneath hb eyes, 
like thatch (allay'd. 

Biased, and (he cannon's roar was scarce 
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With bloody hands he wrote his firet despatch ; 

And here exactly follows what he said : 

' Glory to 0^4 and to the Empress ? ' {Ptntitri 
Bttrnal t su(h namti mingM f) ' Ismaifs ours. 

CXXXIV. 

MelhinTcs these arc the nio5t tremendous words 
Since • Meii^, Menc, Tekel,' and * Upharsin,' 
Which hands or pens have ever traced of swords. 

Heaven help me \ Vm but little of a parson : 
What Daniel read was shorthand of the Lord's. 

Severe, sublime f the prophet wrote no farce on 
The fate of nations but this Russ, so witty, 
Could rhyme. like Nero, o'er a buminf city.* 

cxxxv. 

He wrote this Polar melody, and set it, 

Duly accompanied by shrieks and groans. 
Which few will sin^. 1 trust, but none forget it; 

For { will teach, if possible, the stones 
To rise against earth’s tyr.ants. Never let it 
Be said that we still truckle unto thrones 
But ye-^ur childrens children! think how we 
Show’d th$H£s wrt before the world was 
free I 

CXXXVl. 

That hour is not for us, but ’tis for you : 

And as, in the great Joy of your millennium, 
You hardly will believe such things were true 
As now occur, 1 thought that 1 wouki pen 
you 't^Tl i 

But may their very memory perish too 1— 

Yet if perchance remem^rd. stiU dbdain 
you ’em 

More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

Who in ltd their ^/‘/Umbs, out not with gore. 

CXXXVII. 

And when you hear historians talk of thrones. 

And those that sate upon them, tet U be 
As we now gaze upon the mamntoth's bones, 
And wonder what old world such things coukl 
Or hieroglyphics on Egyptian stones. (see. 
The pleasant riddles of futurity^ 


Guessing at what shall hap^ly be hid. 

As the real purpose of a pyramid. 

cxxxvni. 

Reader ! I’ve kept my word— at least so far 
As the first canto promised. You have now 
Had sketches of love, tempest, travel, war— 
All very accurate, you must allow, 

And r/t/V. if plain truth should prove no bar ; 

For I have drawn much Itts with along bow 
Than my forerunners. Carelessly I sing, 

But PlMxbus lends me now and ’then a suing. 

cxxxix. 

With which I still can harp, and carp, and fiddle. 

What further hath befallen, or may befall, 
The hero of this grand poetic riddle, 

1 by and by may tell you. if at all ; 

But now 1 choose to break off in the middle, 
Worn out with battering Ismail's stubborn 
wall, 

Wliile Juan is sent off with the despatch, 

For which all Petersburg is on the watch. 

ext. 

This special honour was conferr’d. because 
He had behaved wltJi courage and humanity 
Wliich iait men like, when they have time to 
pause 

From their ferocities, produced by vaniiy. 

His Utile captive gain’d him some applause, 

For saving her amidst the wild Insanity 
Of carnage.— and I think be was more glad 10 
her 

Safety, than hU new order of St Vladimir. 

CXLI. 

The Moslem orphan went with her 

For she was homeless, houseless, hr lple« • 
Her friends, like the sad family of H«ior, ^ 

Had perish’d on the field or by the wall . 

Her very place of birth was but a 
Of what it had been : there the 
To prayer was heard no more 
Andmadea vow to shield her, which be kep 


CANTO THE NINTH. 


SS23. 


r. 


Oh, Wellington 1 (or • Villainton ’—for Fame 
Sounds the heroic syllables both ways : 
France could not even conquer your great name, 
But puon’d it down to this facetious phrase — 
Beating or beaten, she vrill laugh the same), 


* la tb« or<ip»iJ RussUa b« 

K * taga I lb** voA 
pestvyola ?tt * 


^ou have obtain’d great pensioBS and mueb 

Glory like youre should 1 • • 

Humanity would rise, and thunder nay 


II. 


I don’t think that you ns^ 

Id Marine's aflair— in twas shanpy* 
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Arx). Kke some other things, won’t do lo teU Till. 

Upon younombioWwimi^ters^ Abbey. always scorn’d great recom- 


Upon (he rest 'tb not worth while to dwell. penses * 

Such tales b«ng for the tea-hours of some EpAn»iixoMa.*j saved his Thebes, and died. 

, Not leaving es'cn his funeral expenses : 

But ^ough your years as tend fast to sero. Goorce Wosliinglon h.id (hanks, and nought 
In fact your Grace is Still but a yvti/tf krro beside. Lis) 

Ktcepl the all-cloudicss glory (which few men’s 
”*• To free hb country : l‘itt, too. had his pri<le. 

Though Britain owes (and pays you loo) so much. And, as a high-soul' d minister of state, is 
Yet Europe doubil^ owes you greatly more: Renown'd for ruining Great Britain gratis. 

You have repair’d Legitiroa^’s crutch, 

A prop not quite so certain as before : 

The Spanish and the French, as well as Dutch. .Never had mortal nun stich opi^riunity, 

Have seen, and f«U. how strongly yoMresf^r^; Except Napoleon, or abused it more : [unity 
And Waterloo has m.ide the world your tlebtor You might base freed fallen Europe from the 


(1 wish your bards would sing it rather lietter). 


Of tyrants, anrl Iwcn blest from shore to shore: 
And w’hat 4J your fame? Shall the Muse 
tune it ye ? [o’er ? 

AVsv—thai (he rab1>le’s first vain shouts are 


You are * the best of cut-throats : ’-do not start: r - ® : 

The phHue <> Shakspeart'*. and not misap- 5’° ' i'” “ S'PV' ""'"'T * 

. r • r (hQ world I and curse your victones ! 

Wars a brain -spattering, windpipe-slitting art. x. 

Tf rillLif “"ill?”*' As these new c.inios touch on warlike feats, 

^ ^ k'* ^ generous part. Xo /ou the u n rta i leri ng M use del g ns to I nscr 

s masters, will decide, 

And I shall be delighted to learn who. i.„, u WkS,« ..s ,i.. ks..is«.r 


If : klJl l As these new c.inios touch on warlike feats, 

^ ^ *?- k'* ^ generous part. Xo /ou the u n rta i leri ng M use del g ns to I nscribe 

a2m s masters, will decide, Gasettes. 

y Must be recited— and without a bribe> 

, . ' Yourf/«f trtaf things; but not being rnj/ in 

I am no naiterer— you ve supp d full of nattery : mind, 

They say you Uke it loo— tis no great wonder. Have left undoiii the grvtf/rif— and mankind. 
He whose whole bfe has been assault and bat- 
tery. XI. 

Al IMI m»y jel » mile llted of ihui^f ; p,e Oe.iih Uugh$-Go, ponder o'er the ekelelon 
* m' *“'"51. I*".?, 'Viih which men i/nije ou> the unknown thing 

_ “!)' priused for every lucky blunder; i hni hide, the past world, Uke to a set sun 


Called * Saviour of the Nations' not yet saved. 
And ’ Europe's Liberator’— still enslaved.* 


Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter 
Spring- 

Death laughs at all you weep for look upon 
’Diis hourly dread of all I whose threaten'd 
StiHg 

Turns life to lerror. even though In Its sheath : 
Mark how iisliplcss mouth grins without hreaihl 


.... _ . • ...- M.^oa V. mat, TCMvaW •'•'BMtSnW 

1 ve done. Now go, and dine from on the plate 
presented by the Prince of the Brarils ; Turns life lo lerror. even though In Its sheath * 

And send the KiUinel before your gate Mark how iis lipicss mouth grins without hreaihl 

A slice or two from your luxurious meals : 

He fought, but has not fed so well of late. 

Some hunger, loo, they say (be people feels:— Marki how It laughs and scorns at all you are 1 
There Is no doubt tliat y^ deserve your ration. And yet sn/i what you are : from ear to ear 


Kut pray give back a little to the nation. 


It /aagAs «e/— there is now no fleshly bar 
bocaird ; tlie Antic long hath ceased lo>lrar, 
Bui still he tmi/ee: and. whether near or far, 

1 don’t mean to reflect — a man so great as He strips from man that mantle (far more dear 

You. my Lord Duke, is far above reflection : Than even (he tailor's), his incarnate skin. 

'I’ he high Roman fashion, too. of Clncinnatus, White, black, or ci>fiper— the dead bones will 
With mixlcrn history has but small connee- grin. 

lion : XIII. 

Though as an Irishman you love poiaioea. And thus rwrh laiicrhi ii (« 

You need not take them under youi direction; Rm. «iii i, ^ . fnrfwigk^.^ merriment, 

"S£SiS= ' 

Upori ihe nothings which are d^ly spent 

vide Sn«e«bM ib Puu««m ift«r ta« toRie<< Witotoe. Uke bubbles on an ocean much less ample 


Is rather dear I'm sure 1 mean so harm. 
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Th»n the eternal deluge wbicb devour^ [bours? 
Suns aa rays— worlds like atoros^yean like 

XIV. 

* To be, or not to be? that Is the r|uestJon/ 

Says Shakspeare, who just row is much in 
fashion. 

I'm neither Alexander nor Hephxstton, 

Nor ever had abstract fame much passion; 
But would much rather have a sourtd digestion, 


Besides fish, beasts, and birds. * The sparrow's 
fail 

Is special providence.'* though how <c gave 
Offence, we know not ; probably it perch'd 
Upon the tree which Eve so fondly search'd. 


XX. 


0 ye immortal gods 1 what is theogony ? 

O thou, too. mortal man I what is pbilao* 

thropy? 

Than^Buonaparie's cancer couW I dash on |0 world, which was and isJ what is cosmogony? 

Some people have accused me of in isantbropy ; 
And yet I know no more than the mahogany 
That forms this desk, of what they mean : 
/ybasttAro// 

1 compreliend ; for, without transformation. 

Men become wolves on any slight occasion. 

XXI. 

But I. the mildest, meekest of mankind. 

Like Mos^ or Melancthon, who have neei 
Done anything exceedingly unkind, 

And (though 1 could not now and then forbear 
Following the bent of body or of mind) 

Have always had a tendency to spare— 

Why do they call me misanthrope ? Because 


Through fifty victories to shame or fame, 
without a stomach— what were a good name? 

XV. 

* Oh I dura ilia messorum 1 ' *— * Oh . 

Ye rigid guts of reapers I ' 1 translate 
For the great benefit of those who know 
What indigestion is — that inward fate [fioxv. 

Which makes all Styx through one small liver | 

A peasant's sweat is worth his lord's estate : 

Let Ml/ one toll for bread — /Aat rack for rent. 

He who sleeps best may be the most content. 

XVJ. 

*Tobe, or not to be?'— Ere 1 decide. _ 

I should be glad to know that which 1 / M/tg f fiuykaUmi, nit / M/«’‘^*ndl>efc we Jl pause 
Tis true we speculate both far and wide. 

And deem, beuause we /«. we are ait uting: .xxii. 

For my part, Ml enlist on neither side. 

Until I see both sides for once agreeing. 

For me. I sometimes think that life is death. 

Rather than life a mere affair of breath. 


'Tis time 


with our good 


XVI r. 

' Que S 9 ai$-le ?' was the motto of Montaigne. 

As also of the first academicians : 

That ail is dubious which man may attain. 

Was one of their most favourite positions. 
There's no such thing as cert.'iinty, that's plain 
As any of Mortality’s conditions \ 

So little do we know what we re about in 
This world, I doubt if doubt itself be doubting. 

XVJtl. 


we should proceed 
poem — 

For 1 maintain that it is really good, 

Not only in the body, but the proem. 

, However Utile both are understood 
Just now— but by and by the Truth will show cm 
y Herself in her sublimest attitude : 

And till she doth. I fain must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 

xxtri. 

Our hero (and. I trust, kind reader, yours—) 
Was left upon his way to the chief city 
Of the Immortal Peter's polish'd boors, 

Who still have shown themselves more 
than witty. 

I know its mighty empire now allures 
Much flaiicry— even Voltaire's, and 
For me, t deem an absolute autocrat 




that's a 
(pity. 


It Is it pleasant voyage, perhaps, to float. 

Like Pyrrho.t on a sea of speculation : 

But what if carrying sail capsise the boat ? ^ . ... 

Your wise men don’t know much of navigation ; ^ iMcbarinn. but much worse than that 

And swimming long in the ^yss of thought 

leapt to tire : a calm and shallow station xxiv. 

Woll-nigh the shore, where one sloops down and *_d r at least in words 

gathers . Xfy chance so happen— deeds), with all 

Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. * 


war 


xtx. 

' But heaven/ as Cassio says, ' b above all — 

No more of thb. then — let us pray.* \ We have 
Souls to save, since Eve's slip and Adam's fall. 
Which tumbled all mankind into the grave, 

* HoTttcb 

I Elfc wbo degblcd erwythiagO 


With Thought ; and of Thought's too by 
most rude. , _ 

Tyrants and sycophants have C"® 

I know not who may conquer : 1] 

Have such a presdeace, it sbouid be no 
To this my plain, sworn dovmngbt detests 
Of every despotism in every oation* 


• tbaleC 
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XXV. 

It {$ not that T adulate the people : 

WithotK me, there are liemagogucs enough, 
Ao<I in6det$, to pull down every steeple, 

And set up in (heir stead some common stuff. 
Whether they may sow scepticism to reap hell, 
As Is the Christian dogma rather rough, 

I do not know : — I wish men to be free 
As much from mobs as kings— from you as rue. 

XXVI. 

The conscience is, being of no party, 

1 shall ofrend all parties never mind I 
My words, at least, are more sincere and hearty 
Than if I sought to sail before the w’ind. (he 
He who has nought to gain can have small art ; 

Who neither wishes to be bound nor bind, 
May stiU expatiate freely, as will t. 

Nor give my voice to slaverys jackal cry. 

XXVIt. 

That's an appropriate simile, /hat Jaekai,^ 

Tve heard them in the £pl>e»an ruins howl* 
By night, as do that mercenary pack all. 

Power’s base purveyors, who for pickings 

prO(vl, 

And scent the prey their n»a$iers would at tack all. 

However, the poor jackals are less foul 
(4^ being the brave lion's keen providers) 

Than human insects, catering for spiders. 

xxvtii. 

Raise but an arm, 'twill brush (heir web away ; 

And without tJiiit. their poison and their claws 
Are useless. Mind, good people, what I say— 
(Or rather peoples)— /e m without pause I 
The web of tliese tarantulas each day 

Increases, till you shall make common &tuse : 
None, save like Spanish fly and attic bee. 

As yet are strongly stinging to be free. 

XXIX. 

Don Juan, who had shone in the laie slaughter. 
Was left upon his way with the despatch. 
Where blood was talk'd of as we would of water ; 

And carcases, that lay as ihkk as thatch 
Oer silenced cities, merely served to Hatter 
Fair Cailkariue's pastime— wlio look'd on the 
match 

Between iliuse nations as a main of cocks. 
Wherein blw bked her own to stand like rocks. 

xxx. 

And there in a ithiia he roll'd on 

curvnJ sort of carriage a iiliout springs, 
ich on cough roods leaves scarcely a whole 
, bone), 

Pondering on glory, chivalry, and kings, 

And orders, and on all that be bad done. 

And wishing that post-horses bad the wings 


• ]« Ctpcce. J arm taw «r n«era ttt^ Antaeb: b< 
tuwee the cum at epbtuft I aav«a«aceumalabia««Lk 


Of Pegasus, or. at the least, pos(<hais« 

Had feathers, when a traveller on deep ways H 

XXXI. 

At every |olt— and (hey were many— still 
He turn'd his eyes upon his little charge, 

As if he wish'd that she should fare less ill 
Than he. in these sad highways left at lai^e 
To ruts, and flints, and lovely Nature’s skill. 
Who is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On Air canals, where God takes sea and land, 
Fisheiy and farm, both into His own hand. 

XXXtJ. 

A( least He pays 00 rent, and has best right 
To be the first of what we used to call 
* Gentlemen farmers.’— a race worn out quite. 
Since lately there have been no rents at all. 
And * gentlemen ' are in a piteous plight. 

And ' fanners' can't raise Ceres from her fall : 

She fell with Buonaparte— what strange thoughts 
Arise, when we see emperors fall with oats I 

XXXIII. 

But luan turn'd his eyes on the sweet child 
Whom he had sav^ from slaughter— what a 
trophy I 

0 ^ who build up monuments defiled 
with gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive sophy 
Who. after leaving Hindosian a wild. 

And scarce to iha Mogul a cup of coffee 
To soothe his woes withal, was slnin, the sinner I 
Because he could no more digest his dinner 

xxxiv, 

0^1 or we 1 or he I or she i reflect. 

That am life saved, especially if young 
Or pretiy. is a thing 10 recollect, 

Far sweeier than the greenest laurels sprung 
From the manure of human cUy, though deck d 
With all (he praises ever said or sung : 
Though hymn'd by every harp, unless within 
Your heart joins chorus. Fame is but a din. 

XXXV. 

0 ye great authors, luminous, voluminous ! 

Ye (wke ten hundred thousand daily scribes i 
Whose pamphlets, volumes, newspapers, illumine 
us: 

'Vheihcr you're ftald by Government in bribes, 

1 o prove the public debt is not consuming us— 
Or roughly treading on the • courtier's kibes.' 

Wnh clownish Ikeel. your popular circulation 
l^eeds you by printing haU the realm's siarva- 

UODl — 

xxxvt. 

O ye great authors \^Aprapas dts Mtu, 

1 have forgotten wliat I meant to say, 

As somdimes liave been greater sag«‘ lots : 
'Twms something calculated to allay 
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All wr&(h in barracks, palaces, or cots : 

Cartes it would have bean but thrown awaf ; 
And that’s one comfort for my lost advice ; 
Although, no doubi. it was beyond all price. 

XXXVII. 

But let it go : it will one day be found 
With other relics of ' a fotn»ef world,' 

When this world shall be frrmcr, urKlergmund, 
Thrown topsy*turvy, twisted, crisp’d, and 
curl’d. 

Baked, fried, or burnt, turn’d inside cmt. or 
drown’d. [hitrld 

Like all the worlds before, which have been 
First out of. and then back again 10 , chaos. 

The superstratum which will overlay us. 

XXXVIII. 

5k> Cuvier says ;^and then shall come again 
Unio the new crrniion, rKing out 
From our old crash, some mysik. ancient si rain 
Of things destroy’d and left in airy doubt ; 
Like to the notions we now* entertain 
Of Titans, giants, fellows of about 
Some hundred feet in height. i*ol to say miUt, 
And mammuihs and your winged cro^Mliles. 
XXXIX. 

Think if then George Ihe Fourth should be dug 
up! 

Mow the new worldlings of the then new East 
Will wonder where such animwls coukl sup ! 

(For they ihemseivcs will be but of the least : 
Even worlds miscarry, when too oft they pup. 

And es’crynew creation hath decieasM 
In site, from overworking Ihe material — 

Men are but maggots of some huge Earth's 
burial). 

XL. 

will— to these young penile just thrust out 
From some fresh Paradise, and set to plough, 
And dig, and sweat, and turn themselves about. 
And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and 
sow. 

Till all Ihe arts at length are brought about. 

Especially of war and taxing— liow, 

I say, will liicse great relics, when they see 'em, 
Look like (he monsters of a new museum ? 

XLi. 

But I am apt to grow too metaphysical ; 

* The lime is out of joint,’ and so am I. 

I quite forget this poem’s merely quisacal. 

And deviate into matters rather dry. 

1 ne’er decide what I shall say, and this I call 
Much too poetical : men should know why 
They write, and for wbal end ; but, note or text, 

I never know the word which will come next. 

XLit. 

So on I ramble, now and then oarraiing. 

Now pondering^ it Is time wc should narrate. 

I left Don Juan, with his horses baiting — 

Now well get o'er the ground at a gnat I 


[ shall DoC be particular io slating 
His journey, w e’ve so many tours of late 1 
5wippose him then at Peiersbuig : suppose 
Th.ai pleasant capital of painted snows : 

NLJIt. 

Suppose him in a handsome uniform ; 

A scarlet coat, black facings, a long plume, 
Waving, like sails new shiver'd in a storm. 

Over a cock’d hat, in a crowded room. , 

And brilliant breeches, bright as a cairngorm, 

Of yellow casimere we may presume, 

White stockings drawn uncurdled as new milk, 
O’er limbs whose symmetiy set off the silk, 

XLIV. 

Supfwse him. sword by side, and hat in hand, 
M^up by youth, fame, and an army lailor- 
That great enchanter, at whose rod s commai^ 
Beauty springs forlh, and Nature S self turns 

Seeing how Art can make her work more grand 
(When she don’t pin mens limbs m lik« a 

Behowt^Un placed as if upon a 

Seems Love turn’d a lieutenant of arlillery I 

XLV. 

HIs bandage slipp’d down Into a • , 

Hb winp subdued totmaulettes ; h'^^^tiive^ 

Shrunk ton scabl)ard, « ever. 

His sUc as a small sword, bid sha^ as 

His bow convened -lever 

But still so like, that Psyche 
I'haa some wives (who make blunders 

Ifshe had not mbtaken him for Cupid, 

SLVt. 

The courilera stared die 

The Empress smiled ; ihe reigning j» 

I qu^?ro"gtrwhi*h of "“'^.’’“utfoond. 

All fit to make a Patagonian jealous. 

xLvn. 

Juan was none of ih^, *n^cnh^iess 

Blushing and beardless ; and yet nee^^^ 

There seem’d toaa- 

And silH more in his eye, wbicn 

ThaftlSgh he 

There lurk’d a man ^ 

Besides, the LApskoi,* 

And had just buned the fair-raceo 
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Tht Jii>(orY of <iivorces, which, (hou^h che- 

XLV!tt. 

No wonder then that Yermoloff. or Momonoff, c<i\y& IJion's the firel damages on record. 

Or Scherbotoff, or any other ojf [enough 

Or 9n, might dread her Majesty had not room * * 

Within her bosom (which was not too tough) .And CaihnJtne, who IovvmI all things (mv-c her 


For a new flame ; a thought to cast of gloom 
enough 

Along the aspect, whether smooth or rough, 
Of him who. in the laitgtutge of his station, 
Then held that ' high official utuation/ 


0 gentle ladies 1 should you seek to know 
The imoort of this diolomaiic phrase. 


(mnch, 


The import of this diplomatic phrase. 

Bid Irelands Londonderry s Marquess •show , 

His parts of speech : and, in the stninre dis-|0 thou ft/trnma rtf wrfof all 
Of that odd string of words, all in a row, [plays 
Which none divine, and every one obeys. 

Perhaps you rnny pick out some qtieer ve mean* 
ing, 

Of that weak wonly harvest the sole gleaning. 


1 think I can explain myself without 
That sad inexplicable beast of prey—' 

That Sphinx, wh^ words would ever te a doubt. 

Did not his deeds unriddle them each day-* 
Tliat monstrous hieroglyphic— that long spout 
Of blood and water, leaden Caatkre.'igh 1 
And here I must an anixtlote relnie. 

But luckily of no great length or weight. 


An Tlnglish lady ask'd of an Italian 
What were the actual and otfleia) duties 
Of the strange thing some women sec n v;ilue on. 

Which hovers oft about some married beauties. 
Call'd ' Cavalier lervenie?* a Pygmalion 
Whose statues warm (I fear, alas, too true'tis) 
Beneath his an. Ihe dance, press'd to disclose 
them, 

Said, ' Uady. 1 beseech you to /Atm.* 


Who was gone to his place), anil pars'd 
Admiring those 0>y dainty d unes ahhorr'd) 
(liganii«r geiiilerncn, yet had a touch 
Of stmiiuieni ; and he she most adored 
W.is the kamvntctl Lanskol, who was such 
A lover as bad cost her many a tear, 

And yet but ni.ade a middling grcnailter. 


*r host g.itc of I i fe .and death — i hon non« lose ri pi ! 
Whence is our exit .and our entrance. — well 1 
May pause in pondering how all souls are <lipi 
In ihy perennial foiinlain ;— how man^//. I 
Know noi. since knowledge saw her branches 
siript 

Of her first fniii ; but how he falls and ri«es 
StMtt. /AfiM hast settled Iteyond all surmises. 


Some call thee * the worst cause of war,' Init I 
Maintain thou art the Aesi ; for, after all 
From thee we come, to thee we go, .and uhy 
To gel at iltcc not baiter down a wall. 

Or waste a world, since no one can deny 
I'liou dost replenish worUJs both great and 
small ; 

With or without thee, all things at a stand 
Are, or would t*e. thou sea orTife’s dry land I 


Catharine, who was the grand epitome 
Of that great cause of war. or pe.ice, or what 


Ihe dance, press'd to disclose You please (It causes all the ihiags which be, 

So you may lake your choice of this or lhal)— 
seech you to /Atm.* Catharine, I say, was very glad to see 

, „ The hai^some herald, on whose pluni.nge sat 

Victory : ami. pausing as she s<iw him kneel 
cate your supposition. With hb desp.atch. forgot to break the seal. 


And thus I supplicate your supposition. With hb despatch, forgot to break the sea 

And mildest, moiron.like inlerpretation 
Of the imperial favourite’s condition. Lviit. 

Twos a high place, the highest in the nation. Then, recollecting tlie whole empress, nor 
In fact, if not In rank ; and the sus^ckm Forgeiiing (piiic the woman (which com 

Of any one's attaining to hb station. At least three parts of ihisgre’.ii whole), sh 

No doubt gave pain, where each new pair of Tlic kticr open with .an air which posed 


shoulders [holders. The court that watch'd each look her visage w 

rather broad, make stocks rise, and their Until a royal smile at length disclosed 


Forgeiiing quiic the woman (which composed 
At least three parts of ihisgre’.ii whole), she tore 
Tlie letter open with an air which posed 
The court that watch'd each look her visage wore. 


Fair weather for the 


s]mcioits, 

Juan, ! said, was a most beauteous hoy. Her face was noble, her eyes fincT m< 

And had retain’d hb boyish look b^ond 
The usual hirsute seasons, which destroy 

With beards, and whiskers, and the like, the Great joy was hers, or rather joys : ihi* first 
Par titan aspect, which upset old Troy, [fond Was a ta’en city, thidy thousand slain. 
Aud founded Doctors' Conimons I nave Glory and triumph o'er ^ aspect burst, 
conn’d As an East Indian sunrise on the main. 


noble, 


1 hough rather 
[gracious, 
es fine, mouth 


rhteAtaag Cfc* »«no^ 
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rhe$e quench'd a moment her ambition’s (hirst — 
So Arab deserts drink in summers rain ; 

In vain !— As fall the dews on quenchless sands, 
BUm< 1 only serves to wash Ambition s hands. 

LX. 

tier next amusement was more fanciful : 

bhe smiled at mad buwarrow's rhymes, who 
Into a Russian couplet, rather dull, (threw 
The whole gazette of thousands whom he slew. 
Her ihirtl w.as feminine enough to annul 
Tlje shudder which runs naturally thrraigh 
Our veins, when things call’d sovereigns think it 
To kill, and generals turn it into jest. [best 

LXT. 

The two first feelings ran their course complete. 

And lighted first her eye. and (hen her mouth : 
The whole court look’d immediately most sweet, 
T.jke flowers well water'd after a long drouth— 
But when on the lieutenant at her firet 
Her Majesty, who liked to gaze on youth 
Almost as much as on a new despatch, 

Glanced mildly, all the world was on the watch. 

LXII. 

Though somewhat large, exuberant, and trueu* 
lent, [a figure 

When wreM,— while ptutiA. she was as fine 
As those who like things rosy, ripe, and succulent. 

Would wish to lock on while they are in vigour, 
She could repay each amatory look you len( 
With int erest, and in t urn was won (with rigour 
To exact of Cupid's bills the full amount 
At sight, nor would permit you to discount. 

LXtit. 

With her the latter, though at times convenient. 

Was not so necessary ; for they tell 
That she was handsome, and, thcuigh fierce. 
ipik'd lenient. 

And always used her favourites too well. 
Uonce beyond her boudoir's precincts in ye went, 
Your ' fortune * was in a fair way Mo swell 
A man ’ jas Giles says •); for, though she would 
widow all 

Nations, she liked man as an individual. 

LXIV. 

What a strange thing is man I and what a 
stranger . . . . , 

Is woman I What a whirlwind is her head I 
And what a whirlpool, full of depth and danger. 

Is all the rest about her I Whctlier wed 
Or w idow, maid or mother, she can change her 
Mind like the wind : whatever she saul 
Of done, is light to what she’ll say or do— 

I’Ue oldest thing on record, and yet new I 

LXV. 

Oh Catharine! (for ofall mleijections. 

To thee both 4hi and <ihf belong of right. 


• 'HUfWtURe »we!U Un. U 


In love and war), how odd are theconn«ti^ 
Of human thoughts, which jostle in fheir J^tl 
Just riW4 ycurt were cut out In different sections : 

FiriU \ smai I ‘s capture caught your fancy quite; 
AVW, of new knights, the fresh and glorious 

batch ; . 1. 1 

And, thirdly, he who brought you the despatch , 

LXVt. 

Shakspeare talks of ' (he herald Mcwir)' 

New lighted on a heaven'kissing hill ; 

And some such visions cross’d her Maj«ty 
While her young herald knelt bef^ her siili. 
Tis very true the hill seem'd rather nigh 
For a Mcutcnani to climb up. hut skill 
Smooth'd even the Simplon's sleep, and hyt^s 
blessing, I't’®"’*' 

With youth and health, all kisses arc hcaven- 

LXVIJ. 

Her h/.iietty look’d down, the youth leak'd up- 
Aml so they full in love-she with his fa«. 
His grace, bis Ood-k nows* what ; for Cupid scup 
With the firsl dranghi jmoxicaies a|»ce, ^ 

A quintessential Imidanum, or ' black drop. 

5^'hich makes one drunk at once. wKhou^J 
Expedient of full bumpers ; for the eye. 

In love, drinks all life's fountains (save teani AT* 
LXVIJI. 

He. Oft the other hand. If not in love, 

Fell into that no less imperious 
Self-lovc-whicb. when 
Oiirselva, « sinter, dnneer ■ 

Of duchess, princess, empress, deigns P . ^ 
(Tis Popc^phrase) a great longing, tbougu » 

rash one. 

For Ofte especial person out of may. 

Mako us believe ourselves as good as any. 

LXIX. 

Besides, he was of that delighted 
Which makes all female ages 
We don't much care with whom we may engflg«» 
As bold as Daniel in the hons den, 

So that we can our native sun j jb^n, 

In the next ocean, which may 
To wake a twilight In. just ^^ThcOs. 

Quench’d in the lap of the salt sea, of 

lxx 

And Charinc (« ‘ha. 

"ssrsKs:""-""" 

Made up upon an amatory _ 

A royal of mnlrinKWr* 

Which, being the damn dest W 
Seem'd taking out the sung to leave me 

LXXl. . 

And when you add to this her 

li Us Skm. her blue eyes or grey- 
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(The U51. if they have soul, are quite as gootl. 

Or better, as the best examples say : 
Napoleon’s. Mary’s (Queen of Scotland), should 
Lend to that colour a transcendent ray ; 

And Pallas also sanctions the same hue. 

Too wise to look through optics black or blue) ^ 

LXXII. 

Her sweet smile, and her then majestic figure. 

Her plumpness, her imperial condescension. 
Her preference of a boy to men much bigger 
(Fellows whom Kfessahnas self would pen- 
sion). 

Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour, 

With other rr/rur, which we need not men- 
.All these, or any one of these, explain [tion— 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 

LXXtII. 

And that's enough, fur love is vanity, 

Selfish in hs b^mning as Us end. 

Except where 'tis a mere insanity. 

A maddening spirit whkh would strive to 
Itself with beauty's frail inanity. [blend 

On which the pasrion’s self seems to depend : 
And hence some heathenish philosophers 
Make love the main-spring of the universe. 


Juan much flatter'd by her love, or lust— 

* cannot stop to alter words once written ; 
And the two are so mix'd with human dust. 
That he who namet cnt. both perchance may 
hit on : 

But insaich matters Russia's mighty Empress 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 

LXXVtlt. 

The whole court mclied inio one wide whisper, 
And all lips were applied unto all ears 
The ekier l.idies* WThikles curl'd much crisper. 

As they beheld ; the youngest c.isi some leers 
On one another, and each lovely lisper 

Smiled as she talk'd the matter o'er ; but tears 
Of riv.alship rose in each clouded eye 
Of all the standing army that stood by. 

LXXJX. 

All the ambassadors of all the pow ers, 

Inquired who was this very new young man, 
Who promised to be great in some few hours } 
Which is full soon tthough life Is but a s|>an). 
Already they beheld the silscr show’crs 
Of roubles min, as fast as specie can. 

Upon his cabinet, bericles the presents 
I Or several ribands, a nd some thousand peasanu. * 


LXXIV. 

De.«lde$ riaionie love, besides tite love 
Of God, the love of Kntimcni, the loving 
Of faithful pairs (I needs nuist rhyme with dove. 
I'hat goM old atenmboat which keeps verses 
moving Igic 

'Gaini^t reason— reason ne'er was hana-and- 
Wlih rhyme, but always leant less to im prosing 
The sound than sense) : besides all these pre- 
tences (senses— 

To love, there are those things which words name 


LXXX. 

Catharine was generous— all such ladies arc : 

Love. ih.M great 0 ]>cner of the heart, and all 
The ways that leads there, be ihey near or far, 
Above, below, by turnpikes great or small— 
Low— (though she Imd a cuised taste for w'ar, 
And was not the best wife, unless w*e call 
Such Qyicmncsira, though perhaps *iis better 
That one should die. than two drag on the 
fetter)— 

LXXXI. 


LXXV. 

those Improvements 


Those movements, 
bodies, 

^^'lllcll make all bodies anxlotis to get out 
Of their own sand-pits, to mix with a goddess. 
For such all women are at first, no doubt. 
How lieautlful that moment I and how odd Is 
I'hat fever which precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations I What a curious way 
The whole thing is, of clothing souls in clay 1 


Love had made CathariiM make each lover's for* 
Unlike ouf own half-chaste Elisabeth, [tune, 
In our) Whose avarice all disbursements did importune, 
I f history, the grand liar, ever salth 
I'he tnith ; and thotigh grief her old age might 
shorten. 

Because shn put a favourite to death. 

Her vlk. anditguous method of flirtation. 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station. 


LX XVI. 

The noblest kind of love is love Platonknl. 

To end or to begin with ; the next grand 
Is that which may be christen'd love canonical 
Bec.ause the clergy take the thing in hand 
The third sort, to noted in our ^roincle, 
As flourishing In every Christian land. 

Is, when chaste matrons to their other ties 
Add what may be call'd marnagt tn diignue. 

LXXVtI. 

Well, we won't analyse— our story must 

for itself : the sovereign was smiuen, 


LXXXtt. 

But wlwn tlie lcv 6 e rose, and all was bustle 
1 n the dissolving circle, all the nations' 
|Ambassadors began as 'twero to hustle [lions, 
Round the young man with their congra tula- 
I Also (he softer silks were heard to rustle 
Of gentle dames, among whose recrc.itlons 
It is to speculate on handsome faces, 

Especially when such lead to high places. 

LXXStll. 

iJuan. who found himself, he knew not how, 

A general object of attention, made 

, * A ftvtsUa «stau «u vilseC bv ilw SMaber ol 
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His answers ^Y^th a v^ry graceful bow, 

As if born for the ministerial trade. 
l'hou<;li modest, on his unerttbarrass'd brow 
Nature had written * gentleman.' He said 
I.ilile. hui to (he purpose ; and liis manner 
F lung liovcring graces o*er him like a banner. 

LXXXtV. 

An order front her Majesty consign’d 
Our young lieutenant to the genial oire 
Of those in oOice : all the wcuiU look'd kind 
(As it will look sometimes xsith the first stare. 
Wliicl) youth would not act ill to keep in mind), 


As also did Miss ProtosofT then there. ^ 
Named, from her mystic office, * I'Eprouveuse, 
A term inexplicable to (he Muse. 

LXXXV. 

With ktr dien. as in humble duty bound, 
Juan retired — and so will 1, unlil 
My Pegasus sltall lire of touching ground. 

U'e h.tve just lit on a ' heaven kissing hill. 
So lofty that I feel jny brain luro round. 

And all my fancies whirling like a mill s 
Which is a signal to my nerves and brajo, 

To take a quiet ride in some green Line. 


CAN'rO THE I'ENTH. 

\%iy 


Wks:n Newton saw an apple fall, he found. 

In that slight startle from his coniemplaiion— 
'1'is iatd (for Ml not answer above ground 
For any sage's creed or calculaiion)— 

A mode of proving that the earth turn'd round 
In a most natural whirl, call'd 'gravitation 
And ihis is the sole mortal w ho could grapple, 
Since Adam, with a fall, or with an a|^$le. 

II. 

Man fell with apples, and with apples rose. 

If this be true ; for we must deem the mode 
In wliich Sir Isaac Newton could disclose 
I'hrough the then unpavvd sun the turnpike 
road. 

A thing to counterbalance human w oes : 

Kor, ever since, immortal man hath glow'd 
Wldi all kinds of mechanics, and full soon 
Steam •engines will conduct him to the moon. 

III. 

And wherefore this exordium?— Why, just now. 

In taking up (his paltry sheet of paper, 
hly bosom underwent a glorious glow. 

And my internal spirit cut a caper : 

And (hough so much inferior, as 1 know, 

To those who, by (he dint of glass and vapour. 
Discover stars, and sail in the wind's eye, 

I wish to do as much by poesy. 

fV. 

In the wind's eye I've sail’d, and sail i but for 
The stars, 1 own my telescope is dim : 

But at the least I’ve snuan’d tbe common sboia 
And, laving land far out of sight, would skim 
The ocean of eternity : (be roar 

Of breakers has not daunted my slight, tnm, 
But iff// sea>wortby, skiff : and she may float 
Where shins have founder'd, as doth many a 
boat. 


V. 

We left our hero, Juan, in the , . 

Of favouriiisin, out not yet in the waw 
And far be it from my Muusxo presume 
(For I have more tljan one Muse, si a pusm 
To follow him beyond the dmwing-room J 
It is enough that Fortune found him nwn 
Of youth and vigour, beauty, and those imng 
Which for an Insiani clip enjoyment s wings 

VI. 

But soon they grow again, and 
' Oh ! ' saith the Palmist. ' that 1 had a do 
Ihnions to flee away, and be at resil 
And who that recollects young ywt* 

Thoi^h hoary now, and 
And paUled fancy, which ^uld 

Be>x>iKl Its dimm'd «)e’j sphere-but wo« 

SighTikeVson^Uan cough Uke his grandfatker? 

VII. 

But «ghs subside, and tears (even wid 

uX* Amo in (he sumrner. 

I narrow as (o shame tl*ejr and vehowl 

Whkh threatens inundations de^ a ; 

Such difTefcoce do a few months make. 

Grief", rich field that never *>1“^ “'o^thdl 
No more it doth ; its ploughs but cnang 

Who funow some new soil to sow* for 

yiii. ^ 

But coughs will come wbea sighs depart, 

An?(hen before sighs 
Will bring tbe other, ere 

Is ruffled by a wriakk, « tbe sun 
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Of Ufe Inch'd I6ti o'clock : and while e flow, | 
Hectic and brief w summer’s day nigh done. 
Onprcads the cheek which seems too pure for 
clay» [they 1 

Thousands blase, love, hope, die— bow uaj^y 


But luan was not meant to die so soon. 

\Ve left him In the focus of such glory 
As may be won by favour of the moon 
Or ladies’ fancies — rather transitoTy. 

Perhaps : but who would scorn the month of 
June. 

Because December, with his breath so hoary, 
hi ust come ? M uch rather should he court the 
ray, 

To hoard up warmth against a wintry day. 


E^tides, he had some qualities which hx 
Middle*aged ladies even more than young : 
The former know what's what; wnile new* 
fledged chicks 

Know little more of love than what is sung 
111 rhymes, or dreamt (for fancy will pUy trkks) 
In visiuns of iliose skies from whence Love 
sprung. 

Some reckon women by their suns or years : 

I rather think (he moon should date tne dears. 


And why? Because she's changeable and chaste. 

i know no other reason, whatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, who And fault in haste. 


Nor flattering to * their temper or their taste,' 
As my friend Jeffrey writes with such an air : 
However. I forgive him, and 1 (rust 
He will forgive himself if not. 1 must. 


Old enemies who have become new friei>ds. 

bhould so coniinue-^'tis a point of honour : 
And I know nothing which eould make amends 
h’or a return to hatred : 1 would shun her 
Uke garlic, howsoever she extends (her. 

Her bundled arms and legs, and fain outrun 
Old flames, new wives, bi^me our bliierest 
foes — 

Converted foes should scorn to join with (hose. 


The iawy^ and (he critic but behold 
The baser ^es of literature and life, 

And nought remains unseen, but much untold, 
By those who scour those double vales of strife. 
'While common men grow ignorantly old. 

The lawyer’s brief is like the surgeon’s knife. 
Dissecting the w hole inside of a question. 

And w ith ii all tlie process of digestion. 


A legal broom's a moral chimney-sweeper. 
And tliat’s the reason he hiinseir$ so dirty : 
The endless soot * bestow s a tint far deeper 
Than can be hid by altering his shirt : he 
Retains the sable siains of the dark creeper, 
A( least some twentyoiine do out of thirty. 
In all their habits— not ioyon. 1 own : 

As Casar wore liis robe, you w car your gown. 


And all our little feuds, at least all M4Ht. 

Dear Jeffrey, once my most redoubled foe 
(As far as rhyme and criticism combine 
To make such pupiieis of us things below). 
Are over: Here's a health to * Auld Lang Syne I * 
1 do not know you, and m.*iy never know 
Your face— but ymi have acted, on the whole. 
Most nobly ; and I own it from my suul. 


This were the worst desertion : — ren^adoes, 
Eveii shuffling Southey, that incarnate lie. 
Would scarcely join again the ‘reformadoes,’* 
Whom he forsook to fill (he laureate's sly ; 
And honest men, from Iceland (o UarlMdous. 

WheiUur in Caledon or Italy, (seise 

Should not veer round with every breath, nor 
To pain, (he luomeoi when you cease to please. 


And when I use llie phrase of *AulO Lang byiie, 
’Tis no( address'd to you— the more s the pity 
For me. for I w’ould rather lake my wine [city. 

With you. tlian sughi (snve Scott) In your proud 
But somehow— it may seem a schoollioy’s whine, 
And yet 1 seek not to be grand or witty, 

Bui [ am half a Scot by birih, and br^ 

A whole one. and my Iwt Aies to my head— 

XVJII. 

As *Auld Lang Syne' brings Scotland, one and 
all. (and clear streams, 

Scotch plaids. Scotch snoMS, the blue hills, 
The Dee. the Don, tialgounic's brie's 

All my boy* feelings, all my gentler dreams 
Of what I thru drtaml. clothed In their own pall. 
Like Baaquo’s offspring- floating past me 
seems 

My childhood in this childishness of mine : 

I care not— 'tis a glimpse of * Auld Lang Syne.' 


* pV'T. mti DfMi. 

I Tb« png of D»A. Bc*r Uk * AulC Tomb* of Al<«r«l«efi 
ill PM •Khand ill black de«|> Mlptea su«aiM t«low li in 
nr ncn«ry u ycUerdjy, I >(il| rcownUr, ihouirh 
t mjrnuq0etc.(he*whJ Mav«rb which Bia4« iu« ■•auie lo 
M. APd ftt kAB ov«r M with • chOdUb d«liichi beiBr an 
aofr MB, u leaw bv Ok •Miber'i skk. Tbe layiv.u rec«b 
lecwdbr IRC, wasiBb.b«K I Save B««ei b«ard bt aecafialoce 
I waa oiae yean €■ ace : 


* yoM wa . 

Wfa wiTe’i er t*n, and a near^ MVhal 
Domreifealiar 
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XXX. 

He «Tole (o SpaJn:— and aJl hts ne^ reUtioos. 

Perceiving he was in a handsome way 
Of getting on himself, and finding stations 
For cousios also, answer'd (he same day. 
Several prepared themselves for emigrations. 

And. eating ices, were o'erheard to say 
That, with the addition of a slight pelisse. 
Madrid's and Moscow's cUmes were of a piece. 

XXXI. 

His mother, Donna Ines, finding, too. 

That, in the lieu of drawing on his linker, 
Where his assets were waxing rather few, 

He had brought his spending to a handsome 
anchor. — 

R»lied * (hat she was glad to see him through 
Those pleasures after which wild youth will 
hanker : 

As the sole sign of man’s being in his senses 
Is, learning to reduce his past expenses. 

xxxd. 

' She also recommended him to God, 

And no less to God's Son, as well as Mother 
Warn’d him against Greek worship, which looks 
odd 

In Catholic eyes ; but told him. too. to 
smother 

Outward dislike, which don't look well abroad : 

Inform'd him that he had a litikc brotiwr 
Born in a second wedlock ; and, above 
All, praised the Empress's mattrnal love. 

XXXtlT. 

* She could not too much give her approbation 
Unto an empress, who preferr’d young men. 
Whose age, and. what was better still, whose 
nation [then) : — 

And climate, stopp’d all scandal (now and 
A I home U might have given her some vexation ; 

But where thermometers sink down to ten, 
Or five, or one. or sero. she could never 
Believe (hat virtue thaw’d before the river.' 

XXXIT. 

Oh for ^/orly-perion puwar • to chant 
Thy praise. Hypocrisy I Oh for a hymn 
I.oud as the virtues thou dost loudly vaunt. 

Not practise I Oh for trump of cherubim \ 
Or the ear*(rumpet of ray good old aunt, 

Who. though her spectaelea at last grew dim. 
Drew quiet consolation through its hint. 

When she could no more read the pious print. 

XXXV. 

She was no hypocrite, at least, poor soul t 
But went to heaven In as^ncere a way 


* A Uktm r««« tke * IfW Swti p«wu ’ a 

That ud vu, (be a«*. S. S.. bv • 

^h«# clarrrmae at Claaer. abweed aiUmrde iE»( ui 
*■& e d ebUM had a «r a aavat t a ih a. 


As anybody on the elected roll. 

Which portions out. upon thejudgment>day. 
Heaven's freeholds, In a sort of doomsday scroll. 

Such as the conqueror William did R*poy 
His knights wkh ; lotting others’ properties 
Into some sixty thousand new knights fees. 

XXXVJ. 

I can't complain, whose ancestors are (here, 
Emeis. ftadulphus— cight*and*foriy manors 
(If (hat my memory doth not greatly err) 

Were their reward for following Billy’s 
banners : (fair 

And (hough I can't help thinking '(was scarce 
To strip the Saxons of their hyd<s* like 
tanners ; 

Yet. as they founded churches with the produce. 
You'll deem, no doubt, (hey put it to a good use. 

XXXVII. 

The gentle Tuan flourish'd, though at times 
He fell Ukc other plants, call’d sensitive. 
Which shrink from touch, as monarchs do from 
rhymes. 

Save such as Southev can afford to give. 
Perhaps he long'd, in bitter frosts, for climes 
In which the Neva's ice would cease to live 
Before Mid*day : perhaps, despite his duty. 

In royalty’s vast arms he sigh’d for beauty ; 

XXXVIJI. 

Perluips^but. perhaps, we need not seek 
For causes young or old ; the e.anker-worm 
Will feed u|)on the fairest, freshest check. 

As well as further drain the wither’d form : 
Care, like a housekeeper, brings every week 
His bills in, and. however we may storm, 
’n»ey musi be paid : though six days smoothly 
run. 

The seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 

xxxix. 

I don't know how it was. but he grew* rick : 

The Empress was alarm'd ; and her physician 
(The same who physlck’d Peter) found the tick 
Of his fierce pulse betoken a coudiiion 
Which augur’d of the dead, however ^ui(k 
Itself, and show’d a feverish disposition : 

At which thewhole court wasextremelyuouMed. 
The sovereign shock’d, and all his medicines 
doubled. 

XL. 

Low were (he whispers, manifold (he rumours : 

Some said he had been ooison'd by Potemkin : 
Others talk’d learnedly of certain tumours. 

Exhaustion, or disorders of (he same kin : 
Some said '(was a concoction of the humours 
Which with (he blood too readily will claim 
Others, again, were ready to mainirin [kin \ 
* *Twa8 only the fatigue m last campaign.’ 


* * Hyde.* I Mler* tbyd««r l4»d (ob« • *enl 
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hit. 

Poor little thing 1 She was as fair as docile ; 

And with that gentle, serious character. 

As rare in living beings as a fossile [Cuvier ! ' 

Man» 'midst thy mouldy mammoihs. ' grand 
111 fitted was l;er ignorance lo jostle 
With this o'er\s helming world, w here all must 
err. 

But she was yet but ten years old, and therefore 
Was tranquil, though she knew not why or 
wherefore. 

Lilt. 

Don Juan loved her, and she loved him. as 
Nor brother, father, &ster, daughter, love. 

I cannot tell exactly what it w’as : 

He was not yet quite old enough to prove 
Parental feelings : and the other class. 

CalVd brotherly affection, could not move 
His bosom, for be never had a sister : [herl 

Ah I if he had, how much he would have miss'd 

tiv. 

And still less was It sensual ; for. besides 
I'hat he w as not an ancient debauchee 
(Who like sour fruit, to stir their veins* salt tides, 
As acids rouse a dormant alkali). 

Although {'tuJJi happen as our planet guides) 
His youth was not the chastest that might Iw, 
There was the purest Platonism at bottom 
Of all his feelings-^Dly he forgot 'em. 

LV. 

JuM now there was no peril of temptation : 

He loved the infant orphan he had saved. 

As ratrlnts (now and then) may love a nation : 

His pride, too, feU lhal she was not enslaved, 
Owing to him ;~as also her salvation, 

Through his means and the church's, might 
be paved : 

But one thing's odd, which here must be inserted, 
The Little Turk refused to be converted. 

LV(. 


And thus they form'd a rather curious pair : 

A guardian green in years, a ward connected 
In neither clime, time, blood, with her defender; 
And yet this want of ties ni.idc theirs more tender. 

LVUl. 

They journey'd on through Poland and through 
War^w, 

Famous for mines of salt and yokes of iron : 
Through CourUnd also, which that famous farce 
finw [' Uiron,' • 

Which gave her dukes (he graceless name ol 
'Tis the same landscape w hich the modem Mars 
saw [sirun ! 

Who march'd to Moscow, led by Fame, the 
To lose by one month s frost, some twenty years 
Of conquest, and his guard of greiudiers. 

ux. 

Let this not seem an anii*climax ' Oh , 

My Guard I my old Guard ! ' exclaim’d the 
god of clay. 

[Thinlt of the thunderer's falling down bolow 
Carotid-artery 'Cutting Castlercagh ! 

I Alas, that glory should be chill d by snow I 
But should we u i>li to w arm ns on our tvay 
I Through I'olarid, there is Kosciusko's name 
Might scatter fire through ice, like HecUVs flame. 


they 


LX. 

came 


on through Prussia 


From Poland 
Proper, 

And Kdnigsberg, the capital, whose vaunt. 
Besides some veins of iron, lead, or copper. 

Has lately been the great Professor Kant, 

I J uan, who cared not a tobacco'Stopiicr 
About philosophy, pursued his jaunt 
To Germany, whose somewhat tardy millions 
Ha>'e princes who spur more than their |>ostilion8. 

LXI. 

I And thence through Berlin, Dresdeit, and the 
Until he reach'd the castellated Rhine, [like, 

I Ye glorious Gothic scenes i how much yc strike 
All ph.'intasics. not even excepting mine : 


Twas strange enough she sltould retain (he lm>|A grey wall, a green ruin, ru&iy p;ke, 
pression. 

Through such a scene of change, and dread, 
and slaughter ; 

But though three bishops told her the imnsgres- 
sion. 

She show'd a great dislike to holy water : 

She also had no passion for confession : 

Perhaps she had nothing to confess no 
mailer 

Whale' er the cause, the church made htikol it— [From thence he was drawn onwards to Cologne, 
bhe still held out Chm Mahomet was a prophet. | A city which presents to the inspector 


Make my soul pass the equinoctial line 
Between the present and past worlds, and hover 
Upon their airy confines, half*seas over. 

LXIt. 

But Tuan posted on through Mannheim, Bonn, 
Which Drachenfels frowns over like a spectre 
Of the good feudal limes for ever gone. 

On which 1 have not time just now to leciute. 


In fact, the only Cbristiao she could bear 


LV[] 

*1(1 ihe Buifcw AanU (Uac. Diren, Her favounic, u&ujuee 
the BMC and btbs cT the * Bireoa * of Fr«a<«. which rami lies 
• a, t i- L >«> ctiaat with aliai cf UaelaAd. There arc uiU the 

Was Juan, whom she seem d to have sdected ,i.iw^crt of Cau>u»a «riiut bam: one er them i reMien,i„ t 
la place of what her home and friends once rwrr- jw <rf the Aiues-ihe 

& tov^S what b. prolwtcd ; 
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Kievcn thousand maiden bonds of bone 
1 he greatest number flesh bath ever known. 


's Hague and Helvoet 


LXrit. 

From thence to Holland’ 

_sl«ys. 

11 water-land of Dutchmen and of ditches, 
Where juniper expresses its best juice. 

The poorman's sparkling substitute for riches 
senates and sages have condemn'd its use.— 
But to deny the mob a cordial, which is 
Too often all the clothing, m^t, or fuel 
Good government has left them, seems but cruel 


LXIV. 

Here he embark'd j and, with a flos^-ing sail, 
Went bounding for the Island of llw free, 
Towards which the impatient wind blew half 
gale- 

High dash’d the spray, the bowsdipp'd in the 
And sea-sick passengers turn’d somewhat pale ; 

But Juan, season'd, ns he well might be 
}jy Conner vovnges, stood to watch the skiffs 
Which^^ass’d, or catch the first glimpse of the 

LXV. 

At length they rose, like a white wall, along 
The blue-sea's border i and Don Juan felt— 
what even young strangers feel a little strong 
At the first sight of Albion’s chalky belt— 

A kind of pride that he should be among 
Those haughty shopkeepers, who siomiy dealt 
Their goods and edicu out from pole to pole. 
And made the very billovrs pay them toll. 


LXVt, 

Tve no great cause to love that spot of earth. 
Which holds what Pti/At AavtAup the noblest 
nation ; 

But though I owe it little hut my birth. 

J feel A mix'd regret and veneration 
For its decaying fame and former worth. 

Seven years (the usual term of iransportalion) 
Of absence lay one s old resentments level. 
When a man's country's going to the devil 


In prison— but the jailor, what is he? 

So less a victim to the bolt and bar. 

Is the poor privilege to turn the key 
Upcm the captive, freedom? He’s as far 
From the enjoyment of the earth and air, 
Who watches o’er the chain, as they who war. 


LXIX. 

Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties. 

Thy clifTs, J<ar Clover, harbour, and hotel! 
Thy custom-house, with all its delicaie duties ; 

Thy waiters running mucks at every bell : 
Tliy packets, all whose passengers are booties 
To those who upon lai^d or water dwell ; 
And last, not least, to strangers not frutructe^ 
Thy long, long bills, whence nothing is deducted. 


LXZ. 


Juan, though careless, young, and magnifi^ 
Arwl rich in rubies, diamonds, cash, and credit, 
Who did not limit much his bills per week, 

Yet stared at this a Ntlle, though he pud 
His Maggior Duomo, a smart, subtle . 

Before him summ’d the awful Kroll and reto 




But. doubtless, as the air, though seldom sunny. 
$ free, the respiration’s worth the money. 


LXXT. 

On with the horses 1 Off to Canterbuiy I 


II nJMJ . 

Tramp, tramp o’er pebble, end splash. spl«h 


t hrough pudd le : , 

Hurrah 1 how swiftly speeds the post so meW 1 

whefuin they muddle 


LXVtt. 


Alas I could she but fully, truly know 
How her great rtame u now throughout ab- 
horr'd ; 

How uger all the earth is for the blow 
Which shall lay bare her bos^ to the sword; 
How all the nations deem her their worst foe. 
That worse than wrs/ o/fyts. the once adored 
False friend, who held out freedom to mankind, 
And now would chain them, to the very mind \ — 


LXvrir. 


WwM she be proud, or boast herself the free, 
Who is but first of slaves ? The nations are 


* St UrtuU ib 4 a«r «Icv«3i (iMaaad vtnrtos irer« stiO «x. 
MPttB ((r«. MutBAybcM ^ u webM ever. 


Not like slow Germany, 

Along the road, as If they 
Their fare ; and also pause. » 

With ' schnapps’— sad dogs, whom Hundsiot 
or * Verflucier ' ... 

Affect no more than lightning a conductor. 


txxti. 

Now there Is nothing gives a man such spirits 
I.eavening his blood as cayenne d^h a wnyr 
As g«ng ai full speed : no matter where Its 
Direciion be, so 'tis but in a hurry. 

And merely for the sake of >«own menis . 

For the leas cause there is for all this flutty. 
The greater is the pleasure 
At the great end of travel-which is driving. 


txxni. 

They saw at Canterbury the KS 

Black Edvrard's helm, and 
Were pointed out as usual by the brtw.^ 

In the same quaint, umatercstwt tone. ^ 
There's glory again tor you. g^tle 
Ends in a rusty casque and dubious ^n«* 
Half-solved into these sodas or *nagnw«J' 
Which form that bitter draught, the h 
species. 

LXXIV. 

The effect on Juao was, of course. suhlJm^ 

He brathed a thousand Cressys. as Jie m 


A 



c823. 


DON JUAN, 


*>Si 


That casque which never stoop'd except to Time. Just as the day befan to wane and darken. 

Even the bold Churchman's tomb exdted awe, O’er the high hill which looks, with pride or 
Who died in the then great attempt to climb scorn, (in 

O'er kings, who mwn least muit lath of law Towards the great city.— Ye who have a spark 
Before they butcher. Utile Leila gased. Your veins of Cocknev Spirit, smile or mourn, 

And ask’d why such a structure had been raised. According as you uke things well or ill 

Bold Britons, wc arc now on Shooters Kill 1 

LXXV. 

And being told it was ' God’s house,' she said 
He was well lodged, but only wonder’d how 
He suffer'd InfideU in His homestead. 

The cruel Naurenes, who had laid tow 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
The true Believers, and her infant brow 
Was bent with grief that Mahomet should resign 
A mosque so noble, dung like pearls to swine. 


LXXVI. 

On I on I through meadows, managed Like a 
garden. 

A paradise of hops and high production ; 

For, after years of travel, hy u bard, in 
Countries of greater heat, but lesser suction, 

A green field is a sight which makes him pardon 
Vh e abse nee of that more subll me const ruction . 
Which mixes up vines, olives, precipices. 
Glaciers, volcanoes, oranges, and ices. 

Lxxvn. 

And when I think upon a pot of beer 

But I won’t weep I — and so drive on. postilions ! 
As the smart boys spurt’d fast In their career. 

Juan admired these highways of free millioQS; 
A country in all senses Ihe most dear 
To foreigner or native, save some silly ones. 
Who * kick against the pricks' just at inis Junc- 
ture, 

And for their pains get only a fresh puncture. 

LXXVttt. 


LX XXI. 

The sun went down, the smoke rose up. as from 
A half-unquench'd volcano, o’er a space 
Which well beseem’d llie ' Devil's drawing-room,’ 
As some have qualified that wondrous place ; 
But Juan felt, ihotigh not approaching komi. 

As one who. though he were not of the race. 
Revered the soil, of those true sons the mother 
Who butcher’d half the earth,* and bullied 
I'other.f 

LXXXJI. 

A mighty mass of brick, and smoke, and shify 
Dirty and dusky, but as wide as eye (ping, 
CcAild reach, with here and (here a sail just skip* 
In sight, then lost amidst the forestry (ping 
Of masts ; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tip-toe through their seal-coal canopy ; 

A huge, dun cupola. Uke a fooWap crown 
On a fool’s head— and there is London Town \ 

LXXXlll. 

But Juan saw not this : each wreath of smoke 
Appear'd to him but as tho*maglc vapour 
I Of some alchymic furnace, from whence broke 
The wealth of worlds (a wealth of tax and 
paper) : 

I The gloomy elouds, which o’er it as a yoke 
' Are bow’d, and put the sun out like a taper, 
Were nothing but the natural atmosphere. 
Extremely wholesome, though but rarely clear. 


What a delightful thing's e turnpike road ! 

So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving 
The earth, es scarce the eagle in the brMd 
Air enn accomplish, with his wide winp| 
waving ; 

Had such been cut In Phaeton’s lime, the god 
Had told his son to satisfy his craving 
With the York mail. But. onwsird as we roll, 

* Sur^ii a Mari ^liquid ' — the toll I 

LXXIX. 

Alas, how deeply painful is all payment I 
Tsike lives, take wives, lake aught except | 
men’s purses. 

As Machiavel shows those In purple raiment, 
Such is (he shortest way to general curses. 
They hate a murderer much less tlran a claimant 
On that sweet ore which everybody nurses.— 
Kill a man’s family, and he may brook it. 

But keep your hands out of hb breeches pocket. 

LXXX. 

So said the Florentine ; ye monarchs, hearken 
To your instructor. Juan now was borne, ' 


LX XX tv. 

He paused— and so will I ; as doth a crew 
Before they give their broadside. By and by. 

My gentle countrymen, we will renew 
OurcM acquaintance: and at least HI try 

To tell you truths will not take as true. 
Because they are so— A male Mrs Fry. 

With a soft will t sweep your halls. 

And brush a web or two from ofT the walls. 

LXXXV. 

Oh, Mrs Fryl Why go to Kewgale? Why 
Preach to po^ rogues } And w herefore not 
b^n 

With Carlton, or with olhcr houses ? Try 
Your hand at harden'd and imperial sin. 

To mend Ihe people’s an al^urdiiy, 

A jargon, a mere philanthroiuc din. 

Unless vou make their belters better :— Fie I 

I thought you had more religion, Mrs Fry. 


laCia. 
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Teach ihem the <{ecenc[es of |?ood threescore : 
Cure them of tours, hussar and highland 
dresses; 

Tell Ihem ihai youth oncegonerei urns no more; 

Thai hired huzzas redeem no land s distresses ; 
Tell ihem Sir William Cunis is a bore, 

Too dull even for the dullest of excesses, 

The wiiless FnlsiafTofa hoary Hal. 

A fool whose bells have ceased to ring at all. 


1823* 


LXXJCVtl. 

Tell them, though it may be perhaps too late 
Od life's worn confine, jadM, bloated, sated, 

To set up vain pretences of being great, 

Tis not SO to be good ; and it slated, 

The worthiest kings have ever loted least $td*e : 

And (ell them But you won't, and i bave 

prated 

{ list now enough : but by*and*by I'll prattle, 
ike Roland's hom in Roncesvalles' battle, < 
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CANTO THE ELEVENTH. 

1S23. 


t. 

When Bisliop Berkeley said ' (here was no mat- 
ter. 

And proved it — ‘iwas no matter what he said: 
They Siiy his ^stem ‘lis in vain to batter. 

Too subtle (or the airiest human head : 

And yet who ean believe i( ? 1 would shatter 
Gladly all matters down to stone or lead, 

Or adamant, to find the world a spirit, 

And wear my head, denying that I wear it. 

0. 

What a sublime discovery 'twas to make (he 
Universe universal egotism. 

That nil’s Ideal— e/fov/'/r/w/.* I'll stake the 
World (be it what you will) that tha(% no 
K’liism. [take thee, 

Oh. Doubt f— if thou be'st Doubt, for wnich some 
But which I doubt extremely— thou sole prism 
Of the Truth's rays, spoil not my draught of 
spirit, (bear It. 

Heaven's brandy, though our brain ean hardly 

m. 

For ever and anon comes Indigestion 

(Not the most * dainty Arielj. and perplexes 
Our soarings with another sort of question ; 

And that which, after all. my spirit vexes. 

Is, that I find no spot where man can rest eye 00, 
Without confusion of the sorts and sexes 
Of beings, stars, and this unriddled wonder. 

The world, which at tbe worst's a glorious blun- 
der — 

IV. 

If it be chance ; or if it be according 
To (he old text, still better it should 
Tam out so, we'U say nothing 'gainst tbe word- 
ing. 

As several people think such hazards rude. 

They re right : our days are too brief for afTording 
Space to dispute what w 9 n< ever could 
Decide, and everybody otu day will 
Know very cleaily — or at least lie sdll. 


V. 

And therefore v ill I leave off metaphyseal 
Discussion, which Is neither here nor there ; 
If I agree that what is, is : then this I call 
Being quite perspicuous and extremely fsJr. 
The truth is, I ve grown lately father phthisical I 
I don't know what the reason is— the air 
Perhips « but, as 1 suiTer from the shocks 
Of illness. ( grow much moreorthorlox. 

VI. 

The first attack at once proved the DMniiy 
(But that \ never doubted, nor (he pevilfl 
The next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity ; 

The third, the usual Oiif in r>f Evil ; 

The fourth at once esrahllab’fl the whole Trinity 
On so incontrovertible a level, 

That I devoutly wish'd the three were (out, 

On purpose to believe $0 much the more, 

vn. 

To our theme.— The man who has stood on ibe 
Acropolis. , 

And look'd down over Attica ; or he IJ' 
Who has sail'd where picturesque CoostanK (topic 
Of seen Tlmbucioo, or hath taken tea 
In small-eyed China’s Cfockery-wart 
Or sat amidst tbe bricks of Nu««h, 

May not think much of Londons first tpp» 
But ask him what he thinks of it a year hence. 

VIK. 

Don Juan had got out on Shwter's Hill: 

Sunset the time, the place (he same decUwty 
Which looks along that vale of 
Where London streets ferment m fulUci W . 
WhUe everything around was calrnand^ > 
ExMpt tbe creak of wheels, which on 

Heani ; and that bee-like, bubbliftg, busy hiun 
Of cities, that boil over with their scum 


fX. 


say Don Juan, viapt in jSJl 

Walk'd on behind Ms carnage, oertftesuo’ 
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And lost in wonder of so great a nation, 

Gave way to it, since be could not oVrcocne it. 
* Aod here/ he ched. * is freedom's chosen sta- 
tion ; 

Here peals the people's voice, nor can entomb 
Racks, prisons, inquisitions; resurrection [it 
Awaits it, each new meeting or election. 


' Here are chaste wives, pure lives : here people 

p®y 

But what (hey please ; and, if that things be 
‘Tis only that they love to throw away {dear 
Their cash to show how much they have a year. 
Here laws are all inviolate ; none lay 
Traps for the traveller ; every highw-ay's dear : 
Here* — he was interrupted by a knife. (life ! * 
With—' Damn your eyesi your money or your 


I recollect some innkeepers who don’t 
Difler, except in robbing with a bow 
In lieu of a hare hl.irle and bm 2 en front. 

Bin what is to be done? 1 (*an'i allow 
The fellow to lie groaning on thu ro.a<l : 

I So take him up ; I’ll help you w ith the load. 


But ere they could perform this pious duty, 

The d)ing man cricil. * Jloldl I've got my 
gruel ! 

Oh foraglassofw.rj: /* We’ve miss’d our booty; 

Let me die where 1 am T And as ihe fuel 
Of life shrunk in his he.'irt, and thick and sooty 
’I'lte drops fell frorn Ins dc.iih*\vound. and he 
drew ill 

His breach— he from his swelling throat untied 
A kerchief, crying, ‘Give Sal that \ ’--and <lie<l. 


These freeborn sounds proceeded from four 

pads, 

In ambush laid, who had perceived him l^tcr 
Behind his carriage ; and, like h.\ndy lads. 

Had seized the lucky hour to reconnoitre. 

In which the heedless gentleman who gads 
Upon the road, unless he prove a lighter. 

May And himself, within that isle of ruhes. 
Exposed to lose his life as well as breeches. 


Juan, who did not understand a word I 

Of English, save their shibboleth 'God damn?’ 
And even (hat he had so rarely h^rd, (l.iam,’ 
He sometimes thought 'twas only their 
Or ‘ God be with you * ’ and ’tis not absurd 
To think so ; for, half English as t am 

P ro my misfortune), never can 1 say 
heard them wish 'Godwith you.’ save that way. 


Tlic ernvat. Stain'd with bloody drop^ fell down 
Before Don Jinan’s foot : he could not tell 
Exactly why it was before him thrown. 

.Nor what the meaning of ihe man s farewell, 
i^r 'l orn w as once a kitidy upon lown, 

A thorough varmint, and a renl swell. 

Pull flash, all fancy, until fairly diddlc«i, 

His pockets hrst, and (hen his bo<ly riddled. 

xvin. 

Don Juan, having done (he best he could 
In all the circumstances of (he case. 

As soon as ' Crowmer’s ^uest’ allow’d, pursued 
His (ravels to the capU.al apnee 
Esteeming It a little hanl he should 

In twelve hours' lime, and very little space, 

I Have been obliged to slay a free-bom n.itive 
I In self-defence: this made him meditative. 


Juan yet quickly understood theii gesture ; 

And, being somewhat choleric and sudden. ' 
Drew forth a pocket pistol from his vesture. 

And fired It into one assailant's pudding — 
Who fell, as rolls an ox o’er in his pasture. 

And roar'd out, as he writhed his native mud 
Unto his nearest follower or henchman. [in. 
'OJack I I’m floor’d by that cre bloody French- 
man r 

XIV. 

On which Jack and his train set off at speed ; 

And Juan's suite, laie scatter’d at a distance. 
Came up, all marvelling at such a deed. 

And offering, as usual, late assistance. 

Juan, who saw the moon's late minion bleed 
As if his veins would pour out his existence. 
Stood calling out for bandages and lint. 

And wish’d he’d been less hasty with his flint. 


* Perhaps,' thought he. 'it is the country’s wont 
« To welcome foreigners in this way : r^w 


i^e from the world had cut off a great man, 
Who in his time had m.ado heroic hustle. 
Who. in a row, like 'Pom could lead the van. 

Boose in the ken.d or nt the spellkcn Inisile ^ 
Who queer a flat ? Who (spile of IV^w .Street’s 
ban) 

On the high toby-spice § so flash the muzsle ? 
Who. on a lark, with black-eyed Sal (his blow- 
ing). 

So prime, so SNvell, so nutty, and so knowing ?|| 


• Oia. 
i IKCH, • 

I (The ibNUe.l 
f (Kgbb«fy on Boracteek. ) 

• of scie»«« ajMt af linjr„a^e h:is ren(l«r«(( U 

aane<eu*«y «iiu.| ^nd irve bni'llsn. 

$|«kcit in at ontfinal purity by ih« »«>cc( mabMay and liipir 
p*(rafi>. Th< U « tUnaa of a %or,t whicli wAa «erv 

pci'iiLtr, al kAU la a.|r «arly (lay« : 

*0* l^e Meh toby ipke aa%>) the murtk, 

In »fHle nf «Ach Kallgws «ia if„ui : 

Ifyou At the ^.«Ukcn can*! 
tMll b« ItvUbkO inM,akin< a ckst. 

*TW* your nkvHae win «»f ealiows hiuehiy. 
WJm «h« bean of you ftcely roiwake. 

SbdV turely tu rn uvii ch fvt the foRy, 

That ber Jack nay be regular 


boMte thai harWun thle*«>.) 
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hat Bedlam still exists with its sage fetter. 
That madn.en may not bite you, on a visit. 


But Tom's no morc^nd so no more of Tom. tx. k f JLs ?i ^ 

Hero« m..s. die ; and. by God s btessing. ’lis ^ rn’"’'l.r 

Not long before (he most of them eo home- tt^xi^ *• u . /.u u 

Hall ! 1 'liamis, hail ! Upon ihy x^erce it is -r^ ^^a«slon Hoii». too {though some people 

Through Kennington and all the other ' tons,' xxvi. 

Which make us wish ourselves in town 4t once: — -r-t . 

' The line of lights, too, up to Channg Cro^ 
XXI. Pall Mall, and so forth, have a coruscation, 

Through Groves, so call'd as being void of trees gold as in comparison to dross. 


(Like /u£t/s, from no light); thrwgh prospects Match'd with the Continent's il luminal ion, 
named Whose cities Night by no means deigns 10 gloss. 

Mount Pleasant, as containing nought to please. The French were not yet a lamnllghiing 
Nor much to climb; through Utile boxes nation: [laniem, 

framed when they grew so-^a their new-found 

Of bricks, to let the dust in at your ease. Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man lura. 

With ' To be let ' upon their doors proclaim'd j v vvi 1 

Th rough ' Rows ' most m odesily cal I d ' Ihiradise,* . . , * 

Which Eve might quit without much sacrifice : — ^ gentlemen along the st reels 


XXVll. 


xxtr. 

Through coaches, drays, choked turnpikes, and 
a whirl 

Of wheels, and ro.ir of voices, and confusion : 
Here taverns wooing to a pint of • purl 
There mails fast nying off like a delusion : 
There barbers' blocks with periwigs In curl 
In windows : here the lamplighier's In fusion 
Slowly dUiiU'd into the glimmering glass 
(For m those days w‘e had not got to p$);— 


^ XXII r. And foundliiin not 

Through this, and much, and more. Is the ap* Of this enormous ' 
Of travellers to mighty Babylon : fproach Twere not for want 


Suspended, may Illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made of country seals ; 

But the old way 1 $ best for the jjurblind : 

The oihcr looks like phosphorus on sheets. 

A sort of tfnts /oinui to the mind. 

Which, though 'Its certain to perplex and 
frighten, 

Must burn more brightly ere it can enlighieo. 
XXVIII. 

But London's so well III, that if Diogenes 
Could recommence to hunt his kontst tftan, 
And (oun<t him not amidst ihe various progeni^ 


Whether they come ^ horse, or chaise, or coach, y, 
With slight exceptions all the ways seem one. rve 
I could s.iy more, but do not choose to encroach 
Upon I he Guide-book's privilege. The sun But 
Had set some time, and night was on the ridge 
Of twilight, as the parry cross'd the bridge, 
xxiv. 

That's rather fine, the gentle sound of Thamis^ 

Who vindicates a moment, too. his stream— ^ i 
Though hardly heard through muUifarious 
•djmmc's- 

The lumps of Westminster's more regular 

- ... Purs 


Of this enormous ciiy’s spreading si»w"* 
were not for want of lamps to aid nis dodging 


' Yet undiscover’d treasure. Whal / can, ^ 
I've done to And the same, throughout lifef 
journey. 

But see Ihe world is only one aitorncy. 

XXIX. 

Over the stones still lailling, up Pall MsJI, 
Through crowds, aod carriages, but 
thinner, . . I5?! 

As thunder'd knockers brr 4 :e the long-^^® 
Of doors gainst duns, and 10 an early djonei 
Admitted a small party, as night fell— 


ihe i;imps ot Westminsters more regular dop Juan, our young dipbmalic sinner, 

j u* l^^"*®** Pursued his path, aod drove past some hoi 

The breadth of pavement, and yon shrtne where times' s Palace, and St James s ‘Hells. 


hotels, 

ii« *• 


A spectral resident — whose pallid beam 
In shape of moonshine hovers o'er (he pile— 
Make this a sacred part of Albion's isle. 

XXV. 

Tlie Druids' groves are gone— so much (he 
better : 

Stonehenge is not— but what the devil Is it ? 


I'bey reach'd the hotel : forth stream'd fro® *** 
front door . . 

A tide of well^lad waiters, and around 
The mob stood, and, as usual, sev^ 

Of those pedestrian Paphians who abound 


ir ib«r« W in* fcm'iMm m in«r«a( u 10 r«ew«« • rmula- • * Hols.' 
lion. ( r«l«r him fo mv old tnond lad corponal ftaoio* ia (Ms Me. 
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In decent London, when the daylight's o'er : 

Commodious but icninoral. (hey are found 
Useful, like Malthus, in promoting narn^e-^ 
But J nan now, in stepping from his carriage 

XXXI. 

Into one of the sweetest of hotels, 

Specially for foreigners— and mostly 
For those whom favour or whom fortune swells. 

And cannot hnd a bill’s small items costly. 
There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells 
(The den of many a diplomatic lost lie) 

Until to some conspicuous s<^uaie they pass. 

And blaaoQ o'er the door their names in brass. 

XXXII. 

Juan, whose was a delicate commission. 

Private, though publicly important, bore 
No title to point out, with due precision. 

The exact affair on which be was sent o'er. 
'Twas merely known that, on a secret mission, 1 
A foreigner of rank had graced our shore, 1 
young, handsome, and accomplish'd, who was 
said 

(In whispers) to have turned hU sovereign's head. 

XXXtIt. 

$ome mmour, also, of some strange adventures 
Had gone before him, and his wart and loves ; 
And as romantic heads are pretty painters. 

And, above all. an Englishwoman's roves 
Into the excursive, breaking the indentures 
Of sober reason, wheresoe'er It moves, 

Y He found himself extremely In the fashion. 

^ Which Mrves our thinking people for a pa^n. 

XXXIV. 

1 don't mean that they are passionless, but t^uite 
The contrary ; but then 'ta in the head ; 

Yet as ihe consequences ar^ as bright 
As if they acted w ith the nean instead, 

What, after all, can signi^ the site 
Of ladies’ lucubrations r So they lead 
In safety to the place for which you start. 

What matters If the road be bead or heart? 

XXXV. 

Juan presented in (he proper place. 

To proper placemen, eveiy Russ credential ; 
And was received with all the due grimace 
By (hose who govern in the mood potential. 
Who. seeing a handsome stripling with smooth 
face, 

Thought (what in sute affairs is moet esential) 
That (hey as easily might the youngster, 

\ As hawks may pounce upon a woodland songster. 

^ XXXVl. 

' ^Tbey err'd, as aged men will do : but bT> 
t And'by we'll talk o' that : and if we don't. 
Twill be because oui rwtfon is not high 
Of poUticiaos and (heir double front. 

Who Live by U«s. yet d ve not boldly 1^ • 
Nov what 1 love In woman is, ih^ won't 


Or can't do otherwise than lie. but do it 
So w ell, the very truth seems falsehood to it. 

XXXV 11. 

And, after all, what Is a lie ? 'Tis but 
The truth in masquerade ; and 1 defy 
Historians, heroes, lawyers, priests, to put 
A fact without some le.iven of a Ue. 

The very shadow of true Truth would shut 
Up annals, revelations, poesy, 

And propliecy— except it should be dated 
Some years before the incidents related. 

XXXVItl. 

Praised be all liars and all lies I Who now 
Can tax my mild Muse with misanthropy ? 

She rings the world's * Te Deum.' and her brow 
Blushes for those who will not i-^but to sigh 
Is idle : let us. Like most others, bow. 

Kiss hands, feet, any part of majesty. 

After the good example of * Green Erin.’ 

Whose shamrock now seems rather worse for 
wearing. 

XXXIX. 

Don Juan was presented, and his dress 
Arid mien excited general admiration— 
i don't know whkh was more admired, or less : 

One monstrous diamond drew much observa- 
Which Catharine in a moment of tvrtjse [ tion, 
(In love or brandy's fervent fermentation) 
Brow'd upon him, as the public learn' d ; 

And. to say truth, it bad been fairly earn’d. 

XL. 

Besides (he mimstecs and underlings, 

Who must be courteous to the accredited 
Diplomatists of rather wavering kings. 

Until their royal riddle’s fully read ; 

The veiy clerks^ihose somewhat dirty springs 
Of ^ce, or the house of office, fed 
By foul corruption into streams— even they 
Were hardly rude enough to earn their pay : 

XLI. 

And insolence, no doubt, is what they are 
Employ'd for, since it is (heir daily labour, 

In the dear offices of peace or war ; 

And should you doubt, pray ask of your next 
nrifhbour. 

When (01 a passport, or some other bar 
To freedom, he applied (a grief and a bore), 
If be found not in this spawn of taxbom rich<^ 
like lap^ogs. the least civil sons of b s. 

XLtI 

But Juan was received with much tmprast^ 

These phrases of refinement I must borrow 
From our next neighbours' land, where, like v 
chessman. 

There Is n move set dowu for joy or sorrow, 
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Not only in mere talking, but the press. Man. 
In islands, is. it seems, downright and 
thorough. 

More than on eontinenls— as if the sea (free. 
(See Billingsgate) made even the longue more 


XL1I]. 

And yet the British * Damme ' 's rather Attic : 

Your continental oaths are but incontinent. 
And lum ou things which no aristocratic 
Spirit would name, and therefore even I won't 
anent* 

I'his subject quote ; as it would be schismatic 
In potiUsu. and have a sound affronting 
in'l : — daring; — 

But * Damme *‘s quite ethereal, though too 
Platonic blasphemy, tlie soul of swearing. 

xuv. 

For downright rudeness, you may stay at borne ; 

For true or false politeness (and scarce ikat 
Now) you may cross the blue deep and white 
foam— 

The first the emblem (rarely (hough) of what 
You leave behind, the next of much you come 
To meet. However, ‘(is no (ime to chat 
On general topics ; poems must confine 
Tliemselves to unity, like this of mine. 

xtv. 

In the great world — which, being interpreted. 

Meaneth the west or worst end of a city, 

And about twice two thousand people, bred 
By no means to be very wise or witty. 

But to sit up w hile others lie.in bed, 

And look down on the universe w ith pity — 
Juan, as an inveterate patrician. 

Was well received by {Arsons of condition. 

XLVI. 

He was a bachelor, which is a matter 
or import both to virgin and to bride. 

The former's hymeneal hopes to flatter ; 

And (should she not hold fast by love or pride) 
Tis also of some moment to the latter : 

A rib's a thorn in a wed gallant's skte. 
Requires decorum, and is apt to double 
The horrid sin^and. what's still worse, the 
trouble. 

XU'Il. 

But Juan was a bachelor— of vts, 

And parts, and beans : he dasced and sung. 
An air as sentimental as Moart's [and had 
Softttt of melodies, and could be sad ^ 

Or cheerful, without any ’ flaws or starts, 
just at the proper time : and though a lad. 
Had seen the world— which is a curious sight. 
And very much unlike what people write. 

lovels s and. aa the Fteartnrun »aKl, 'U W *» mtt. *t. 

Milk* 


ZLTIII. 

Fair virgins blush'd upon him ; wedded dames 
Bloom’d also in less transitory hues ; 

For both commodities dwell by the Thames. 

The painting and the painted : youth, «nise, 
Against his heart preferr d their usual claims. 

Such as no gentleman can quite refuse : 
Daughters admired his dress, and pious moihets 
Inquired bis income, and if be bad brotbeis. 

XLIX. 

The millinere who furnish ‘drapery misses,’ • 
Througnout the season, upon speculation 
Of payment ere the honeymoon’s last kisses 
Have waned into a crescent's coruscatioa. 
Though such an o^>or(unity as this is, 

Of a rkh foreigner’s initiation. 

Not to be overlook’d— aud gave such 
That future bridegrooms swore, and sigb d. aaU 
^d it. 

L. 

The Blues, that tender tribe, who sigh o'er sod- 
And with the pages of (be last Review [nets, 
Line the interior of (heir heads or bcnoeis. 

Advanced In all their asure's highest hue . 
They talk'd bad Frenciior Spanish, and upon ns 
Late aulhofs ask'd him for a bint or I 
And which was softest, Russiao or CasUhan , 
And whether in his travels he saw lUenf 

LJ. 

' Juan, who was a little supeiflcl^ 

And not in literature a great Drtv^onr, 
Examined by this learned and especial 
Jury of matrons, scarce knew what to aasue , 
His duties, warlike, loving, or ornciaJ. 

His steady application as a dan«r. 

Had kept him from the brink of Hippocrape> 
Which now he found was blue msiead of gw* 

Li r. 

However, he replied at hasarf, wiih 
A modest confidence and calm assu^«» 

Which lent his learned 

And pass’d for ygumeais of good enduraoca 

Tljai prodigy, Miss Asaminta bauih 
lWho«.i'xi~n 
Inlo as furious EnfUsb), wilh 
Set dow n bis sayings in her commonpl*^ 


S«t a mpt^. It w»*. * 
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Lilt. 

Juan kn«w s«venU lanj^ges— as well [in time 
He might— and brought them up with skill. 
To save his /ame with each accompUsh d belle. 
Who still regretted that he did not rhyme. 
There wanted but this requisite to swell 
Kis qualities {with them) into sublime : 
r.ady Fitt-Frisky, and Miss Msevia Mannish. 
Both losgd extremely to be sung in Spanish. 

LIV. 

However, he did pretty well, and was 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
The coteries, and. as in Danquo's glass. 

At great assemblies or in parlies small, 

He saw ten thousand living authors pass. 

That being about their average numeral : 

Also the mighty 'greatest Living poets,' 

As every paltry magasine can sWw iU. 

LV. 

In twice five years the ‘greatest living poet,* 
Like to the champion in the dsty ring 
U call'd on to support his claim, or show it. 

Although 'tis an imaginary thing. 

Even I— albeit Vm sure I did not know it 
Nor sought of foolscap subjects to be king— 
Was reckon'd a considerable time. 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyme 


LVt. 

But Juan was my Moscow, and Faliero 
My Leipsic, and my Mount Saint Jean seems 

I,a DelU Attiana of dunces down at sero 
Now thftt (he lion s fall'n, may rise again : 

But 1 will fall at least as tell my hero ; 

Nor reign at all, or as a monartk reign : 

Or to some lonely isle of jailors go, 

With turncoat Southey for my turnkey Lowe. 


LVXt. 


Sir 


Walter reign'd before me; Moore and 
Campbell 

Before and after : but now grown more bolv 
The muses upon Sion's hill must ramble ' 
With poets almost clergymen, or wholly ; 

And Pegasus has a psalmodic amble 

Beneath the very Reverend Rowley Powley, 
Who shoes the glorious animals with stilts, 

A modern Ancient Pistol— by (he hilts J 

r.vtii. 

Siill he excels that attilieial hard 
^ L^bou rer in tlie same vineyard, though (be vine 

Yields him but vinegar for fiis reward 

I'hat neutralized dull Donas of (he Nine ; 

I'hat swarthy bponis. neither man nor bard * 

That ox of verse, who pi^ks for every Line' * 

Cambyscs* roanng Romans beat at 
The bowling Hebrews of Cy bale's priest.— 


LIZ. 

Tl^ there's ray gentle Euphues, who, they say, 
^is up for being a sort of moral m* : • 

He'll And it rather difficult some day 
To turn out both, or either, it may be. 

Some persons think fh.it Coleridge hath the sway, 
And Wordsworth hath supporters two or three’ 
And (hat deep-mouih'd Bceolian, • Savage 
Landor.* ® 

Has taken for a sw’On rogue Southey's gander. 

LX. 

Ijohn Keats, who was kill'd ofFby one critique, 
Just as he really promised something great 
If not intelligible, without Greek, * 
Contrived to (alk about the gods of late 
Much as they might have been supposed to 

speak, t 

Poor fellow ! his was an uniow'ard fate ; 

I IS 5imnge the mind, that very fiery panicle, 
Should kt Itself be suuffd out by an article. 

LXJ. 

TV list grows long of live and dea<l pretenders 
^ kfiow gain— or none will 

The e^ueror at leatt ; who, ere Time rentiers 
His I wt award, will have the long grass grow 
Al»w bisburai-out brain and sapless cindem. 

1( I might augur, I should rate bat low 

thirty"*^ ’ numsrous. like the 

Mock tyrants, when Rome's annals wax^d^bui 
Lxri. 

This » the literary /euvr empire, 

the prmtori.'m bands take up the 
matier j— • 

^ ‘Hide.' like his who ‘gatlw Iim. 

W^K <0 soothe and flatter, 

W«h the same feelings as you'd coax .1 vamntre. 
Now, were I once at Iioiiie, and in good smlre 

Janisaric?. 

And show them v/Aat an iniellbciual war is. 

LXTII. 

* ^ "O^ld turn 

Wlih^»ih JS hardly worth my while 

indeed, I vc not the necessary bile t 

^ aSJ 

A Muses worst reproofs a smile • 

AnH ^ iodein cur^y' 

And glides away, assured she never hurts ye, ^ 

LXIV. 

My Juan, whom I left in deadly peril 
Amongst live poets and blue ladies, past 
«c^Ie,'' through tharfield so 

Being tired in time, and neither least nor l.-ist, 
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l^rt it before he had been treated very iU ; 

Aud henceforth found himself more gaily 
Amongst the higher spirits of the day. [class’d 
The sun’s true son, no vapour, liul a ray. 

LXV. 

His moms he pass’d in business^which dissected. 

Was like all business, a laborious nothing, 
That leads (0 lassitude, the most infected 
And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal clothing. 
And on our sofas makes us He dejected. 

And talk in tender horrors of our loathing 
All kinds of toil, save for our country’s good— 
Which grows no better, though *ti$ tlrrw it should. 

LXVI. 

His afternoons he pass’d in visits, luncheons, 
Lounging, and l>oxing : and the iwiliglii hour 
In riding round those vegetable puncheons 
Call’d * Parks/ where ilicrcis neither fruit nor 
flower. 

Enough to gratify a bee’s slight munchings : 

But. afieralt, it is the only * bower’ 

(In Moore’s phrase) where the fashionable fair 
Can form a slight acquaintance with fresh air. 

LXVJt. 

Then dress, then dinner, then awakes (he world ; 
Then glare the lamps, then whirl the wheels, 
then roar [hurl'd 

Through street and square fast flasliing chariots 
Like harness’d n^eteors : then along the floor 
Chalk mimics painting ; then festoons are tw irl’d ; 

I’hen roll the brazen thunders of (he door, 
V/liich opens to the thousand happy few, 

An earthly paradise of * Or Molu. 

LXVtIl. 

There stands the noble hostess, nor shall sink 
With the three thousandth curtsey ; there the 
waits. 

The only dance which (caches girls to think. 
Makes one in love even with its very faults. 
Saloon, room, hall, o'erflow beyond their brink. 

And long the latest of arrivals halts. 

’Midst royal dukes, and dames condemn'd to 
And gain an inch of staircase at a tiose. [climb, 

LXIX. 

Thrice happy he who. after a survey 
Of the gcw company, can win a comer, 

A door that’s in, or boudoir cut, of the way, 
Where he may fix himself like small 'Jack 
Horner,' 

And let the Babel round run ns it may. 

And look on as a mourner, or a scomer. 

Or an approver, or a mere spectator. 

Yawning a little as the night grows later. 

LXX. 

But this won't do, save by and by ; and be 
Who, like Don Juan, takes an active share, 
hi ust steer wUb care through ail thai glittering 
sea [where 

Of gems, suid plumes, and pearls, and silks* 10 


He deems it is his proper place to be ; ^ 
Dissolving in the waits, to some soft 
Of proudlier prancing, with rnexcurial skill. 
Where Science mar^als forth her own qw* 
rille. 

LXXt. 

Or, if he dance not. but hath higher viewj 
Upon an heiress or his neighbour’s fcflde, 

Let him take care that that which he puisues 
Is not at once too palpably deserteu. 

Full many an eager ^mleman oft tucs 
His haste : impatience is a blundenng guw*. 
Amongst a people famous for reflecuoa, 

Who like to play the fool with aicumspecUon. 


LXXlt. 


But 
Or 


if you can contrive, gel nextat sup^ • 

_r, if forest ail'd, get opposite and ogw . 

Oh, ye ambrosial moments I always upper 
In mind, a sort of seiiUmenul l^ie< 

Which sits for ever upon memory s eruppe^ 
The ghost of vanish’d pleasures once 1 

vogue I 111 , . ,1 

Can tender souls relate the rise and fall 
Of hopes and fears which shake a single caw 

ucxin. 

But these precautionary hints can 
Only the common run, who must 
And watch and ward ; whose 

much . 

Or little overturns ; and not the lew 
Or many (for the number’s sometimes such; 

Whom a good mien, especially if new. 

Or fame, or name, for wfi, war. sense, 

Permfis^whale’er they please, or ^ 
LXXIV. 

Our hero, as a hero, young and liands^e» 
Noble, rich, celebrated, end asii^^*^^ 

Uke other slaves, of course must pay w* 

Before’ be can escape from so 
As will environ a conspicuous man. . 

Talk about poetry, and 'mck 
And ugliness, disease, as totl and trouwe • 

I wish they knew the life of a young noble. 

*•**''• .K-Ii is 

They am young, but know not yont 

H^dSm^ui wasted, rich 

Both*iialo see thdr “^ghUy 
Between (he tyrants and the gad 

And having voted, dined, drunk, ga®eo. 

iTbeTamily vault receives another l ord* 

• ScetehSotaoftUo. 
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LXXVl. 

' Where is the world ?' cries Young, at tight 
•Where 

The world in which a man was bom ? ' Alas. 
Where is the world of eight years past ? ' Twas 
there^ 

I look for it — *tb gone, a globe of glass I 
Crack’d, shiver'd, vanUL'd. scarcely gated on. 
ere 

A silent change dissolves the glittering mass. 
Statesmen, chiefs, orators, queens, patriots, 
kings. 

And dandies, all are gone on the wind’s wings. 

txxvti. 

Where is Napoleon the Grand } God knows : 

Where little Castlereagh? The devil can tell : 
Where Grattan, Curran. Sheridan, all those 
Who bound the bar or senate In thdr spell ? 
Where is the unhappy Queen, with all her woes? 
And where the Daughter, whom the Isles loved 
well ? [Cents ? 

SVhere are those martyr'd saints, the nve per 
And where— oh, where the devil are the Rents? 

LXXVtX. 

Where's Drummel 7 Dish'd. Where’s Long Pole 
Wellesley? Diddled. 

Where's whi thread? RomiUy? Where's 
George the Third ? 

Where is his will? (That's not so soon unriddled.) 
And where is ' Fum ’ the Fourth, our * royaJ 
bird'? 

Gone down, It seems, loScotlarKl. to be Addled 
Unto by Sawney’s violin, we have heard : 

Caw me, caw thee '—for six months had been 
hatching 

rhis scene of royal Itch and royal scratching. 

LXXIX. 

Where is Lord This, end where my T.Ady That ? 

The Honourable Mistresses and Misses? 
Some laid aside, like an old opera hat. 

Married, unmarried, and remarried : (ibis b 
An evolution oft performed of late :) 

\\*here are the Dublin shouts— and London 
hisses ? 

Where are the Grenvilles? Turn'd, as usual. 

Where [were, 

hty friends the Whigs? Exactly where they 

LXXX. 

Where are (he Lady Carolines and Franceses? 

Divorced, or doing thereanent. Ye annals 
So brilliant, where the lists of routs aad dances 
is^“ 

Ihou Morning P<nty sole record of the panels 
Broken in carriages, and all the phantasies 
Of fashion-^ay what streams now fill those 
channels ? 

Some die, some fly, some languish on the Con- 
tinent. ^tenant. 

Because the tines have hardly left tbm me 


LXXXI. 

Some, who once set their caps at cautious dukes. 
Have taken up at length with younger 
brothers : 

Some heiresses have bit at sharpers' hooks : 
Some maids have been m^e wives, some 
merely mothers. 

Others have lost their fresh and fairy looks x 
In short, the list of alterations bothers. 
I'here's litde strange in this, but something 
strange b 

The unusual qulcknessof these com mon eh ange& 
LXXXIl. 

Talk not of seventy years as age : In seven 
I have seen more changes, down from mon* 
archs to 

The humblest individual under heaven, 

I'han might suffice a modem century through. 
[ knew that nought was la.siing. but now even 
Change grows too changeable, without being 
new \ 

.Nought's permanent among the human race. 
Except (he Whigs net getting into place. 

LXXXIII, 

I have seen Napoleon, who seem'd quite a 
Jupiter, 

Shrink to a Saturn. I have seen a Duke 
(No matter which) turn politician stupider, 

If thai can well be, than hb wooden look. 

But i( b time that I should hoist my ^Bliie 
Peter,' [shook 

And sail for a new theme have seen, and 
To see it— (he king hbs'd, and then caress'd ; 
But don't pretend to settle which was best. 

LXXXtV. 

I have seen the Landholders without a rap— 

I have seen Joanna South cote— I have seen 
The House of Commons turn'd to a tax'trap— 

I have seen that sad affair of the late Queen— 
I have seen crowns worn instead of a fool's cap— 
I have seen a Congrw* doing all (hat's mean — 
I have seen some nations, like o'erloaded asses. 
Kick off their burthens — meaning (he high 
classes 

LXXXV. 

I have seen sntall poets, and great prosers, and 
Interminable— «e/ r/rr/rc/— speakers— 

I have seen the funds at war with house and 
land— [squeakera— 

I have seen the country gentlemen turn 
I have seen (he people ridden o'er, like sand, 

Dy slaves on horseback - 1 have seen malt 
liquors 

Exchanged for ' thin potations ' by John Bull ; 

1 have seen J ohn lialf detect himself a fool.— 


• (TbeCMfrtSKifVerM* la cl^J 


DON yUAN. 


LXXXVI. 

But carpi diem, Juan, carpi, carpel^ 
To-morrow sees another race as gay 
And transient* and devour’d by the same haipy. 
•Life’s a poor player’— then *pUy oat the 
play, 

Ye villains! ' and, above all, keep a sharp eye 
Much less on what you do than what you say ; 
Be hypocritical, be cautious, be 
Not what you seem, but always what you set. 

LXXXVII. 

But how shall I relate, in other cantos, 

Of what befell our hero, in the land 
Which ’tis the common cry and lie to vaunt as 
A moral country 7 But I hold my hand — 
For I disdain to write an Atalaniis : t 
But ’(is as well at once to understand 
You are not a moral people, and you know it. 
Without the aid of too sincere a poet. 

LXXXVCll, 

What Juan saw and underwent shall be 
. My topic, with of course the due restriction 
Which is required by proper courtesy : 

And recollect the work is only fiction. 


And that 1 sing of neither mine nor me, 
Though every scribe, in some slight turn of 
diction, , , . 

Will hint allusions never meant. Ne er doum 
This — when I speak, I kinU but speak out. 

LXXXtX. 

Whether he married with the third or fopth 
OIBpring of some sage husband-hunttni 
countess ; _ 

Or whether vriih some virgin of more wortn 
<l mean in Fortune's matrimonial bounties) 
He took to regularly peopling earth. 

Of which your lawful awful wedlock fount is— 
Or whether he was taken in for damages, 

For being too excursive in his homages, 

x& 

Is yet within the unread events of tirne, 

Thus far. go forth, thou lay. which I wiU back 
Agiinst the same given quantity «f 
rof being as much the subject of aiiacK 
As ever yet was any work sublime, 

By those who love to say that white is bmek. 

So much the belter I— 1 may stand alone. 

But would not change my free thoughts lor 
throne. 


CANTO THE TWELFTH. 




Op all the barbArous middle ages, that 

Which is most barbarous Is the middle age 
01 man 5 it is— T really scarce know what \ 

But when we hover between fool and sage. 
And don't know justly what we would be at— 

A period something like a printed page, 
Black letter upon foolscap, while our hair 
Grows griatled, and we are not what we 
were : — 

II. 

Too old for youth— too young, at thirty-fivu, 

To herd with boys, or hoard with good three- 
score — 

I wonder people should be left alive : 

But. since they are, that epoch is a bor e: 
Love liugeis still, although ’twere late to wive ; 

And as for other love, the illusioa's o'er ; 

And money, that most pure imagination, 
Gl^ms only through the dawn of Its oeaaon. 

lit. 

Ob Gold \ Why call we misers miserable ? 
Theiis Is Che Measure that can never pall : 


Theirs is the best bower^nchor, 

Which bolds Bist other pleasures 
small- . . 

Ye who but see the saving man at table 
Aod scorn his temperate board. “ 

And wonder bow the wcahhy can be 
Know not what visions spring from each cneese* 

paring. ^ 

rv. 

Love Of lust makes man sick, and wine much 

AmWiton rends, and gaming g^ns « 

But making money, slowly firtt. 

And adSng sUlf a litUc f.rougb ^h 
(Which mi/l come over things). 

T^^Bunester's counter, or the suiesmans 

Oh GoW I I still vapour. 

Which makes bank credit liice a bark or va>^ 

Who bold the baUnee of the 
O’er amgress, whether royalist J" 

Who rouse the shirtless patrols of Sgja j 

fTbat make old Europe s journals squeak 

gitiicr alt) -|^ 






DON yUAN. 


Who keep the world, both Old And New, in pain 
Or pleasure? Who make polities run glibber 
all ? 

The shade of Buonaparte s noble daring 
Jew Rothschild, and his fellow Christian Baring. 

VI. 

Those, and the truly liberal Lafiite, 

Are the true lords of Eur^)e. Every loan 
Is not a merely speculaiixe hit. 

But seats a nation or upsets a throne. 


R^ublics also get involved a bit ; 

Columbia’s stock hath holders not unknown 
On 'Change ; and even thy silver smI. I'eru, 
Must get itself discounted by a Jew. 


Why call the miser miserable? as 
I said before : the frugal life is his 
Which in a saint or cynic ever was 
The theme of praise : a hermit would not miss 
CanonizAiion for the self'same cause . 

And wherefore blame gaum wealth's austeri' 
ties? 

Because, you'll say, nought calls for such a 
trial 

Then there's more merit in his sel Menial. 


He is your only poet {—passion, pure 
And sparkling on from heap to heap, displays. 
Ppsmsfti. the ore. of which mrri allure 
Nations athwart the deep: the golden rays 
Flash up in ingots from the mine obscure : 

On him the diamond pours its brilUant blase; 
While the mild emerald's beam shades down the 
dyes 

Of other stones, to soothe the miser's eyes. 

IX. 

The lands on either side are his : the ship 
From Ceylon. Inde, or fair Cathay, unloads 
For him the fragrant produce of each trip ; 

Beneath his cars of Ceres groan the roUs, 
And the vine blushes like Aurora's Up : 

His veiy cellars might be kings* abodes : 
While be, despising every sensual call. 
Commands— (he intellectual lord of all. 


rerhaps he hath great projecu in his mind 
To build a college, or to found a race. 

An hospital, acJiurch— and leave behind 
Some dome surmounted by his meagre face : 
Perhaps he fain would liberate mankiixt. ‘ 
Even with the very ore that makes them base; 
Perhaps he would be wealthiest of his oatioo, 
Or revel in the joys of caJcuLaiion. 

XI. 

But whether all, or each, or none of these 
^ the hoarder's printiple of actioa. 


In I The fool will call such mania a disease • 

er \Vlwt is Go— look at each trans- 

action, 

W^' res'ols. loves— do these bring men more 
5. Tl«o the more plodding through each ‘ vular 
fraction ? ^ 

Or do iJiey benefit mankind ? Lean miser I 
Let spendihnfis heire inquire of yours— who's 
wiser? 

XJI. 

How beauteous arc rouleaus! how charm! ne 
I chesis ^ 

Containing ingots, bags of dollai^, coins 
' t?! ?* victors, all whose heads and crests 
I Weigh not (he thin ore where their visace 
I shines. ^ 

Bui) of fine unclii>t gold, where duly rests 
Some^Jik^ncss. which the glittering cirque 

Of modern, reigning, sterling, stupid stamp 
j Yes ! ready money is Aladdin's lamp. 

I xrti. 

• ' rules the camp, the court, the grove— for 
J love 

^ heaven is love:' $0 sings the 

Which it were rather difficult to prove [hard • 

nJi ^ . 

I'eraaps there m.ay be something In 'the prove ' 

‘ prepared 

To doubt (no less than bndlords of their reniall 
,11 courts sftd 'camps' be quite so sent I mental. 

I xrv. 

Dut if Uve don' I. Ca 4 » doefc >nd C«l, alone ; 

feil* it too besides : 

, without cash, camps were thin, and courts were 
j none ; Ibrid^a * 

L M»khus tells you, 'uke no 

on his own 

as virgin Cynthia sways the 

And as for 'Heaven being Love,* why not^ttv 
Is wax? Heaven is not Love, 'tis Matrimony.^ 

XVe 

Is^ all love prohibited whatever, 

I . ®*^P***’F marriage? which as love, no doubt, 
somehow people never 

With the same thought the two words have 
belp d out : 

may eust marriage, and sA^/d ever : 

I b ^1 *”*™*6« •!» may exist without : 

love Mir/ banns is both a sin and shame. 

And ought to go by quite another name. 

I XVI. 

Now^^the 'court.' and ' camp,' and ' grove ' b< 

Recruited all with constant married men 
Who never coveted their neighbour's lot 
I _ ^ *®y line's a Upsui of the pen ’ 

I Strange loo in my bu^ carntrada Scott, 

> So celebrated for his morals, wh'po 
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XXTttt. 

The womeo much divided— >as is usual 
Amongst the sex. in little things or great 
Think not, (sut creatures, that I mean to abuse 
you all^ 

I have always liked you better than ! state • 
Since Tve grown moral, still I must accuse you 
Of being apt to talk at a great rate ; [all 
And now there was a general sensation ^ 
Amongst you, about Leila's education. 

XXIX. 

In one point only were you settled— an<j 
Vou had reason : ’twas that a young child of 
As beaut 1 ful as her own native land , f grace 
And far away, the last bud of her race, 
H^e>r our friend Don Juan might command 
Himself, for five, four, three, or two yean* 
space, 

Would be much better taught beneath the eye 
Of peeresses whose follies had run dry. 

XXX. 

So first there was a generous emulation. 

And then there was a general competition. 

To undertake the orpharis education. 

^ Tuan was aperson of condition. 

It had been an anroni, on this occasion. 

To talk of a subscription or peiition * 

But sixteen dowagers, ten unwed she^ges. 
whose tale belongs to HalUm s MiMeAfft, 

XXXI. 

And one or two sad, separate wives, without 
A fruit to bloom upon their withering bough— 
Begg d to bring a/ the little girl, and •*>«/'— 


for that 8 the phrase that settles all things 
Meaning a virgin s first blush at a rout, [now • 
And all her points as thorough*bred to show * 
And I assure you, that like virgin honey 
Tastes their first season (mostly if they have 
money). ' 

xxxti. 

How all the needy, honourable misters. 

Each out*at-clbow peer, or desperate dandy. 
The watchful mothers and ihe careful sisters 
(Who. by the by. when clever, are more handy 
At making matches, where '’lis gold that 
glisters,’ 

Than their A< relatives), like flies o'er candy. 
Buss round ' rtr Fortune ^wiih their busy battery. 
To turn her head with waliang and with flattery I 

xxxrri. 

Each aunt, each cousin, hath her speculation * 
Nay, married dame will now and then dis* 
Such pure disinterestedness of passion, [cover 
l*vo known them court an heiress forthdrWer. 

' TanUene I ' Such the virtue* of high station. 
Even in the hopeful isle, whose outlet’s 

'Porerr 
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Wiile the poor rich wretch, object of these cares 
Has cause to wish her sire bad had male heirs. ’ 

xxxtv. 

Some are soon bagg’d, but some reject three 
do«n. *’ 

A 5”* ^ scattering refusals 

And wild dismay o‘er every angry cousin 
(Friends of the party), who begin accusals 
Such as—' Unless Miss (Blank) meant to have 
chosen 

- she accord perusals 

To his billets } WA}’ waits wiih him ? Whv I 
pray, 

Lookyvr last night, and yet say rre to-day?' 

XXXV. 

'Why?— Why?— Besides, Fred really was at- 
tach a ; 

Tw« not her fortune— he has enough without* 
^ come she’U wish that she had 

snaicr d 

So good an opportunity, no doubt 
Bur the old marchioness some plan h.ad hatch'd, 
As 1 11 tell A urea at tomorrow's rout * 

And after all, poor Frederick may do better— 
Fray, did you see her answer to hia letter ?’ 

xxxvi. 

Smart uniforms and sparkling coronet* 

Are spurn'd In turn, until her turn errives. 

ABer male loss of time, and hearts, and bets 
upon the sweepstakes for substantial wives • 
At« when at Iasi the pretty creature gets 

who fights, or writes, or 

U SMth^ the awkward squad of the rejected. 

I To find how very badly she selected. 

XXXVII. 

For sometimes they accept some long pursuer 
Worn out with importunity ; or fall 
(But here, perhaps, the instances are fewer) 

1 o the lot of him who scarce pursued at all 
A h^ Widower turn'd of forty's sure 
(If tis not vain examples to reall) fi 

To draw a high prise ; now. howe’er he got her 
^ krtiery** Ihis than t'oihcr 

xxxviir. 

p^— (one * modem instance ’ more 
I W®’ ^ f P‘*y-pky 'tis, 'tu true '). 

amatory score. 

»haQ few ; 

BuUhough I also had reform'd before 

h« two. 

in not gainsay the generous public's voice, 

That the young lady made a monstrous choice. 
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Oh, panlon my digression— or, at least 
Penjse 1 'tis always with a moral end 
That 1 dissert, like grace before a feast : 

For. like an aged aunt or tiresome friend. 

A rigid guardian, or a zealous priest, 

My Muse by exhortation means to mena 
All people, at all times. 'tnd in most places, 
Which puts my Pegasus to these grave pa c es. 

XL. 

But now I’m g«ng to be immoral ; now 
1 mean to show things really as (hey are, 

Not as they ought to be : for 1 avow. 

That, till we see what’s what, in fact, we’re fiir 
From much improvement with that virtuous 
plough 

Which skims the surface, leaving scarce a sear 
Upon the black loam long manur^ by Vice. 
Only to keep its com at the old price. 

XL1. 

But first of little Uila we’U dispose ; 

For, like a day-dawn she was young and pure. 
Or like the old comparison of snows. 

Which are more pure than pleasant to be sure. 
Like many people everybody knows, 

Don Juan was delighted to secure 
A ffootfly guardian for his infant charge, 

Wlio might not profit much by being at Urge. 

XLII. 

Besides, he had found out he was 00 tutor 
(I wish that others would find out the same) : 
And rather wish’d in such things to sund neuter ; 

For silly wards will bring t heir guardians blame: 
So when he saw each ancient dame a suitor 
To make his little wild AsUtic tame. 
Consulting ' the Society for Vice 
Suppression,' Lady Pinchbeck was his choice. 

SLfri. 

Olden she was-bul had been very ycunc : 

Virtuous she was— and had been. I Ucjicvc , 
AUbough the world has such an evil tongue, 

jhat but my chaster ewr will not receive 

An echo of a syllable that's wrong : 

In fact, there’s nothing makes me so much 
As that abominable tittle-tattle, Igrieve. 

■Which is the cud eschew'd by human eatilc. 

SUV. 

Moreover, I’ve remark'd (and 1 was otc* 

A slight observer, in a modest way), 

And so may every one, cretpt a dunce. 

That ladies, in their youth a little gay, 

Be»de8 their knowledge of the WQ>r\d. and sense 
Of the sad consequence of f omg ^ray, ^ 
Are wiser in their warnings 'gainst the woe ^ 
Which the mere passionkss can never know. 

XLV. 

While the harsh prude indemnifies 
By railing at the unknown and envied passion, 


Seeking far less to save you than to hurl you, 

Or, what's still woise. to put you out 01 
I fashion,— ... [7<«» 

I The kinder veteran with kind words will couit 
Entreating you to pause before you dash on ; 
Expounding and illustrating the riddle 
[Of epic Love's beginning, end. and middle. 

XLVI. 

Now. whether It be thus, or that the/re stricter 
As belter knowing why they should be so, / 

I think you'll find from many a family picture, 

I'hat daughters of such mothers as may know 
The world by experience rather than 
Turn out much better for the Smiihncldbhow 
Of vestals, brought into the marriMc mart. 

Than those bred up by pmdes, without a heart. 

XLVIl. 

I said that Lady Pinchbeck had been talk’d 

Andwho has not, if female, ywng, and pretty? 

But new no more the ghost of Scandal stalk d 

Sli^mlrely was deem'd amiable and 
And several of her best bon-mou were hawK 0 
about. . 

Then she was given to chanty Pjf?; 

And pass’d (at least the latter years of hie) 

For being a most exemplary wife. 

XLVlIli 

High in high ciroles, gentle In htfl owu 
She was the mild reprover of the .. 

Whenever-which means 

An awkward Inclination to go wrong. Lsnown 
The Quaniiiy of good she did s unknown , 

Or. at the least, would lengthen out my song , 

In brief, the little orphan ^ 

Had raised an interest in hex, which increasea 

XLIX. 

And how he had been tossd, he scarce knew 

ThouflTiis might luin 
At least entirely ; for he bad if® 

Change in youth to be surpnsed at any. 

u 

And .id«itud« .,11 ^'1^* = 

For when they happen at a ^s^oth. 

Po^e are Apt to blame the ^ 

^ wonder ^tage. 

Adveraty Is the first PJ‘^ 

who hath proved war. storm, « 

Whether his winters » 

H.* woo the aepenenee wtucb is «*“ 

wogh^. 
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LI. 


How far it profits b another matter. — 

Our hero gladly saw his little charge 
Safe with a lady, whose last grown-up daughter. 

Being long niAnied, and thus set .it large. 
Had left all the accomplishments she taught her. 

To be transmitted, like the Lord Mayor’s 
To the next comer : or^as it will tell (barge. 
More Muse-IUte— say like Cytherea's shell. 

LII. 

1 call such things transmission ; for there is 
A floating balance of accompUshnient. 

Which forms a pedigree from Nliss to Miss. 

According as their minds or backs .ire bent. 
Some waits ; some draw ; some fathom the 
Of metaphysics ; others are content (abyss 
With music ; the most moderate shine as wits ; 
While others have a genius turn'd for fits. 

LIIT. 

But whether fits, or wits, or harpsichords. 

Theology, fine arts, or finer stays. 

Mav be the baits for gentlemen or lords. 

With regular descent, in ihoe our days, 

TI16 last year to the new transfers its hoards : . 
New vestals claim men’s eyes, with the same 
praise 

Of ' elegant ' tt ta/era, in fresh batches — 

AU matchless creatures, and yet bent on matches. 

LIV. 

But ROW I will begin my poem. ’Tis 
Perhaps a little strange, if not quite new. 
That, from the first of cantos up to this. 

Vve not begun what we have to ep through. 
The first twelve books are merely flwrishes. 

Preludios, trying Just a string or two 
Upon my lyre, or making the pegs sure ; 

And, when so, you shall nave the overture. 

LV. 

My Muses do not care a pinch of rosin [ing . 

About what’s call’d success, or not succeed^ 
Such thoughts are quite below the straict they’ve 
chosen : 

’Tls a ' great moral lesson ’ (hey are reading. 

I thought, at setting ofif. about twx> doicn 
Cantos would do ; but, at Apollo's pleading, 

If that my Pegasus should not be founder'd, 
t think to canter gently through a hundred. 


LVI, 

Don ]uan saw that microcosm on stilts. 

■yclept the Great World ; for it Is the least, 
Although the highest : but, as swords have hilts. 

By which their power of mischief is increased. 
When man in battle or in quarrel tilts. (east. 

Thus the low world, north, south, or weal, or 
Must still obey the high — which is their handle. 
Their moon, their sun, their gas. their fanbine 
cqodle. 


Lvir. 

He had many friends who had many wives, and 
was 

Well look’d upon by both, to that extent 
Of friend si lip which you may accept or pass. 

It does nor good nor harm ; being merely 
meant 

To keep the wheels going of the higher class, 
And draw them nightly when a ticket’s sent : 
And hat w iih masquerades, and f^ies. and l)alls, 
For I ho first season such a life scarce palls. 

LVitl. 

young unm.trried nuin, with a good name 
And fortune, has an avkward part to play : 
For good society is but a game, 

* * he royal game of goose, * as I may say. 
Where everybody has some separate aim. 

An end to answer, or a plan to lay 

The single ladies wishing to be double. 

The married ones 10 save the virgins trouble. 


Lrx. 

I dOT’t mean (his as general, but particular 
Examples may be found of such pursuits j 
Though ses'eral also keep their perpendicular. 
Like poplars, with gootl principles for roots ; 
Yet many have a method more rfUculcr— 

' Fishers for men.* like sirens with soft lutes • 
For talk six limes with the same single lady. 
And you may get the wedding dresses reaJy. 

LX. 

Perhaps you’ll have a letter from the mother, 
l o say her daughter s feelings are trepann 'd • 
Perhaps you’ll have a visit from the brother 
All strut, and stays, and whiskers, to demand 
What ‘your intern wns are.’—One way or 01 her, 
It teems the virgin’s heart expects your hand 
And between pity for her case and youn. 

You’ll add to Matrimony’s list of cures. 

LXl. 

.*ve known a docen weddings made even ihut. 
And some of them high names: 1 have also 
, known 

Young men who — though they hated to discuta 
Pretensions which they never d ream’d to have 
shown— 

Yet neither frighten’d by a female fuss. 

Nor by miistachios moved, were let alone. 
And lived, as did the broken-hearted fair 
•n happier |^ht than if they form’d npair. 

LXri. 

There's also nightly, to (he uninitiated, 

A pent— not indeed like love or marriage, 

But the less for this to be depreciated : 

H is— I meant and mean not to disparage 
The show of virtue even in the vitiated 

It adds au outward grace unto their carriage— 

I But to denounce the amphibious sort of harlot 
I C^lturdt rose, who’s neither white nor scarlet ’ 
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LXKI. 

Such is our cold coQuetce, who can't say ' No.’ 
And won't say ' Ves,* and keeps you on and 
offing— 

On a leC'Shore, h11 it begins to blow— 

Then sees your heart wreck'd with an inward 
scoffing. 

This works a world of sentimental woe. 

And sends new Werters yearly to their coffin ; 
But yet is merely innocent dirtation. 

Not quite adultery, but adulteration. 

LXIV. 

* Ye gods. 1 grow a talker ! * Let us prate 
The next of perils, though I pbee it r/rr«est, 
Is when, without regard to ' church or state.' 

A wife makes or takes love in upright earnest. 
Abroad, such thingsdecide few women's fate — 
(Such, early traveller 1 is the truth thou learn- 

est)— 

But in old England, when a young bride errs, 
t'oor thing, Eve's was a trifling case to hers. 

LXV. 

For 'tis a low, newspaper, humdrum, lawsuit 
Country, where a young couple of the same 

Can’tfSm a friendship, but Ihe world o'erawes it. 
Then there's the vulgar trick of those d— d 
damages! 

A verdict— grievous foe to those who cause It 1— 
Forms a sad climax to romantic homages : 
Besides those soothing speeches of the pleaders. 
And evidences, which regale all readers. 

LXVC. 

Rul they who blunder thus arc raw beginnera : 

A little genial sprinkling of hypocrisy 
Has sav^ the fame of thousand splendid sinners. 
The loveliest oligarchs of our gynocruy. 

You may see such at all the balls and dinners, 
Among the proudest of our aristocracy, 

So gentle, charming, charitable, chaste ; 

Ana all ^ having toe^ as well as taste. 

LXVd. 

Juan, who did not stand in the predicament 
Of a mere novice, had one safeguard more 5 
For he was sick— no, 'twas not the word tttk I 
meant— 

But he had seen so much good love b«ore. 
That he was not in heart so very weak 1 meant 
But this much, and no sneer against the 
Of white cliffs, white necks, blue eyes, bluer 
stockings, ptiiockiogs. 

Tlihcs, taxes, duns, and doors with double 

Lxvnt. 

But coming young from lands and sc^fces^ ro- 
mantic. 

Where lives, not lawsuits, must be nskd for 
And Passion's self must have a spice of franQc, 
Into a country where '(is half a fashion. 


Seem'd (o him half commercial, half pedantic. 
Howe'er be might esteem this moral natloo: 
Besides (alas I his taste— forgive and pity) 

Ac first, be did not think the women prec^. 

LXtX. 

I say, at /r/f— for he found out. at fs/f. 

But by degrees, (hat they were fairer far 
Than (he more glowing dames whose lot Iscast 
Beneath the influence of the eastern star. 

A further proof we should not judge in baste ; 

Yet inexperience could not be his bar 
To taste :— The truth is, if men would confess, 
That novelties fUase less than they imprtst. 

LXX. 

Though travelfd, I have never had the luck to 
Trace up those shufflin g negroes. Nile or Niger, 
To that impracticable place, Timbuctoo, 
Where Geography finds no one to oblige her 
With such a chart as may be safely stuck to— ^ 
For Europe ploughs in Afric like ' bos piger ' 
But if I had bun at Timbuctoo, there, 

No doubt, I should be :old that black Is fair. 

LX XI. 

It is. f will not swear that black Is white ; 

But I suspect, in fact, that w hite is black. 
And the whole matter rests upon eyesight. 

Ask a blind man, the best Judge. You II attack, 
Perhaps, (his new posh ion— but I'm right ; 

Or, if I'm wrong. I'll not be ta'en aback 
He ha(h no morn nor night, but all is dark 
Within ; and what secst thou ? A dubious spark. 

LXXtI. 

But Tm relapsing into metaphyrics, 

That labyrinth, whose clue is of the sarnc 
Construe I ion as your cures for hectic phthisic, 
Those bright moths fluttering round a dying 

flame : ... 1 

And this reflection brings me to plain physics, 
And to the beauties of a foreign dame. 
Compared with those of our pure pwls of pn<«. 
Those polar summers, e/fsua, and some ice, 

LXXttl. 

Orsav they are like virtuous mermaids, whose 
Beginnings are fair faces, ends mere fishes , 
Not that there's not a quantity of tho« 

Who have a due respect for ‘heir wo 
Like Russians running from hot baths 

Are they, at bottom virtuous even when vicious. 
They warn into a saape, but keep of course. 
Ias a reserve, a plunge into remorse. 

LXXIV. 

But this has nought to do wih t^ir 
I said that Juan did not think the m pretty 

vWeS ft 4ms ihe» M tocai. 
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At the hrst blush ; for a fair Britoa hides 
Half her attractions— probably from pity— 
And rather calmly into the bean glides, 

Than storms it. as a foe would take a city ; 
But once there (if you doubt this, pr'ythee uy), 
She keeps it for you, like a true ally. 

LXXV. 

She cannot step as does an Arab barb, 

Or Andalusian girl from mass returning, 

Nor wear as gracefully as Gauls her garb. 

Nor in her eye Ausonia’s glance is burning; 
Her voice, though sweet, is not so fit to warb* 
le those bravuras (which I still am learning 
To like, though I have been seven years In Italy. 
And have, or had, an ear that served me prettily): 

LXXVI. 

She cannot do these things, nor one or two 
Others, in that offhand and dashing style 
Which lakes so much— to give the devil his due ; 

Nor is she quite so ready with her smile, 

Nor settles all things in one interview 
(A thing approved, as saving time and toil):— 
ihe soil may give you lime and 
Well cultivated I it will render double, (trouble, 

LXXVII. 

And If, In fact, she takes to ame^e /asrrea. 

It Is a stry sertous thing indeed : 

Nine times in ten 'lis but caprice, or fashion, 
Coquetry, or a wish to take the lead, 

The pride of a mere child with a new sash on 
Or wish to make a rival s bosom bleed : 

But the tenth instance will be a tornado, 

For there's no saying whM they will or may do. 

Lxxvtir. 

The reason's obvious : if there’s an Mat, 

They lose their caste at once, as do Ihe Parias : 
And when the delicacies of the law 

Have fill’d the papers with their comments 
Society, that china without Aaw. [various 
(The hypocrite !) w ill banish them, lake Marius, 
To sit amidst the ruins of their guilt ; 

For Fame's a Carthage not so soon rebuilt. 

LXXIX. 

Perhaps this is as it should be is 
A comment on the Gospel’s ' Sin no more. 
And be thy sins forgiven ; ' — but, upon this 
1 leave the saints to settle their own score. 
Abroad, though doubtless they do much amiss, 
An erring woman finds an opener do^ 

For her return to Virtue— as they call 
That lady who should be at home to aO. 

X.XXX. 

For me, I leave Ihe matter where 1 find it. 
Knowing that such uneasy virtue leads 
People some ten times less, in fact, to mind it. 
And care but for discoveries, and not deeds : 


And as for chastity, you'll never bind it 
By all the laws (he strictest lawyer pleads, 

But aggravate the crime youv-e not prevented. 
By rendering desperate these who had else re- 
pented. 

LX XXI. 

But Juan was no casuist, nor had ponder’d 
Upon the moral lessons of mankind : 

Besides, he had not seen, of several hundred, 

A lady altogether to his mind. 

A Utile not to be wonder'd 

At. that hU heart had got a tougher rind ; 
And. though not vainer from his past success, 
No doubt his sensibiUiies were less. 

LXXXIt. 

He also had been busy, seeing sights^ 

The Parliament and all the other bouses ; 

Had sat beneath the gallery at nights. 

To hear debates whose thunder rarntd (not 
rauut) ^ 

The work! to gaie UMn those northern lighu, 
Which flash'd as far as where the musk-bull * 
brow'ses : 

He had also stood, at times, behind the throne • 
But Greyt was not arrived, and Chatham; gone. 

LXXXItt. 

He saw, however, at the closing session 
'That nobk sight, when rta/fyir^ the nation. 
A king m consiitutlonal possession 

siMli a throne as is Uie proudest station, 
Tlwugh despot ft know it not — 1 j 11 the progression 
Of freedom shall complete their education. 

Jls not mere splendour makes the showauaust 
To eye or heart— it Is the people's trust. 

LXXXtV. 

Tlwr^too. he saw (whaie’er he may be now) 
pnnee of princes, at the time, 

; wiih fascination in his veiy bow, 

And full of promise, as the spring of prime. 
TTiough royalty was written on his brow. 

He had /A/a the ^ce, too. rare in every cU me. 
Of bein^ without alloy of fop or beau, 

A finid) d gentleman from top to toe. 

LXXXT. 

And Juan was received, as hath been said 
Into (he best society ; and there 
Owurr'd what often happens. I'm afraid. 
However disciplined and deboonaire *— 

Th« and good humour he display d. 

Besides the mark'd distinction of his air 
Etposed him. as was natural, to temptation. 
Even though himself avoided the occasion 
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ucxxvi. 

But what, and where, with whom, aod when, 
and why. 

Is not to be put hastily together ; 

And as my object is morality 
(\N’ hatcher people say), 1 don't know whether 
1 II leave a single reader s eyelid dry, 

But harrow up his feelings, till they wither ; 
And hew out a huge monument of path^ 

As Philip's son proposed to do with Athos.* 

LXXXVIt. 

Here (he twelfth canto of our Introduction 
Ends. When the body of the book's h«gun. 
You'll hnd It of a different construction [done : 

From what some people say ‘twill be. when 
The plan a( present's simply in concoct Ion. 

I can't oblige you, reader, to read 00 : 

That's your anair, not mine ; a real spirit [it. 
Should neither court neglect, nor drc^ to 


LXXXVlIt. 

And if my thunderbolt not always rattle8» 
Remember, reader I you have had before 
The worst of tempests and the best of battles. 
That e'er were bieWd from elements or gore, 
Besides the most sublime of— Heaven knows 
w'hai ebe t 

An usurer could scarce expect much more« 
But my best canto, save one on astronomy^ 

Will turn upou ' political economy.' 

LXXXIX. 

T^bi/ is your present theme for ps>pularity : 

Now that the public hedge hath scarce a stakep 
It grows an act of patriotic charity 
TO show the people the best way to break. 
Mj flan (but 1. if but for singularity, 

Reserve it) will be very sure to take. 
Meantime, read all the national-debt sinkers. 
And tell me what you t hi ok of our g reat thinkers. 


CANTO THE THIRTEENTH 


1823 


I NOW mean to be serious it is time, 
since laughter now-a*days is deem'd 
serious 


too 


A jest at Vice, by NHrtue's call'd a crime. 

And critically held as deleterious : 

Besides, the sad's a source of the sublime, 
Although, when long, a little apt to weary us : 
And therefore shall my lay soar high and solemn. 
As an old temple dwindled to a cMumn. 


II. 


The Lady Adeline Amuodeville 

('Tis an old Norman name, and to be found 
In pedigrees, by those who wander still 
Along the last fields of that Gothic ground) 
Was high ‘bom, wealthy by her fathers will. 
And beauteous even where beauties most 
abound. 

In Britain — which, of course, true ^triotsfind 
The goodliest soil of body and of mind. 


tn. 


['ll not gainsay them ; it is not my cue : 

I'll leave them to their taste, no doubt the best: 
An eye's an eye, and whether black or blue 
U no great matter, $0 *tis in request : 

'Tis nonsense to dispute about a hu^— 

The kindest may be taken as a lest. 


The &Lr sex should be always fair; and do man, 
Till thirty, should perceive (here's a plain 
woman. 


IV. 


And, after that serene and somewhat dull 
Epoch, (hat awkward comer turn'd, for days 
More quiet, when our moon's no more at full. 
We may presume to criticise or praise : 
Because indifference begins (o lull 
Our passions, and we walk in wisdom's ways 
Also b^use the figure and the face 
Hint (hat 'tis time to give the younger place. 


V. 


I know that some would fain postpone this cn» 
Reluctant, as all placemen, to lesign 
Their post ; but Iheifs is merely a chimera, 

For they have pass'd life's equinoclial bne ; 
But then tb^ have their claret and Madeira. 

To irrigate the dryness of decline : 

And county meetings, and (he Pari lament. 

And debt, and what not, for their solace sent* 


VI. 


(• krm 


* A letJpMr BceScocd 
AUsanda, via t «ity la 
(.0<ket. vflk vartoui «U>«r $4 AUm 

4M AUm reeMk^ 1 ouM cr* 
•ilrvcne^ 


AiAm one or 
i t«a«**a rifcriaM 


S«AlaMecf h 
^laok^maMriM 


And is (here not religion end refono, 

Peace, war. the (axes, and what's cau d toe 
I 'Nation*? 

I The struggle to be pilots in a storm ? 

' The landed and ine moneyed speculation f 
The joys of mutual hale lo keep them warm. 

Instead of love, that mere bailueinauoo f 
Now hatred is by mr the longest • 

Men love in haste, but they detest at leisure. 
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VI j. 

Rough Johason, th« great moralist, profess’d. 

Right honestly. * be Liked an honest hater 1 ' 

The only truth that yet has been confest 
Within these latest thousand years or later. 
Perhaps the fine old fellow spoke in jest 
For my part, 1 am but a mere spectator : 

4 nd gaae where’er the palace 01 the hovel is. 
Much in the mood of Goethes Mephistopheks ; 
vni. 

But neither love nor hate in much excess : 

Though 'twas not once so. If 1 sneer some- 
U U because I cannot well do lass, [times. 

And now and then it also suits my rhvmes. 
t should be very willing to redress [crimes, 
Men’s wrongs, atid rather check than punish 
Had not Cervantes, in that too true tale 
Of Quixote, ahown how all such elTorts faJL 

IX. 

Of all tales 'tis the saddest^and more sad 
Because it makes us smile : his Itcro’s right. 
And still pursues the right to curb the bad 
His only object ; and gainst odds to fight. 
His guerdon : 'tis his virtue makes him mad I 
But his adventures form a sorry sight 
A sorrier still is the great moral taught. 

By that real epic, unto all who have thought. 

X. 

Redressing injury, revenging wrong. 

To aid the damsel and destroy the caitiff: 
0|wsing singly the united strong. 

From weign yoke to free the helpless native:^ 
Alas I must noblest views, Like an old song. 

Be for mere fancy's ipon a theme creative. 

A jest, a riddle, Fame through thick and Chin 
sought i 

And Socrates himself but Wisdom's Quixote? 
xt. 

Cervantes smiled Spain’s chivalry away : 

A single laugh demolish’d the right arm 
Of his own country seldom, since that day. 
Has Spain had heroes. While Romance could 
charm. 

The world gave ground before her bright array ; 

And therefore have his volumes done such 
That all tbeir glory, as a composition, (harm. 
Was dearly purchased by bis Uod's perdition. 

XII. 

I m * at my old luncs 'digression, and forget 
Thu I,ady Adeline Amundevllle : 

Tlie fair most fatal Juan ever met. 

Although she was not evil, nor meant ill : 

But Destiny and Passion spread tlw net 
(Fate Is a good excuse fur our own will). 

And caught them ;-^wliai do they catch 
methinks ? 

But I’m not ^dipus. and Ljfe’s a Sphinx. 

* * Sir. 1 Uk« 4 gvod b«i4r.* 


ite ^t>r ytiuu^m. 


XIII. 

I tell the tale as it is told, nor dare 
To venture a solution : * Davus sum /’ * 

And now I will proceed upon the pair. 

Sweet Adeline, amidst the gay world’s hum. 
Was the Queen-Bee, the glass of all that’s fair ; 
Whose charms made ail men speak, and 
women dumb : 

The last’s a miracle, and such was reckon'd : 
And since that time there has not been a second. 

XIV. 

Chaste w’as she, to detraction’s desperation, 

And wedded unto one she had loved well— 

A man know n in the councils of the nation. 
Cool, and quite Englisli, imperturbable. 
Though apt to act with fire upon occasion. 

Proud of himself and her : the world could tell 
Nought against either, and both seem’d secure— 
She in her virtue, he in bis hauteur. 

XV. 

It chanced some diplomatical relations. 

Arising out of business, often brough 
Himself and Juan, in their mutual stations. 

Into close contact. Though reserved, nor 
caught 

By spcciousseeming. luan'syouth, and patience. 
And talent, on his haughty spirit wrought, 
And formed a basis of esteem, which ends 
In nuking men what courtesy calls friends. 

XVI. 

And thus Lord Henry, wbo was cautious as 
Reserve and pride could make him, and full 
slow 

In judging men. when once his judgment w.'is 
Ijeicrmined, fight or wrong, on fnend Or fve. 
Had all the pertinacity pride has. 

Whkh knows no et^ to its imperious flow, 
And loves or hales, disdaining to be guided. 
Because its own good pleasure hath decided. 

XVII. 

His friendships, therefore, and no less aversions, 
Though oft well found^, which confirm'd but 
more 

His prepossessions, like the laws of Persians 
An<l kledes. would ne’er revoke what went 
before. (tiana, 

His feelings had not those strange fits, like ter- 
Of common likings, whkh make some deplore 
What they should laugh at— the mere ague slill 
Of njcn’s regard, the fever or (he chill. 

xvni. 

'Tis not in mortals to command success, fit • ' 
Rut mort, Sempronius — demrve 

.And, take my word, you won’t have any leas 
Be wary, watch the time, and always serve it • 
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Give gently way. when tliere’s too great a pre$$ ; 

And for youi consciei^ce. only learn to nerve it; 
Tor, like a racer or a boxer, training, {tng. 
*TwiU make, if proved, vast efforts without pain* 


Lord Henry, aJao, liked to be superior. 

As most men do. the iitcle or the great : 
The very lowest find out an inferior. 

At least they think so, to exert their state 
Upon : for there are very few things wearier 
Than solitary Pride s oppressive weight. 
Which mortals generously would divide. 

By bidding others cany while they ride. 


lr> birth, in rank, in fortune likewise equal. 

O’er Juan he could no distinction claim : 

In years h« had the advantage of time’s sequel. 
And, as he thought, in counity much the 
same*- (quill. 

Because bold Britons have a tongue and free 
At which all modern nations v.iinly aim ; 

And the ]<ord Henry was a great debater, 
bo that few members kept (he House up later. 


These were advantages : and (hen he thought— 
It was his foible, but by no means sinister— 
That few or none more than himself had caught 
Court mysteries, having been himself a minis- 
ter. 

He liked to teach that which he had been taught. 
And greatly shone whenever (here had been a 
stir; 

And reconciled all qualities which grace man. 
Always a patriot, and sometimes a placeman. 

xxit. 

Me liked the gentle Spaniard for his gravity \ 

.. -u-y. o«t honour’d him for his docility. 
Because, though young, he acquiesced with 
sua^ty. 

Or contradicted but with proud humility : 

He knew the world, and would not see depravity 
In faults which sometimes show the soil's fer- 
tility. 

If that the weeds o’erlive not (he first crop — 
For then they are very difficult to stop. 

XXIII. 

And then he talk'd with him about Madrid. 

Constantinople, and such distant places; 
Where people always did os they were bid. 

Or did what they should not with forego 
graces. 

Of coursers, also. SMke they : Henry rid 
Well, like most Xnglisbmen. and loved the 
races ; 

And Juan, like a true-born Andalusian. 

Could hiik a horse, as despots ride a Russian. 

xxtv. 

And thus acquaintance goew. at noble routs, 
And djplomtk dinners, or at other— 


For Juan stood well both with Ins and Outs, 

As iu freemasonry a higher brother. 

Upon hb talent Henry had no doubts ; 

Kb manners show'd him sprung from a high 
mother : 

And all men like to show their hospitalitjr 
To him whose breeding matenes with his 
quality. 

XXV. 

At Blank-Blank Square for we will break no 
squares. 

By naming streets; since men are so censorious, 
And apt to sow an author’s wheat with (ares, 
Reaping allusions private and inglorious. 
Where none were dreamt of, unto love's affairs. 

Which w ere, or are, or are to be, notorious, 
That therefore do I previously declare. 

Lord Henr/s mansion was in BJank-Blank 
Square. 

xxvt. 

Also (here bln * atwiher pious reason 

For making squares and streets anonymous , 
Which is. that there Is scarce a single season 
Which doth not shake some very splendid 
house [son— 

With some slight heart-quake of domestic trea- 
A topic scandal doth delight to rouse : 

Such I might stumble over unawares. 

Unless 1 knew the very chastest squares. 

XXVI t. 

Tb (rue, \ might have chosen Piccadilly. 

A place where peccadillos are unknown ; 

But I have motives, w^hether wise or silly, 

For letting that pure sanctuary alone. l| 
Therefore 1 name not square, street, place, until 
Hod one where nothing naughty can be shown, 
A vestal shrine of Innocence oT hean : 

Such are^— but 1 have lost the London Chart. 

xxvtii. 

At Henry’s mansion, then, In Blank-Blank 
Square. 

Was Juan a rnktreki, welcome guest. 

As many other noble scions were ; 

And some who bed but talent for their crest , 
Or wealth, which b a passport 
Or even mere fashion, which indeed s IM »*• 
Recommendation ; and to be well drest 
Will very often supeisede the rest. 

XXIX. 

And since 'there’s safety In a multitude 
Of counsellors,' as Solomon hath aaid, ' 
Or some one for him, in some aegft gT* 

Indeed, we sec the daily proof display d, 

In senate at the bar, in wordy feud, 

Where’er coUeeiive wisdom can paradCi 
Which b the only course, that we cap gu« 

Of Britain’s present wealth aadbappipe»- _ 


aiy uds «we.'— SttMtSfasaa. 


DON JUAN. 


^73 


1823. 

XXX. 

But as ‘there's safety' grafted la the number 
* Of counsellors.' for men— thus for (he sex 
A large acquaintance lets not Virtue slumber ; 

Or, should it shake, the choice will more per* 
Variety iuelf vrill more encumber. Iplex— 
'Midst many rocks we guard more against 
wrecks. [some's 

And thus vdth women : bowsoe'er it shocks 
, Self-love, there's safety in a crotvd of coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

But Adeline had not the least occasion 
For such a shield, which leaves but little merit 
To virtue proper or good education. 

Her chief resource was in her own high spirit, 
Which judged mankind at their due esiimatioo ; 

And for coquetry, she disdain'd to wear It : 
Secure of admiration, its impression 
Was falot. as of an every-day possessioa. 

XXXIT. 

To all she was polite, without parade : 

To some she show'd attention of that kind 
Which flatters, but is flattery convey'd 
In such a sort as cannot 1 m ve hehind 
A trace unworthy either wife or maid 
A gentle, genial courtesy of mind, 

To those who were, or peal'd for. meritoriouSi 
Just to console sad glory for being glorious ; 

XXXtll, 

Which is in all respects, save now and then, 

* A dull and desolate appendage. Case 
Upon the shades of those distinguish'd men, 
Who were, or are. the puppc(<sbow$ of praise. 
The pnUse of persecution. Gase again 
On the most favour'd, and, amidst (he blase 
Of sunset halos o'er (he laureUbrow'd, 

What can ye recognire?— a gilded cloud. 

XXXtT. 

There also wos. of course, in Adeline, 

That calm pairfeUn polish in the address. 
Which ne'er can pass the equinoctial line 
Of anything which nature would express ; 
Just as a mandarin hnds nothing fine.— 

At least his manner suffers not to gums. 

That anything he views can greatly please 
Perhaps we have borrow’d this from (be Chinese, 

XXXV. 

Perhaps from Homes : his ' Nil •dvtirnri' 
Was what he calVd the ‘ Art of Happiness •’ 
Aa art on which the artlsu greatly va^ 

And have sot yet attain'd to much success * 
However, 'tis expedient to be wary : 

^ S Indifference, certes, don't produce distress • 
And rash enthusiasm, in good sod^ 

Were nothing but a moral inebriety.' 

XXXVI. 

But Adeline was not indiffisreat : foi 
{Nam for a commonplace 1) beneath the snow, 


As a volcano holds the lava more 
Within — (I «eirra. Shall 1 go on ? — No 1 
I hate to hum down a tired metaphor, 

So let the often-used volcano go. 

Poor thing ! How frequently l^ me and others. 
It baih been stirr'd up till its smoke quite 
smothers I 

XXXVII. 

rQ have another flgure in a (rice — 

What say you to a bottle of champagne ? 
Frosen into a very vinous ice, 

Which leaves few drops of (hat immortal rain 
Yet in the very centre, past all price, 

About a liquid glassful will remain ; 

And this is stronger than the strongest grape 
Could e'er express in its expanded shape : 

XXXVItl. 

11s (he whole ^irit brought to a quintessence ; 

And thus (he chilliest aspects may concentre 
A hidden nectar under a cold presence. 

I And such are manv— though I only meant her 
From whom I may deduce these moral lessons, 
On M’hich the M use has always sough t to en ter ; 
And your cold people are beyond all price, 
When once you've broken their confound^ ice. 

XXXIX. 

But. after all. (hey are a North-West Passage 
Unto the glowing India of the soul ; 

And as the good ships sen( upon that message 
Have not exactly ascertain'd the Pole 
(Though Parry's efforts look a lucky presage}, 
Thus gentlemen may run upon a sho^ ; 

For if (he Pole's not open, but all frost 
(A chance still), 'Us a voyage or vessel lost. 

XL. 

And young be^nners may as well commence 
With quiet cruising o'er the ocean, vroman : 
While those who are not beg innert should have 

[mon 

Enough to make for port, ere time shall sum- 
With his greysignai-fleg ; end the post tense, 
The dreary '/Mimut' of all things human. 
Must be declined, while life’s thin thread's spun 
out 

Between (be gaping heir and gnawing gout. 

XU. 

But heaven must be diverted : its diversion 
Is Sometimes truculeni— but never mind • 

The world upon the whole is worth the assertion 
(If but for comfort) that all things are kind : 
And that same devilish doctrine of the Persian • 
Of (be two principles, but leaves behind 
As many doubts as any other doctrine 
Has ever pushed Faith withal, or yoked her ia. 

XLtl. 

English winter— ending in July, 

To recommence in August— now was done. 
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'Tis the postilion’s paiaHise : wheels Hy : 

On roads, east, south, nonh, west, there b a 
But for posi'horscs w'ho finds symjiMhy ? [run. 

Man s pity's for himself, or for his son. 
Always premising that said son, at college, 

Has not contracted much more debt than koow' 
ledge. 

XU II. 

The London winter's ended in July— > 
Sometimes a little later. I <foD‘t err 
In this : whatever other blunders lie 
Upon my shoulders, here I must aver 
My Kfuse n glass of weaiherolt^y ; 

ror ParUnment Is our barometer : 

Let Radicals its other Acts attack : 

Its sessions form our only almanack. 

XLEV. 

When its quicksilver’s down at tero—lo 1 
Coach, chariot, luggage, baggage, equipage 1 
Wheels whirl from Carlton palace to Soho : 

And happiest they who horses can engage : 
The turnpi^(«s glow with dust ; and Rotten Row 
Sleeps from the chivalry of thb bright age ; 
And tradesmen, with long bills, and Icmger faces. 
Sigh— as the postboys fasten on (he (races. 

XLV. 

They and (heir Nils, 'Arcadians both,* * areleR 
To (he Greek kalends of another session. 

Alas ! (o them of ready cash bereft. (slon. 
What hope remains ? Of hopt the full posses* 
A generous draft, conceded as a gift. 

At a long date— till they can get a frtshm^ 
Hauk’d about a( a discount, small or large ; 
Also (he solace of an overcharge. 

XLVI. 

But these are trifles. Downward flies my lord. 

Nodding beside my lady in his carnage. 

Away I away I * Fresh horses I* are the word. 
And changed as quickly as hearts after mar* 
riage : (siored : 

The obsequious landlord hath (he change xc* 
The postboys have no reason to disparage 
Their fee; but ere the water’d wbeeb may hiss 
hence. 

The ostler pleads too for a reminiscence. 

XLVI I. 

’Tis granted ; and (he valet mounts (he dkkey— 
That gentleman of lords and gentlemen ; 

Also my lady’s gentlewoman, tncky, 

Trick'd out. but modest more than poet’s pen 
Can paint—* Cbn viaj^ino i Ruehit 
(Excuse ft foreign slipslop now and then, 

If but to show I’ve tra veil’d : and what's (nvel. 
Unless it teaches one (o quote and cavil ?) 

XLvni. 

The London winter and the country summer 
Wert well nigh over. Tb perhaps ft |rfty, 
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As thus : * On Thursday there was a grand din- 
ner : [name 

Present. Lords A. B. C/^Earls, dukes, by 
Anriounced with oo less pornp than victory’s 
winner : 

Then underneath, and in the very same 
Coluntn : date, 'Falmouth. Thee has lately 
been here 

The slap-dash regiment, so well known to 
Whose loss in the late action we regret : [fame. 
The vacancies are fill’d up — see G>3uiU' 


To Norman Abbey whirl’d the noble pair— 
And old. old monastery once, and now 
Still older mansion— of a rich and rare 
Mix’d Gothic, such as artists all allow 
Few specimens yet left us can compare 
Withal : It lies perhaps a little low, 
Because the monl^ preferr’d a hill behind, 
To shelter their devotion from the wind. 


It stood embosom’d in a happy valley, 

Crown'd ^ high woodland, where the Druid 
Stood, like Caractacus, in act to rally [oak 
His host, with broad arms 'gainst lae thunder* 
stroke ; 

And from beneath his boughs were seen to sally 
The dappled foresters— as day awoke, 

The branching stag swept down with all his herd. 
To quaff a brook which murmur’d like a bird. 

LVJI. 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake, 

Broad as transparent, dera, and freshy fed 
By a river, which itssoften’a way did take 
In currents through the calmer water spread 
Around : the wild fowl nestled in the hrw 
And sedges, brooding in their Liquid bed : 

The woods sloped downwards to its brink, and 
stood 

With their green faces fix'd upon the flood. 

LVIII. 

Its outlet dash'd Into a deep cascade 
Sparkling vrflh fc«m, unlil, .gala iul»iding. 
Its shriller echoes— Hke an infaoi made 
Qujet-*-sank into softer ripples, gliding 
I n to a rivulet ; and thus all.^y^d, 7 hWin r 
Pursued its course, now gleaming, and now 
Its windings through the woods t now clear now 
blue, ' 

According as the skies their shadows threw. 

Ltx. 

A glorious remnant of the Gothic pile 
(While yet the church was Rome’s! stood half 

t V . [eSS 

screen’d manvan 

Th^ last had disappear’d— a lo» to art • 

. frown’d superbly o'er the s<h\. 

And kindled feelings in the rougbot heart 


Which mourn’d (he power of time or tempest’s 
In garing on that venerable arch. [mai^. 


Within a niche, nigh to its pinnacle. [stone i 
Twelve saints had once stood sanctified in 
But these had fallen, not when the friars fell. 
But in the war which struck Charles from his 
throne. 

When each house was a fonalice— as tell 
The annals of full many a line undone— 

’The galUnl cavaliers, who fought in vain 
For tnose who knew not to resign or leign. 


But in a higher niche, alone, but crown'd. 

The Virgin Mother of iheOod-bom Child, 
With her Son in her blessed arms, look’d round, 
Spored by some chance, when all beside ivas 
spoifd ■ 

Sbe made the earth below seem holy ground. 

This may be superstiiion, weak or tvild ; 

But even the fain lest relics of a shrine 
Of any worship wake some thoughts divine. 

txti. 

A mighty window, hollow in the centre. 

Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings 
Through which the deepen’d glories once coukl 
enter, (wings 

Streaming from off the sun, like seraph's 
Njr yawns all desolate : now loud, new fainter, 
Tbegale sweeps through its fretwork, and oft 


Sings 

The owl his 


... . anthem, where the silenced quire 

Ije with tLcir baUelujahs, quench’d Uke fire. 

Lxni. 

But in the noontide of the moon, and when 
The wind is winged from one point of heaven, 
I here moans a strange unearthly sound, which 
Is musi^— adying accent, driven [then 

Through the huge arch, which soars and sinks 
again. 

Some deem it but the disunt echo, given 
^k to the night -wind by the waterfall. 

And harmonised by the old choral wall : 

LXIV. 

Otheis, that some original shape or form, 

^ power perchance, hath given tlie 

Cn»^h less than that of Memnon’s sia?S2! 
_ Bcyp< 8 rays, to harp at a fix ’d hour) 

To tius grey ruin with a voice to charm. 

Sad, but serene, it sweeps o’er tree or tower: 
?5l cause 1 know not, nor can solve ; but such 

II— <»noe perhaps toe 


And UndM feelings 


Amidst the court a Gothic fountain olav’d 
Symmetrical, but deck'd with car 
quauit— 


carvingr 
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Strange race$. like to men in masquerade. \ 
And here perhaps a monster, there a saint r 
The spring gush’d through grim n>ouths of 
granite made. 

And sparkled into ba^ns, where k spent 
Its little torrent in a thousand bubbles, 

Like mart’s vain gloty. and bis vainer troubles. 

LXTI. 

The mansion’s self was vast and venerable. 

With more of the monastic than has been 
Elsewhere preserved: the cloisters still were 
stable, 

The cells, too, and refectory. \ ween : 

An exquisite small chapel had^been al le> 

Still unimpair’d, to decorate the scene: 

The rest had been reform'd, replaced, or sunk 
And spoke more of the baron than the monk. 

LXVTI. 

Huge halls, long galleries, spacious chambers 
join'd 

By no quite lawful marriage of the arte. 

Might shock a connoisseur ; but, when com* 
bined. 

Form’d a whole which, irregular in parts. 

Vet left a grand impresslOT on the mind, 

At least of those whose eyes are in their hearts. 
We gaze upon a giant, for his stature ; 

Nor judge, at first, if all be true to nature. 

Lxvm. 

Steel barons, molten the next generation 
To silken rowsof gay and garter’d earls, 
Glanced from the walls in goodly preservation : 

And Lady Marys, blooming into girls. 

With fair long locks, had also kept their station: 

And countesses mature, in robes and pearls : 
Also some beauties of Sir Peter Lely, 

Whose drapery h i n t$ we may adm ire them freely. 

LXIX. 

Judges in very formidable ermine 

Were there, with brows that did not much 
invite 

The accused to think their lordships would deter- 
H is cause by lean! ng m uch from might to right : 
Bishops, who had not left a single sermon ; 

Aiiomeys-General, awful to the sight. 

As hinting more {unless our Judgments us| 
O f the * Star Chamber ’ than of * Habeas Corpus. 

XJCX. 

Generals, some all in armour, of the old 
And iron time, trt lead bad ta'en the l«d i 
Others in wigs of Marlborough’s marttal 
Huger than twelve of our degenerate : 
Lordlings, with sUS'« of while or keys of g>ld : 
Nimrods, whose canvas scarce contain d t^ 
steed : ^ 

And here and there some stem hrgh patnM 
Who could not gel the place for which be sued. 


LXXI. 

But ever and anon, to soothe your vidoo, 
Fatigued with these hereditary glorUs, 
There rose a Carlo Dolce or a Titiafl. 

Or wilder group of savage Salvatore's?* 
Here danced Albano's boys ; and here the » 
shone 

In Vemet's oc«an*lights : and there the stones 
Of martyrs awed, as Spagooletto tainted 
His brush with all the blood of all the sainted. 

LXXII. 

Here sweetly spread a landscape of Lorraine ; 

T^re Rembrandt made his darkness 
Of gloomy Caravaggio’s gloomier slain [vgM, 
Bronzed o'er some lean and stoic ancboriie : 
But. h. a Teniers woos.and not in vain. 

Your eyes to revel in a livelier sight : 

His bell-mouth'd goblet makes me feel qui« 
Danish t 

Or Dutch, with thirst— what, ho I a flask « 
LXXIII. 

Oh. reader ! if that thou canst read,— and kno» 
Tis not enough to spell, or even to read, 

To constitute a reader : there must go 
Virtues of which both you and I have neeo. 
Firstly, begin with the beginning-Jthougn 
That clause is hard); and, secondly, * 

Thirdly, commence not with the end— or, sinnms 
In this sort, end at last with the beginning. 

LXXIV. 

But, reader, thou hast patient been of 
While I, without remorse of rhyme or iw. 
Have built and laid out ground at such a 
Dan Pheebus takes me for an auciioneff* 
That poets were so from their earbesi date. 

By Homer’s ' catalogue of ships is clear , 
But a mere modem must be moderator 
I spare you, then, the furniture and plate* 

LXXV. 

The metlow autumn came, and with 
The promised party, to enjoy its sweets. 

The com is cut, the manor full of game . 

The pointer langes, and the sporttmao 
In russet jacket lycix*Uke >s his 
Full grows his bags, and 
Ah, nui-broum partndges I Ah, o 

AndS, ye poachers I— ’tis no sport for peasants* 

LXXVI. 

An English autumn, though it hath 
Blushing with Bacchant coronals 
o-er which U.e Hi 

•nS^red grape in the sunny to dsofs onp^ 
H»lh yet a purchawd 
The claret Ughl. and. the Madeira strong. 
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If Britain mourn her bleakness, vre can tell her 
The very beet of viseyaxds is the cellar. 

XJCXVK, 

Then, if she hath not that serene decline 
Which makes the southern autunn’s day 
appear 

As if 'twould to a second spring resign 
The season, rather than to winter drear, — 

Of inn-door comforts still she hath a min^^ 
The sea* coal Ares, the ' earliest of the year 
Without doors, 100, she may compete in mellow. 
As what is lost in green is gain'd in yellow. 

LXXVlIt. 

And for the effeminate vilUg/^Utura— 

Rife with more horns than bounds— she hath 
So animated, that it nught allure a {the chase 
Saint from his beads to join the jocund nice * 
Even Nimrod's self might leave the ^ns of 
Dura.* 

And wear the Melton jacket for a space ; 

If she hath no wild boars, sl.e hath a ume 
Preserve of bores who ought to be made game. 

UCXIX. 

The noble guesu assembled at the Abbey 
Coftsiited of*— we give the sex the 
The Duchess of Titr-FuUce, the Countess 
Crabby ; 

The Ladies Scilly, Busey Miss Eclat. 

Mtss DoTiibaxeen, Miss Maesuy. Miss aTabby, 
And Mrs Rabbi, the rich banker's souaw ; 
Also the Honourable Mrs Sleep, 

Who look'd a white lamb, yet was a black sheep ; 

LXXX. 

With other Countesses of Blank—but rank * 

At once the ' lie ' and the kUtt of crowds.' 
Who pass Uke water filter'd In a taiUc. 

All purged and pious from their native clouds * 
Or paper turn’d to money by the Bank : 

No matter how or why, the passport shrouds 
TT)e and tl» past ; for good society 
Is no less famed for tolerance than piety— 

LXXXI. 

Thnl is, up to a certain point ; which point 
Forms the most difficult in punctuatMO, 
Appearances appear to form the joint 
On which it hinges in a higher station : 

And so that no explosion cry. * Aroint 
I'hce, witch r or each Medea has her Jason - 
Or (to the point with Horace and with PuJdl 
* Omut tuh/punttum, mi tern it stiiU ditUi: 

LXXXtt. 

I «n'i exactly trace their rule of right. 

Which bath a little leaning to a lottery. 

I ve seen a virtuous woman put down qute 
By the mere combinatioo of a coterie 
Also a so-so matron boldly fight 
I icr way back to the world, by dint of ploitery ; 


ia AjBjrria 


And shine Ibe very SiHa of the sph^es. 
Escaping with a few slight, scarless sneers. 

Lxxxni. 

1 have seen more than TU say but we will see 
How our vitUggiatura wifi get on. 

The pt^y might consist of thirty-three. 

Of highest caste— the Brahmins of the ten, 

I have named a few, not foremost in degree. 

But u'en at hazard as the rhyme may run. 

By way of crinkling, sc.'itier’d amongst these, 
There also were some Irish absentees. 

LXXXIV. 

There was rarolles. too, the legal bully, 

Who limits all his battles to the bar 
And senate : when invited elsewhere, truly, 

He shows mon appetite for words than war. 
There was the young bard Rackrbyme, who had 
newly 

Come out, and glimmer'd as a six weeks’ star ; 
There was Lord Pyrrl^i. too, the great free- 
thinker : 

And Sir John Potiledeep, the mighty drinker. 
LXXXV. 

There was the Duke of Dash, who was a— duke, 

* Ay, every Inch a ' duke ; there were twelve 
peers 

Like Charlemagne's— and all such peers in look 
And intellect, that neither eyes nor ears 
For commoners had ever them mistook. 

Thnn were the six Miss Rawbolds— pretty 
dears! ^ ' 

AU song and sentiment, whose hearts were set 
Less on a convent than a coronet ; 

LXXXVI. 

Thm were four Honourable Misters, whose 
Ho^r was mote before their names than 
after; 

There was (he preux Chevalier de la Ruse. 
Whom France and Fortune lately deign'd to 
waft here. b « 

Whose cliiefly harmless talent was to amuse ; 

But the clubs found it rather serious laughter, 
B^we— such was his magic -power to please— 
Tbc dice seem d charm'd, too, with his repartees. 

LXXXVI 1. 

**** metaphysidan, 
Who loved i^ilosophy and a good dinner ; 
Ai«k. trie m-dtJUH/ mathematician • 

Sir Henry Silvcrcup, the great race winner. 

And tord Au|ustus Fit,-PUoug«nM. 

Good at all things, but better at a bi 

LXXXVlll. 

-feS?”- P»rtsraAa ; 

And GefiaalTire&ce, famous in cbe field, 
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A great Uctician zrtd no Iks a swordsman. 

Who ale, last war, more Yankees than be 

[Hardsman, 

There w.^s the wag^sh Welsh judge, JefferiK 
In his grave office so completely ski I I'd. 

That, when a culprit came for condem nation. 
He Imd his judge s joke for consolation. 


LXXX'fX. 

Good company's a chess-board— there are kings, 
Queens, bishops, knights, rooks, pawns: the 
world's a game ; 

Save that the puppets ; ul! at their own strings. 
Methinks gay Punch hath something of the 
same. 

My Muse, the butterfly, hath but her wings. 

Not stiugs, and flits through ether without aim, 
Alighting rarely were she but a hornet, [it. 
Perhaps there might be vkes which would mourn 


xciv. 


If all these seem an heterogerieous mass 
To be assembled at a country seat, 

Yet think, a specimen of ever^' class 
Is belter than a humdrum 
The days of Comedy are gone, alas, 

W’heo Congreve’s fool could vie with Moliiwt 
Society is sooth’d to chat excess, 

That manners hardly difler more than dress 


xcv. 


Our Ttdlculef are kept in the background— 
Ridiculous enough, but also dull : 
Professions, loo. are no more to be found 
Professional : and there is nought to cull 
Of folly's fruit : for though your fools abouM. 

^m,A .xM .xArrk r>)^ nssns le 


They're barren, and not worth the paJ« 


xc. 


I had forgotten— but must not forget— 

An oraior, the latest of the session, 

Who had deliver'd vtell a s'ery set fgression 
Smooth speech, his first and maidenly trans 
Upon debate: the papers echoed yet fsion 
With his<f^^«/, which made a strong impres 
And rank’d with what is every day display'd— 

' The best first speech that ever yet was made.’ 


xct. 


Proud of his 'Hear hims I’ proud, too, of his 
And lost virginity of oratory. [>*010 

Proud of his learning pusi enough to quote), 

He revell'd in his Ciceronian glory : 

With memory excellent lo get by role, 

With wit to hatch a pun or tell a sto^. 
Graced with some merit and with more emrontery, 
*His country’s pride,’ he came down to the 
country, 

XCII. 


There also were two wits by acclamatloo. 
Longbow from Irefand,Strongbrow* from the 
Tweed, 

Both lawyers, and both men of education j 
Rut Strongbow's wit was of more polish’d 
longbow was rich in an imagination [breed : 

As beautiful and bounding as a steed. 

But sometimes stumbling over a potato— 

While Strongbow’s best things might have come 
from Cato. 

XCIIT. 

Strongbow was like a new-tuned harpuchord ; 

But Longbow wild as an iEolian harp. 

'With which the winds of heaven can chim 
accord. 

And make a mu^, whether fiat or sharp. 

Of Strongbow’s talk you would not change a 
word] [ewp: 

At Lo&gbow*s phrases you might soraetimK 
Both wits— one bom so, and the other bred, 

This by his heart— his rival by Ids liead. 


Society is nou' one polish’d horde, ^ . 
Form'd of two niighiy tribes, llie ^ 
JSor^. 

XCVJ. 

But from being farmers we turn 

The^scaniy but right well thresh’d ca« ^ 
And, gentle reader I when you gather me^C* 
You may I* Boas, and I— modest Rujn- 
Further I d quote, but Scripture intervening 
Forbids. A great impression in my yeutn 
Was made by Mrs Adan»$, where she cnes. 
'That Scriptures out of church a« 
phemies.' * 

XCVII. • 


(pull. 


But what wc can, we glean in this vile . . 

Of chaff, although our gleanings be not gT>»‘' 
I must not quite omit the talking sa«, 
Kit-Cat. tM famous converseuonisr, 

Who, in his common* place book, had a tap 
Pix pared each mom for evenings. 

•Alas, poor ghost I '-What unexpected wo« 
Await those who have studied their 


xcvtn. 

icstly. they must allure the eonvcrsaiiofli 
By many windings, lo their clever cIcncD , 
And secondly, must let slip nooc^oo. 

Nor (abate) their hearers of an <»*«, 
But take an ell— and make a great section, 
If possible ; and thirdly, never fimcD 
When some smart talker puU them to ihe.^' 
But sei» the last word, which no doubts w 
best 

xcix. 


Lord Heniy and bis lady were the tctfts: . 

' 1 V j the guo** ' 


The party we have touch'd on 
Tbeif (able was a board to tempt even gh«is 
To pass the Siyi fw more subsiannal teasa. 


4 
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I will not dwell upon ragouts or roasts, Which, like a creed, ne er says all Ji intends. 

Albeit aU human history attests But. full of cunning as Ulysses* whistle. 

That happiness for man— the hungry aoner I— When he allured poor Dolon you had belter 
Since Eve ate apples, much depends on dinner. Take care wliai you reply to such a letter, 


C. 

Witness the lands which ' flow'd with rnilk and 
honey.' 

Held out unto the hungry Israeutes : 

To this we have added since the love of money, 
The only sort of pleasure which rei^uites. 
Youth fades, and leaves our days no longer 
We tire of mistresses and parasites \ [sunny; 
But oh, ambrosuil cash 1 
thee? 

When we no more can use, or even abuse, thee ? 
Cl. 

Tlie genilemen got up betimes to shoot, 

Or hunt : the young, because they liked (he 
sport— 

The nrst thing boys like, after play and fruit : 

The midd1e*aged, to make the day more short ; 
For tnnui is a growth of English root. 

Though nameless in our language : wc retort 


CVJ. 

Then there were UtUards ; cards, too. * but no 
dice 

Save in the clubs, no man of honour plays 
Boats when '(was water, skating when ’(was ice, 
And the hard frost dirsiroy'd the seeming 
And angling, loo. thnt solitary vice. [days ; 
Whatever I {.oak Walton sings or says : 

Ah, who would lose I The quaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in his gullet 

Shoukl have a lu>ok, and a small trout to pull it.* 

evil. 

When evening came il>e banquet and the w’lne : 

The cooversaxione ; (he duet, 

Aiiuned by voltes more or less divine 

a heart or head aches with the memory yet). 

>ur kliss Raw bolds in a glee would shine : 
But the two youngest loved more to be set 
Down to (lie harp, because to music’s charms 


arms. 


eviH. 


Thefac? for words, and let the French translate graceful necks, white hands aad 

That awful yawn which sleep cannot abate. 

cti. 

The elderly walk’d through the library, 

And tumbled books, or criticised (he jHetures. 

Or saunter’d through the garden piteously. 

And made upon the hot-house several stric* 
turns. 

Or rode a nag which trotted not too high. 

Or on the morning papers read (heir lectures. 

Or on the watch (heir longing eyes would flx. 

Longing, at sixty, for (he hour of six. 


cm, 


But none were ,* (he great hour of union 


Sometimes a dance (though rarely on field days. 

For then the gentlemen were rather tired) 
Diwiay’d some sylph*bke figures in its mose : 
Then (here uas small-talk ready when 
required ; 

Flirtation— but decorous ; the mere praise 
Of charms that should or should not be ad- 
mired. 

The hunters fought their (ox'hunt o'er again, 
And (hen retreated soberly— at ten. 

Cix. 


Was rung bydinner[i knell ; till then all were] The politicians, In a nook apart, 


Masters of their own time— or in communion, 

Or solitary, as they chose to bear [known. 
The hours, which how to pass is but to fewi 
Each rose up at his own, and bad (o spare 
What time he chose for dress, and broke his fast 
When, where, and how he chose for that repast. 

CIV. 

The ladies— some rouged, some a Little pale— 

M et (be mom as (hey might. If 6 ne, they rode, 
Or walk'd ; If fou). they read, or told a tale. 

Sung, or reheaised the last dance from abroad ; 
Discuss'd the fashion which might next prevail. 
And settled bonnets, by the newest code. 

Or eramm'd twelve sheeis into one lie tic letter, 
To make each correspondent a new debtor. 

cv. 

For some had absent lovers, all bad friends. 

The earth has nothing like a she^pisde. 

And hardly heaven— b«ause it never eixLs. 

I love Uis mystery of a female t. 


Dbcuss'd the world, and settled all the spheres: 
The wits watch'd every loophole for their art. 
To introduce a ioH-moi, head and ears. 

Small is the rest of ihos^who would be smart ; 
A moment s good thing may have cost them 
years 


It Iwvc tivfW Ma buBiinlrr TMt teiitU 

MaJ »lMia H is • wade W ^ue(» IsBtonBsi ili* 

■wveMsk f sb«« «beir for n^rti Aiid old 

l o o f s . tCAcIwi tear lo s«« y|i froci, tnd broak iheir lexs t>y 
Wdjro(«i|tevMieM, tfk oddxtMto ;ti« «n oranKlIot, the cruc), 
le>i. aadihewoptdca oTpieicMdcdsiQfU. TUev 

Mr «Alh abow* «h« hcsuti«> of nstwie, but the aneler nvewlr 
rhiaks ot h'V n*sh of Svh ; he has ne leisure to Use his eyes 
OoWk o# the iCrcuis. *>*4 k doi^e ht/e It worth lo Inm ni.ire 
Hub aa the Kenefr afounfl. Hestdes. tome SJi Uhr l>oi oa 
a i9lar4«r, • Bhsle. the shark. aaJ the tunr Ashen hevo 

luiBtehol Of aoUe aad pe/ileus la (hors: even aciu^imf. 
trawha^. a«„ are aM«c buaaaedad utefid ; bBaqgUn^ i Ka 
ewIeT ua lie a food Baa. 

'bae ed the aca J ercr koew— as hsmaa. dcUcsie* 
■•iDded, feaoeus. aad eaocllest a creature as any In the 
■rarld— was aa sa|ilet : «ne. he %i«led wlU) painted Aiei. ai^ 
wvaUhare beeB>aca|ut4eorihc est(ara^oa«M o( (. Wniceib* 
The above aoditioh «aa laade by a Mead In rcsftinr over 
the MS — *^tc^ /orcme.* I lure i( to ceuater- 
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Before they find an hour to introduce it, 

And then, even tfun» some bore may make them 
lose it. 

cx. 

But all was ^ntle and aristocratic 
In this our party ; polish'd, smooth, and cold, 
Phidian forms cut out of marble Attic. 
There now are no Squire Westerns, as of old ; 
ind our Sophias are net so emphatic, 

But fair as then, or fairer to ^hold. [Tones. 
We have no accomplish'd blackguards, like Tom 
But gentlemen in stays, as stiff as stones. 


CXI. 

separated at an early hour ; 

Toat is, ere Didiugbt-^liich b Loodosi 
noon : 

But in the countiy, ladies seek tbdr bower 
A little earlier than the waniog mooa. 

Peace to the slumbers of each folded flower— 
May the rose call back its true colour mb I 
Good hours of fair cheeks are the fairest Uotera 
And lower the price of rouge— at least so« 
winters. 


CANTO THE FOURTEENTH. 


1S23. 


I. 

Ip from great nature's or our own abyss 
Of thought, we could but scutch a certainty, 
Perhaps mankind might find the pathtbey miss— 
But then ‘twould spoil much good philosophy 
One system eats another up, aM this 
Much as old Saturn ate his progeny ; 

For when his pious consort gave him stones 
In lieu of sons, of these be made no bones. 

u. 

But System doth reverse the Titan's breakfast. 

And ears her parents, albeit the digestion 
Is dIfficiiU. Pray tell me. can you make fast, 
After due search, your faith to any question ? 
Look back o'er ages, ere unto the stake fast 
You bind yourself, and call some mode the 
best one. 

Nothing more true than n9t to trust your senses \ 
And yet what are your other evidences ? 

iti. 

For me, T know nought : nothing 1 deny. 

Admit, reject, contemn ; and what know.Swa. 
Kxcept, perhaps, that you were bom to die ? 

And both may. after all, turn out untrue. 

An age may come. Font of Eternity, 

When nothing shall be either old or new. 
Death, so call'd, is a thing which makes men 
weep ; 

And yet a third of life is pass'd la sleep. 


IV. 


A sIot Without dieacns, after a rough day 
Of toll, is what we covet most ; and yet 
clay shrinks back bom more qoiesceot day I 
The very suicide that pays his debt 
At once vothoutiosuimeals (an old way 
Of paying debts, which creditors regret} 

Lets out impatiently his rushing breath 
Less from dtsgust oflife than dread 


V. 

'TIs round him, near him, here, iberei tvtsT 

And there's a eouraje which 
Perhaps of all most desperate, which wiHO^ 
The worst to Ammi it when the 

Their peaks beneath your humtt 

You took down o'er the precipice, end W 
The gulf of rock yawos,-you cant gs« 

Without ao awful wish to plunge wJthip ^ 

VI. . 

TIs tnie, you don'l-but, pale and siw« m 

Re'thST’but look into your 
And you will find, though shuddering 

Of™ymjr own thoughts, in all their 
The lurking bias, be It truth or 
To the unknown ; a secret P«P?^?yoB 
To plunge with all your fears— but wo®* 

And that’s the reason why you do— of do nok 


VI[. 


But what 
Gent 


lal's this to the purpose? 

i. reader, nothing r 

For which my sole excuse >*- oo* 
Sometimes with, und somcames wiu* 

I write what's uppermost, withwt . 

This narnnive Toot meant fbr.naJ»0«' 
But a mere airy and ^‘^-Anolac* 

To buiW up common things w “ 

You know, or don't know, thatgi®!^®^!^ 
‘ ning up a straw, 'twi'l show the way 

blows ; ’ t hreaih* 

And such a straw, borne on by buiti«i , 
la poesy, according as the miodglov* . 
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A paper kite which dies 'twut life and death, 

A shadow which the onward soul behind 
throws : 

And mine s a bubble, not blown up for praUe. 
But just to play with, as an Infant plays. 

IX. 

The world is all before me-H)r behind ; 

For I have seen a portion of chat same. 

And quite enough for me to keep in mind 
Of passions too (*ve proved enough to blame, 
To (he great pleasure of our frieuds. mankind, 
Wholike to mis some slight alloy with fame ; 
For 1 was rather famous in my time, 

Until 1 fairly knock'd it up with rhyme. 

X. 

I have brought (his world about my ears, and eke 
The other : (hat's to say, the clergy — who 
Upon my head have bid their thunders break, 

[n pious libels by no means a few. 

And yet 1 can’t help scribbling once a week, 
Tiring old readers, nor discovering new. 

In youth t wrote because my mind was full, 

And now because I feel it growing dull. 

XI. 

But * why then publish >' There are no rewards 
Of fame or pr^t. when the world grows weary. 
1 ask In turn,— Whv do you play at cards? 

Why drink ? why read ^To make some 
hour less dreary. 

It occupies me to turn back regards 
On what Tve seen or ponder’d, sad or cheery : 
And what I write, I cast upon (he stream. 

To swim or slnk^rve baa at least my dream. 

Xlf. 

I think (hat. were I attain of success, 

1 hardly could compose another line ; 

So long rve battled either more or less. 

That no defeat can dnve me from tbe Nine, 
This feeling ’tis not easy to express. 

And yet tis not affected, I opine. ~ 

In play, (here are (wo pleasures for your chMS* 
The one is winning, and the other I^og. 

Xtll. 

Besides, my Muse by no means deal in 5ciion : 

She gathers a repertory of facts. 

Of course with some reserve aod slight restriction. 
But mostly sings of human things and ae(»~ 
And (hat's one cause she meets with contra- 
diction. 

For too much truth at £rst sight ne’er attracts ; 
And were her object only whars call'd glory. 
With more ease too she'd tell a difiereot $(o^. 

XIV. 

Love, war, a (empest^urely there's variety ; 

AIm a seasoning slight of luculmtlon ; 

A bird's-eye view, loo. of that wild. Society ; 

A slight glance thrown on men of every statin. 


If you had nought else, here’s at least satiety, 
Both in perfom\ance and in preparation : 

Aod (hough these lines should ooly line port- 
manteaus. 

Trade will be all tbe better for these cantos. 

XV. 

The portion of (his world which I at present 
Have uken up. to All the following sermon, 
la one of whkh there's no description recent : 

The reason why is easy to determine : 
Although it seems both prominent and pleasant. 
There is a sameness in its gems and ermine. 

A dull and family likeness through all ages. 

Of no great promise for poetic pages. 

XVI. 

With much to excite, there's Utile to exalt ; 

Nothing (hat speaks to all men and all limes ; 
A sort of varnish over every fault 
A kind of commonplace, even in (heir crimes ; 
Factitious passion, wtt without much salt. 

A want of that true nature which sublimes 
Whate'er it shows with (ruth : a smooth mo- 
notony 

Of character. In those at least who’ve got any. 

XVII. 

Sometimes, indeed, like soldiers off parade, 

They br^ (heir ranks, and gladly leave the 
drill : 

But then the roll-call draws them back afraid. 
And (bey must be or seem what they were ; 
Doubtless it is a brilliant masquerade. [still 
But when of the 6rst sight you've had your £11. 
It palls— at least it did so upon me. 

This paradise of pleasure and ennui. 

XVIH. 

When we have made our love, and gamed out 
gaming, [more : 

Drest, voted, shone, and, maybe, something 
With dandies dined; heard senators declaiming ; 

Seen beauties brought to market bv the score. 
Sad rakes to sadder husbands chastely taming ; 

There's little left but to be bored or bore, 
Witness those ei^evanijfuna h 0 mm<t who stem 
The stream, itor leave the world which leaveih 
them. 

XIX. 

Tis said— indeed, a general complaint — 

That no one has succeeded in describing 
The mande exactly as (bey ought to paint : 

Some say that authors only snatch, by bribing 
The porter, some slight scandals strange and 
quaint. 

To furnish matter for their moral gibing ; 

And that their books have but one style in com- 
mon— 

My lady's prattle, filter'd through her woman. 

XX. 

But this can't well be true Just now ; for writers 
Are grown of tbe mentU a part poteauu : 
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iht scale with 


xxn. 


I've thtta balaoce evea the scale with 

fighters, XXVI, 

when young, for that's essentia]. * Petticoat influence ' is a great reproach, 
''j^y tlo their sketches faiJ them as indiiers Which even (hose who obey would faio I 

P' what they deem themselves most conse- thought 
rhe rta/ portrait of the highest tribe ? foueniial To fly from, as from hungry pikes a roach ; 

. .>* • T\. , . 7 ' ' 




faiD be 


'Tis that, in fact, there's little to describe. 


But since beneath n, upon earth, veit 
brought. 

By varkius joltings of life's hackney coach, 

1 for one venerate a petticoat— 


I 2 ^ 7 » .V .. * WHC vcneraie a peiucoai— 

\ . A garment of a mysiicaJ sublimity, 

r^rs TOtn^ ntt. hiir «fiU art an/t rv.._ vr* . . 3^'"^ ^ 


^ ‘ U whether russet, silk, or dimity, 

iwow i could much more easily sketch a harem, 

A battle, wreck, or history of the heart, ['em xxvu. 


Than these things : and. besides. Iwidiiosoare ^ r» 

For reasons which I choose to keep apart^^ 


In my young days, that chaste and goo^ 
htch hold a treasure Uke a miser's noaid. 


A golden scabbard on a Damasque sword, 


And therefore what 1 throw off is ideal— 


Lower'd, leaven'd, like a history of 
masons ; 

Which bears the same relaiiori to the real. 


A loving letter with a mystic s^, 

A cure for grief— for what can ever rankle 

V. * ^ - , « - _l.i_ 


history of free-j Before a petticoat and peeping ankle 


xxvnt. 


lojawn's. And when, upon a silent, sullen day, 
The grand areanum s not for men to see all r with a sirocco, for example, blow-inf 


My music has some mystic diapasons : 

And (here U much which could not be appreci- 
In any manner by (he uninitiated. fated 


xxni. 


Alas t worlds fall— and woman, since she fell’d To catch a glimpse even of a pretty peasant. 

The world (as, since (hat history, less polite 
Than true, hath been a creed so strictly held). XX (x. 

Has not yet gtven up the practice C|uiie. vVe left our heroes and our heroine „ 
Pt»r thing of usages 1 coerred, compelVd, fj iha® fai^dime whi^ don't depend oo efr 

vjcum when wrong, and martyr oft when mate 

. V1J V j # , Quite Independent of (he Zodiac's sigM. 

Condemn d to child-b^, as men, for their sins» Though rertaioly more difficult to rty»e*^ 
Have shaving too entailed upon their chins,- Because the sun, and stars, and aught 

Mounuins, and all we can be mo« sublime •*» 


When ei-en the sea looks dim 'rith all its sp«y« 
^t- And sulkily the fiver's ripple's flowing, 
fated And the sky shows that very ancient grey, 
The sober, sad antithesis to glowing, 

*Tis pleasant, if /Aen anything is pleasant, 
ell’d To catch a glimpse even of a pretty peasant. 


xxtx. 


We left our heroes and our herolnea „ 
la that fair clime which don't depend on cn* 


I mate. 

'Q^e Independent of (he 


XXIV. 


. Are there oft dull and dreary as a duK— 

A daily plague, which, in the tggr^te, Whether a sky's or tradesman’s is all on*. 

May average, on the whole, the parturition ; 

But as to women, who can penetrate xxx. 

The real suffering of iheir riie condih'on } An in-door life is less poelieel : ^ . ,‘*5 

Men s very syrnpaihv wiih ihcir esuie And oul-oMoor hath showers, and onsls, »"» 

Has much of selfishness and more su^idon. Wjib which I could not brew a pastoral* 
Tbelr love, their virtue, benufv, education, Bui be it as it may a bard must meet 

But form good housekeepers, to breed a natka. Ail difficuliics, whether gr«l or small. 

To spoil his underfaJting or complete* 

And work away, like spirit upon 

All this were very well, and can’t be better ; Embarrass’d somewhat both with fire ana 
But even this is difficult, Heaven knows, 

Sc many troubles from her birth beset her, xxxi. 

Such small distinction betw-een friends and ]uao— in (his respect at least like woi^ 

^<^s, Was all things unto p*^le of all 


An in*door life Is less poetical ; 

And out-of-door hath showers, and oust* 


The gilding w-ears so soon from off her fetter, 
Thai— but ask any woman if she'd choose 
Q*ake bet at thirty, that U) to have been 
Female or male ^ a scbool-boy or a queen 7 


And lived contentedly, without complain* 

In camps, in ships, in cottages, or ccu;^,. 
Bora with that happy soul which , 

And mingling modestly in toils or 
He likewise could be mcot things 
Without the coxcombry of certsua Mr 


(Her. Ctf& L 10. ad a] 
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A fox-hunt to a foreifner b strann : 

'Tis also subject to the double dangfer 
Of tumbling first, and having, in exchange. 

SoTTi e pleasant J esting a t the awkward stranger : 
But juan had been early taught to range 
The wilds, as doth an Arab turn'd avenger ; 
So that his horse, or chafer, hunter, hack. 
Knew that he had a rider on hb ba^. 

XXXItl. 

And now in this new held, with some applause. 
He clear’d hedge, ditch, and double post and 
rail. 

And never crant4.* and made but 
And only fretted when (he scent *gan fail. 

He broke, tis true, some statutes of the laws 
Of hunting— for the sagesi youth b frail : 
Rode o’er ilie hoasds. it may be, now and then. 
And once o'er several country gentlemen. 

XXX tv. 

Rut, on the whole, to general admiration 
He acquitted both himself and horse : (he 
squires 

Marven'd at merit of another nation ; 

The boors cried, 'Dang it, whu’d have thought 
i(?*-^res. 

The Nestors of the snorting generation, 

Swore praises, ana rcealid their former fires : 
The huntsman's self relented to a grin, 

And rated him almost a whipper*iA. 

XXXV. 

Such were hb trophies— not of spear and shield. 
But leaps, and bursts, and sometimes foxes' 
brushes ; 

Yet 1 must own— although tn (his 1 yield 

To patrio: sympathy a Briton's biushe 

He thought at heart, like courtly Chesterfield, 
Who. after a long chase oW hiUs, dales, 
bushes. 

And what not. though he rode beyond all price. 
Ask’d, next day, * if men ever hunted twiu.' t 

XXXVI. 

He also had a quality uncommon 
'I'o early risers after a long diase. 

Who wake in winter ere the cock can summon 

December s drowsy day to hb dull race 

A quality agreeahU: to woman. 

When her soft, liquid words run on apace. 
Who likes a listener, whether saint or sinner- 
lie did not (all asleep just after dinner, 


• T» miM U. w wm. ta c: 

d«n«w« t ftotlMM wwrMf m SUaMk 

Imk b«ror« b* Uiixd.^ miim te 
•Hkh la the Seld a«tb«c«MM Mo* 
iboM » K« W *~iuiiinritj WWad Ute « 
• Sir. ir d'.**! cbeow t» Ub« tbc lead. let 


xxxvn. 

But, light and airy, stood on the alert, 

And sh^ie in the best part of dialogue. 

By humouring always what (hey might assert. 

And listening to the topics most in vogue ; 
Kow' gra>‘e. now gay. but never dull or perl : 

And smiling but m secret^<unnir.g rogue! 
He ne’er presumed to make an error clearer 
In short, there nci’er was abetter hearer. 

xxxvrti. 

And then he danced— all foreigners excel 
The serious Angles in the eloquence 
Of pantomime— he (ktnccd. 1 say. right well. 

With empharis. and also w kb good sense — 

A thing in footing indbpensable : 

He danced without theatrical pretence ; 

Not like a ballet-master in the van 
Ofhis drill’d nymphs, but like a genllcmac). 

XXXIX. 

Chaste were his steps, each kept within due 
bound. 

And elegance w as sprinkled o’er hb figure . 
Ufe sw ift Camilla. he scarce skimm’d the ground. 
And rather held in than put forth his vigour ; 
And then he had an ear for music's sound. 

Which might defy a crotchet critic's rigour : 
Such cUssk war flaws— set off our hero. 

He glanced like a peronified Bolero ; 


•hJeb K«b«rdUy M« (b« WfM 
for ihoui^h • rile born aa 
bgb^. ihMufb ■hkh. eader* 
■Tibi feria*. 

f Sm bJe Lescrt to Ut So^ 


1^ ceociaua MMk. 
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Or like a flying Hour before Aurora, 

In Guido’s ramows fresco, which alone 
Is worth a tour to Rome, although no more a 
Remnant were there of the old world’s sole 
throne. 

The /airr eMjfmi/t of hb movements wore a 
Grace of the soft ideal seldom shown. 

And ne'er to be described : for. to ihe dolour 
Of bards and prosers. words are void of colour. 


No marvel then he was a favourite : 

A full-grown Cupid, very much admired j 
A little spoilt, but by no means so quite ; 

At least he kept hb vanity retired. 

Such was his tact, he could alike delight 
The chaste, and those who're not so much in- 
spired : 

pie Duchess of Rlt-Fulkc, who loved tratassi- 
Began to treat him witli some small agaftrie. 

XLIT. 

She was a fine and somewhat full-blown blonde. 
Desirable, distinguish'd, celebrated 
For sescral w inters in the grand, /rcarf monde. 

Id rather not say what might be related 
Of her expWis, for thb were (Icklbh ground • 
Bc^es. there might be folsehood in what's 
stated ; 

Her late performance had been a dead set 
At Lord Augustus Fita-PUntageDet. 
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XUII. 

This noble personage began to look 
A Utile black upon this new flirtation : 

But such small licences must lovers brook. 

Mere freedoms of the female corporaiioo. 
Woe to the man who ventures a rebuke \ 

'Twill but precipitate a situaiion 
Extremely disagr^ble. but common 
To calculators, when they count on woman. 

XLtV. 

The drcle smiled, then whisper'd, and then 
sneer'd ; 

The Misses bridled, and the matrons frown'd: 
Some hoped things might not turn out as they 
fear'd ; [found ; 

Some would not deem such women could be 
Some ne'er believed one>ba1f of what they heard; 

Some look'd perplex'd, and others look'd pr^ 
And several pitied, with sincere regret, [found; 
Poor Lord Augustus Fiis*Ptantageoet. 

XLV. 

But what is odd, none ever named the Duke, 
Who, one might think, was something in the 
affair ; 

True, be was absent, and. 't was rumour'd, look 
But small concern about (he wh«n, or where, 
Or what his consort did : If he could brook 
Her gaieties, none had a right to stare. 

Theirs was that best of unions, past all doubt. 
Which never meets, and therefore can't fall out. 

XLVt. 

But oh that t should ever pen so sad a line I 
Fired with an abstract love of virtue, she. 

My Dian of the Ephesians, Lady Adeline. 

^gan to think (he Duchess' conduct free : 
Regretting much that she had chosen so bad a 
And waxing chiller in her courtesy, [line, 
Lo^'d grave and pale to see her friend's fragility. 
For which most friends reserve (heir sensiMity. 

XLvn. 

There's nought in this bad world like sympathy: 

'Tis so bewmiog to the soul and face ; 

Sets to soft music the harmonious sigh, 

And robes sweet friendship in a Brussels lace. 
Without a friend, what were humanity, 

To hunt our errors up with a good grace? 
Consoling us with~' would you bad thought 
twice I 

Ah 1 if you bad but follow'd my advice \ ' 
XLVIII. 

Oh, Job I you had two friends: one's quite 
Especially when we are ill at ease : [enough, 
They axe but bad pilots when the vreatba's 
rcjgb : 

Doctors less famous for their cures than fees. 
Let no nan grumble when his friends fall off, 
As (hey wUl do Uke leaves at the first brme : 


When your affairs come round, one wa; or 
t'other, 

Go to tbe cofi^house, and take another.* 

XLIX. 

But this is not my maxim : had it been, 

Some heart-aches had been spared ac: jtt I 
care not— 

I would not be a tortmse in his screen 
Of stubborn shell, which waves and weather ^ 
wear not. 

Tis better, on the whole, to have fell andsem 
That which humanity may bear, orbeariw. 
'Twill teach discernment to the se^tive, 

And not to pour their ocean in a sieve, 

L. 

Of all the horrid, hideous notes of wo^^ . . . 

Sadder than owl-songs or the midoighl o'"' 

Is that portentous phrase, * I lold yoo ^ 
Utter d by friends, those propheisof tne^ 
Who. 'stead of saying what you now shouW^ 
Own they foresaw that you would fall ^ 
And solace your slight lapse 
With a long memorandum of old stones. 

LT. 

The Lady Adeline’s serene severity . 

Was not confined to feeling for Iw ^ 
Whose fame she rather doubted vnth ^ ^ 
Unless her haWts should begin tomeBo. 

But Tuan also shared in her ausienty, j 

But mix'd with pity, pure as e ^ w« P«» 

Hb Inexperience moved her gentle ruin* 

AjkJ [as her junior by six we^) ha youth. 

LIT. 


These forty days' advantage of bef 
And hers were those which can lace 
Boldly referring to the list of peers, 

And noble biT.hs, nor d««l the enumei»'lo»- 
Gave her a right to have maiem^ te^ . 

For a young gentleman s fit ' Jbose 

Though she was far from that 
In female d.te^ strikes Time all of » bes^ 


LTII. 


This may be 6x’d at 

Say seven-and-twenty, for * neyw ^ 

The Strictest in chronology ^ ^ ia 

Advance beyond, while tb^ 

Oh Time I why dost not pause? 


dirty 

With rust, should surely cease to 


[hc^ 
back 
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She call'd her husband now and (hen apart. 

And hade him counsel Juan. With a smile. 
Lord Henry heard her plans of artless art 
To wean Don Juan from the siien's wile ; 

And answer'd, like a statesman or a prophet. 

In such ^ise that she could maJte nothing of it. 

LXVl. 

Firstly, he said, ' he never interfered 
In anybody's business but the king's.* 

Next, that 'he never Judged from what appear'd. 

Without strong reason, of (hose sort of things;' 
Thirdly, that ' Juan had more brain than beard. 

And was not to be held in leading'Strin^ 

And fourthly, what need hardly be sakl take, 
*That good but rarely came from good advice.' 

LXVII. 

And therefore, doubtless to approve the truth 
Of the last axiom, he advisM his sfK>iise 
To leave the parties to themselves, forsooth** 
At least as far as htnsMnet alum's : 

That time would temper Juan’s faults of youth ; 

That young men rarely made monastic vows; 
That opposition only rriore attaches — 
but here a messenger brought in despatches ; 

LXVI11. 

And being of the council calfd the Privy/ 

Lord Henry walk’d into his cabinet. 

To furnish matter for some future Livy. 

To tell how he reduced the nation's debt ; 
And if their full contents I do not give ye, 

It is because I do not know them yet ; 

But 1 shall add them in a brief appendix. 

To come between mine epic and Its index. 

LXIX. 

But ere he went, he added a slight hint. 

Another gentle commonplace or two. 

Such as are coin’d in conversation's mint. 

And pass, for want of better, though not new: 
Then broke his packet to see what was in’t. 

And. having casually glanced it through. 
Retired ; and. as he went out. calmly kiss'd her. 
Less like a young wife than an aged sister. 

Lxx. 

He wras a cold, good, honourable man. 

Proud of his birth, and proud of everything ; 
A goodly spirit for a state divan. 

A figure fit to walk before a king : 

Talk stately, form'd to lead the courtly van 
On birthdays, glorious, with a star and string: 
The very model of a chamberlaiD— 

And such I mean to make him. when I reign. 

LX XI. 

But (here was something wanting on the whole — 
1 don’t know what, and therefore cannot (elJ— 
Which pretty women — (he sweet souls l^<all 
^ Ctrtu it was not body : he was well [iowt. 
Proportion’d, as a poplar or a pole, 

A handsorne man, that human miracle ; 


And in each circumstance of love or war, 

Had still preserved bis perpendicular. 

LXXII. 

Stfl' there was something wanting, as I ’vesaM- 
That undcftnable ' ne s^au fw*. 

Which, for what I know, may of yore have W 
To Homer’s /iiad, since it drew to Tnw 
The Greek Eve, Helen, from ihc Spartans^; 
Though, on the whole, no doubt, the Darian 
boy 

Was much inferior to King Menelaus : 

But thus it is some women will betray us. 

LXXlll. 

There is an awkward thing which much ptf* 
plexes. . 

Unless like wise Tiresias we had provea. 

By turns, the difference of the several k* 
Neither can show ouiie Aw they vrwl^ ” 


loved 


The sensual for a short lime but conn^ 

The seniimenial boasu to be unmovcfl , 

But both together form a kind of Centaur, 
Upon whose back 'tis better not to venture' 

LXXIV. 

A something all •sufficient for the 

Is tUt for which the sex are always^"* • 
But how to fill up that same vacant pair; 

There lies the ruth-and this they ut but 
Frail mariners afloat without a chart, t 
They run before the wind through 

And when they've made the shore ^ 

'Tis odd, or odds, it may turn out a roex. 

LXXV. 

There Is a flower call'd ' Love in 

For which see Shakspeare's ever-bloomuig 

f arden 

not make his great ^^tiption 
And beg his British godshipshu"'®*®!*^ 

If, in my extremity of rhyme's distr^ 

1 touch a single leaf where he 
But (hough the flower is different, wii MM 
Or Swiss Rousseau, cry Tw/i ftf Pervfiu 

LXXVI. 

Eureka 1 I have found it I I 

To say is, not that love is idje»^» 

But that in love such idleness has De« 

An accessory, as I have 
Hard labour's an indifferent go-be^o^^ 
Your men of business are not api m 
Much passion, since the mercbani-slup 
Convey’d Medea as her supercargo. 

LXXVII. 

* Bttrtift Hie proculi ' from ' I 

Saitb Horace : the great little 
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His other manm, * Noseihtt A s^is,' 

Is muclj more to the purpose of hi$ 9on§ r 
Though even thnt were somelimes too ferockHis. 

Unless good company be kept too long; 

But in his teeth, whate'er (heir sute or siaiion. 
Thrice happy they who kavt aa occiipatioo ( 

Lsxvni. 

Adam exchanged his Paradise for ploughing ; 

Eve made up raillinery with fig>leave^^ 

The earliest knowledge from the tree so knowing, 
As far as I know, that the church rec^ves : 
And since that time it need not cost much show- 
ing 

That many of the ills o’er which man griet’es, 
And still more women« spring from not employ- 
ing 

Some hours to make the recnnan t worth enjoying. 

LXXIX. 

And hence high life is oft a dreary void. 

A rack of pleasures, where vre must invent 
A something wherewithal to be annoy'd. Utnt * 
Bards may sing what they please about Con^ 
Conttnitd, when translated, means butcl^'d ; 

And hence arise the woes of sentiment, 
Blue-devils, and blue*siockings. and romances, 
Reduced to practice, and perform'd like dances. 

LXXX. 

I do declare, upon an affidavit, 

Romances 1 ne'er read like those Tve seen : 
Nor, if unto the world t ever gave it. 

Would some believe that such a had been* 

But such Intent I never had, nor have it * 

Some truths are better kept behind a screen 
Especially when they would look like lies ; 

1 therefore deal In generaliiies. 

LX XXI. 

* An oyster may be cross'd in love ' *~aod why ? 

Because he mopeth idly in his shell. 

And heaves a lonely subtenaqueous sigh. 

Much as a monk may do within bis cell : 

And d of monks, their piety 
With sloth hath found it diffleult to dwell * 
Those vegetables of the Catholic creed 
Are apt exceedingly to nm to seed. 

LXXXtI. 

Oh Wilberforcel thou man of black renown, 
Whose merit cone enough can sing or say 
Thou hast struck one immense Colossus down 
Thou moral Washington of Africa I * 

But there’s another little thing, 1 own. 

Which you should perpetrate some summer's 
And set the other hall of earth lo rights • fdav 
You hav^reed the d/tfolr— now pray shut up ibi 

tXXXIII, 

Shut up the bald-coot bully Alexander! 

Ship off the Holy Three to Senegal ; 

* t8«a Sboidaa’t * Criue,* 


Teach them that * sauce for goose is sauce for 
gander,* 

And ask them how ih<y like to be in thrall } 
Shut up each high heroic salamander. 

Whoeais fire gratis (since the pay’s but small); 
Shut up^no. Hot the King, but the Pavilion, 

Or else laillcost us all another million. 

LX XXIV. 

Shut up (he wmld at large ; let Bedlam out ; 

And you will be perhaps surprised to find 
All things puiTuc exactly the same route, 

As now with those of ioi'diianl sound miod. 
This \ could prove beyond a single doubt. 

Were there a jot of sense among mankind ; 
But (ill that point d' af>fui is found, alas, 

Uke Archimedes. I l^ve earth as '(was. 

LXXXV. 

Our gentle Adeline had one defect— 

Her heart was vacant, (hough a splendid 
mansion. 

Her conduct had been perfectly correct, 

As she had seen nought claiming its expansion. 
A wavering spirit may be easier wreck'd, [one : 

Because *tis frailer, doubtless, than a staunch 
But when the latter works its own undoing 
Its inner crash b like an eanhquake’s ruin. 

LXXXVI 

She loved her lord, or thought so ; but that love 
Cost her an effort, which is a sad toil, 

The Slone of SbjT^us. If once we move 
.Our filings ’gainst the naittre of the soil. 

She had nothing to complain of. or reprove, 

No bickerings, no connubial turmoil : 
pwir umon was a model to behold. 

Serene and noble conjugal, Imi cold. 

LXXXTtl. 

Tl^ wu no great dbpariiy of years, [clash'd ; 

i hough much In temper; but they never 
Thw moved like stars united in their spheres, 

Or like the Rhone by Leman’s waters wash'd, 
yet separate, appears 
The nverfrom the lake all bluely dash'd 
^rough the serene and placid glassy deep. 
Which fain would luU its river-child to sleep. 


LXXXVIM. 

N^. when she once bad la’en au interest 
U however she might flatter 

nerself that her intentions were the best 
Intense intentions are a dangerous matter • 
imptttSKpris were much stronger than sbe guess'd 

growing water 

Upon ber mind ; the more so, as her br^t 
Was not at first too readily imprtts’d. 

Lxxxrx. 

*“• '*’* “*»' ’'*''^'>8 ' len ' O " 

Of dm He nature, and (bus doubly named— 
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Finnness yclept n heroee, kings» and seamen. 
That is, when they succeed ; but greatly 
blamed, 

As obstinacy, both in men and women, 
Whene'er their triumph pales, or star is 
tamed 

And 'twill perplex the casuist in morality, 

To 6x (he due bounds of this dangerous quality. 

xc. 

Had Buonaparte won at Waterloo, 

It had been firmness ; now ‘tis pertinacity : 
Must the event decide between the two? 

1 leave it to your people of sagacity 
To draw the line between (he false and true, 

If such can e’er be drawn by man’s capacity ; 
My business is with Lady Adeline, 

Who in her way. too. was a heroine. 

XCI. 

She knew not her own heart : then how should I ? 

1 think not she was then in love with Juan : 

If so, she would have had the strength to fly 
Tlie wild sensation, unto her a new one : 

She merely felt a common sympathy 
^1 will not say it was a false or true one) 

In him, because she thought he was in danger— 
Her husband’s friend, her own. young, and a 
stranger. 

XCII, 

She was, or thought she was. his friend— and this 
Without the farce of friendship, or romance 
Of Platonism, which leads so oft amiss [France 
Ladies who have studied friendship but In 
Or Germany, where people purely kiss. 

To thus much Adeline would not advartce : 
But of such friendship as man’s may to man be, 
She was as capable as woman can be. 

xciti. 

No doubt the secret influence of the sex 
Will (here, as also in (he ties of Mood. 

An innocent predominance annex. 

And tune the concord to a finer mood. 

If free from passion, which all friendship checks, 
And your true feelings fully understood. 

No friend like to a woman earth discovers, 

So that you have not been, nor will be, lovers. 

XCiv. 

Love bears within its breast the very gem 
Of change ; and how should (bis be otherwise? 
That violent things mwe quickly find a term. 

Is shown through nature’s whole analo^es \ 
And how should ^e most fierce of all be finn ? 

Would you have endless lightning in the skies? 
Methinks Love's very tide says enough ; 

How should the itndtr pasaoo e’er be tough t 

xcv. 

Alas I hy all experience, seldom yet 

(I merely quote what 1 have b^rd from many) 
lovers not some reason to regret 
Tbe passior> which made Solomon a tany. 


I’ve also seen some wives (not to forget 
The marriage state, tbe best or worst of sd>) 
Who were the very paragons of wives. 

Yet made the misery of at least two lives, 

xcn. 

I've also seen some female friends ^'tis odd. 
But true— as, if expedient, 1 codd prow) 
That faithful were through thick and tlufl. 
abroad, 

At home, far n»ore than ever yet was Lo^ 
Who did not quit me when Oppression trod 
Upon me ; whom no scandal could remove, 
Who fought, and fight, in absence, too, my 
battles, , 

E>espite the snake Society’s loud ratUes. 

XCVII. 

Whether Don Tuan and chaste Adeline 
Grew friends in this or any other sense, 

Will be discuss’d hereafter, I opine : 

At present I am glad of a prcicn« 

To leave them hovering, as the effect is 
And keeps (he atrocious reader in suspenst. 
The surest way for ladles and for bc^. 

To bait their tender or their tenter hooM. 

xcvm. ... 

Whether they rode, or walk'd, or 

To w?Don Quixote in <he originai, 

A pleasure before which all others vanun, 
Whether their Ulk was of 
Or serious, are the topics I must b^s ^ 

To the next canto ; where perhaw 
Say something to the purpose, and display 
Considerable talent in my way. 

xcix. 

Above all. 1 beg all men to (orheu 
Anticipaiing aught abwt 
They’ll only make mistakes 
And Juan too, especially 
And I shall take a much mort 
Than I have yet done in this emc sa 
It is not clear that Adeline «?“ 

Will fall ; but if they do, twill be ihor 

. urfie— would;®* 

But gTttt things spring from httie . 

Tlul!*^ OUT youth. fbe^ 

As e'er brought man ‘Occasion. 

Of ruin, rose from such a 
As few would ever dream could form w 
Of such a sentimenial 

You’ll never guess. Ml bet you ndko . gJJiJa 
It all sprung from a harmless gam 

•Tis strange.— but true: for truth is ^ 
Str2g« than fiction i 

How much would novels gai® bf . ^ beh®" ' 

How differently tbe’worid would me® 
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Hcv oft would vice aed virtue place$ cbange I 
The new world would be nothing lo (be old, 
{f some Columbus of (he morel sea» 

Would show mankind their souls’ andpodes. 

Cit. 

What ’ antres vast and deserts idle ' (hen 
Would be discover'd in the human ! 


What icebergs in (he hearts of mighty men, 
With self-love in the centre as their pole 1 
What AnthroMphagi are nine of (en 
Of those who hold the kicgdom in control \ 
Were things but only calld by their right 
name. 

Caesar himself would be ashamed of fame 


CANTO THE FIFTEENTH. 

1^24. 


Ah i^What should follow slips from my retlec' 
Whatever follows ne’enheless maybe (tion : 
As d prefox of hope or relrospecUon, 

As though the lurking thought had follow'd 
All present life Is but an inteijectlon. (free. 

An *Oh r or * Ah !* of toy or misery. 

Ora ' Hal ha I* or • Bah I — ayawn. or 'Po<* I* 
Of which perhaps the latter is most true. 


But more or less, the whole’s a syncopd 
Ora emblems of emotion, 

That ^rand antithesis to great tnnui. 

Wherewith we break our bubbles on the ocean 
That watery outline of eternity, 

Or miniature, at least, as is my notion, 
Which ministers unto the souVs delight 
In seeing matters which are out of tight. 


Hut all are belter than the sigh supprest 
Corroding in the cavern of the heart, ’ 
hfaking the cotintenance a mask of rest. 

And turning human nature (0 an art 
Few men dare show their thoughts of worst or 
Dissimubiion always sets apart fb^ • 

A comer foi herself ; and therefore fietton^ 

Is that which passes with least contradiction. 

tv. 

Ah ! who can tell ? Or rather who can not 

What though « Lethe s stream he seem to float. 

He cajtnot sink his tremors or his tenors • 

The ruby glass that shakes within bis hand* 
l^ves a sad sediment of Time’s worn sand. 

V. 

And as for love-Oh love I We wOl proceed 

The i.ady Adeline Amundeville. 

A pretty name as one would wish to read 
Must perch harmontouson my tuneful quill. 


There's music in the sighing of a reed • 

There's music in the gushing of a rill • 

Them s m^c in all things, if men had ears 5 
Their earth is but an echo of the spheres. 

VI. 

The Lady Adeline, right honourable. 

And honour’d, ran a risk of growing less so \ 
For few of the soft sex are very stable 
In (htir resoU'cs-alas, (hat I should say so I 
oiffor as wine difTers from its label, 

When once decanied I presume to guess $ 0 . 

5“ upon occasion. 

Till old. may undergo adulieraiion. 


®Hi^**^***'* *** purest vintage, 

unmingicd essence of the grape ; and vet 
Blight as a new Nap^eon from its rnintage. ^ 
Or floras as a diamond richly set ; 

A Time should hesitate to print age. 

her debt- 

^le whose process doth involve in't 

I ne luck of finding everybody solvent 

L00^ Vttl. 

Death ! thw dunnest of all duns I thou daily 
T •' "‘‘h modest tap, 

approaching palely 

But oft denied, as patience gins to fail. ^ 

A exasperated rap. 

And (if let in) insists, in terms unhandsome 
Un ready money, ot • a draft on Ransom.’ 

IX. 

Whate;er thou takest. spare awhile poor Beautyl 

Whaj^A^hsbe nowand then mayslJTrcm 

The more's die re.ison why you ought to siav 

for yS!; 

You sh<^ be civil in a modest way • 

then, some slight feminine diseases • 
And uke as many heroes as Heaven ’ 
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Fair Adelme, the more iagenuous 
Where she was interested (as was said), 
Because she was not apt. iike some of us, 

To like loo readily, or too high bred 
To show it (points we need *)0« now discuss).— 
W'ould give tip artlessly both heart and head 
Unto such feelings as seem’d innocent, 

For objects worthy of the sentiment. 

XI. 

Some parts of Juan's history, which Rumour, 
That live-gareite. had scatter’d, to disfigure. 
She had heard ; but women hear with more good 
humour 

Such aberrations, than we men of rigour : 
Besides, his conduct since in England grew more 
Strict, and his mind assumed a manlier vigour; 
Because he had, like Alcibiades, 

The art of living in all climes with ease. 

sit. 

HU manner was perhaps the more seductive. 
Because he ne’er seem’d anxious to seduce ; 
Nothing affected, studied, or constructive. 

Of coxcombry or conr^uest : no abuse 
Of his attractions m.irr’d the fair perspective. 

To indicate a Cupidon broke loose. 

And seem to say. * fte^si us If you can 
Which makes a dandy, while It spoils a man. 

XIII. 

They are wrong— that's not the way to set 
about it ; 

As. if they told the truth, could well be shown. 
But, right or wrong. Don Juan was without it : 

In fact, his manner was his own alone. 
Sincere he was— at least you could not doubt It. 

In listening merely to his voice’s tone. 

The devil hath not. in all his quiver's choice, 
An arrow for the heart Like a sw-eei s^Mce. 

xiv. 

By nature soft, bis whole address held off 
Suspicion : though not timid, his regard 
Was such as rather seem'd to keep aloof. 

To sh ield h i ni self, than put you on your guard 
Perhaps ’(was hardly quite assured enough. 

But modesty’s at times its own reward. 

Like virtue : and the absence of pretension 
Will go much further than there s need to men 
lion. 

XV. 

Serene, accomplish'd, cheerful, but not loud ; 

Insinuating, without Insinuation ; 

Observant 01 the foibles of the crowd, 

Yet ne’er betraying this in conversation ; 
Proud with the proud, yet courteously proud. 

So as to make (hem feel he knew his suiioo 
And theirs : — without a strugg le for parity. 

1 le ceitber brook'd nor claim'd superiority— 


xvx. 

That Is, with men : with women he was whal 
They pleased to make or take him tor ; J» 
magination's quite enough for that : 1“® 

So that the outline's tolerably fair, 

Tliey fill ihe canvas up— and sef. 

If once their phantasies be brought to w 
Upon an object, whether sad or playful, 

They can transfigure brighter than a RapbasI, 

xvn. 

Adeline, no deep judge of character, 

Was apt to add a colounng from her oim. 
'Tis thus the good will amiably err. 

And eke the wise, as has been often showtu 
Experience is the chief philosopher, 

Kt saddest when his science is knoH . 
And persecuted sages teach ihcKhooa 
Thdf folly in forgetting there are Joois. 

xvtir. j 

Was it not $0, great 

Great Socrales? And Thou, Divmer su*.* 
Whose lot it is by man to b« niisi«en, 

And Thy pure creed fhakeo 

edeeming worlds to be fill 

How was Thy toil rew.irded > we nu|> 
Volumes wiih similar sad . naiioi* 

But leave them to the conscience of the n*' 

xix. 

I perch upon an humbler promontory. 

Amidst Ufe’s infinite vaneiy ; . gloiy, 

With no great care for «'hat la * 

But speculating as I cast slpry, 

On whatinay suf!. or may^not ^ 

And never straining hard to versUy. 

. rattle on exactly as d talk 
With anybody In a ride or walk. 

1 don-l know that 'h---" 

Shown in this sort of 7 

But there's a u^n a 

Which may round o*f /J.rvilit)' 

Of this I'm sure, at least there s do 
In mine irregularity of 
Which rings what s uppermost «« 

Just as I feel the tmprwtsaton. 
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The lint is rather mere than mortal can do ; 

The second may be sadly done or gaily ; 

The third is still more difRcuU to scaod to : 

The fourth we hear, and see. and say (oo.daily 
The whole toother Is what 1 could wish 
To serve in (his conundrum of a disb. 

XXTl. 

A modest hope—but modesty's my fyrit, 

And pride my foSbl^ : let us ramble on. 

I meant to make this poem very short : 

But now I can't tell where it may not run. 

No doubt, if I had wish’d to pay my court 
To critics, or to hail the ttUiar sun 
or tyranny of all kinds, my conci^a 
Were more : but I was born for opposition. 

XXIJI. 

But then 'tis mostly on the weaker side, 

So that I verily believe, if they 
Who now are basking in their full-bbwn pride 
Were shaken down, and ' dogs had had (hetr 
day, 

Th^gh at the first I might perchance deride 
Their tumble, f should turn the other way 
And wax an ultra-royalist in loyalty. 

Because I hate even democntle royalty. 

XXIV. 

[think [ should have made a decent spouse 
« I I'ad jiever proved the soft coodii ion r 
I think [ should have made monastic vows 
But for my own peculiar superstition : 

Gainst rhyme I never sltouW have knock'd mv 
brows, ^ 

N or broken my own head, nor that of Priseian 
Nor worn the motley mantle 0 / a poet 
If some one had not told me to forego it. 

XXV. 

But laUm of/rr-knlghti and dames I sing, 
buch as the times may furnish. 'Tis a fiicht 
Which seems at first to need no lofty wing. * 
Plumd by Ungmiis or the Stagyrite. 

The difficulty Lies m colouring 
(Keeping the due proportions still in sifbtl 
With nature, manners which are artificial, 

And rendenng general tliat which is especial. 

XXV c. 

Tlic difference is, that in the days of oW 
Men made the manners : manners now make 
men— 

Pinn'd like a flock, and fleeced loo in their fold 
At leasi nine, and a ninth beside of ten. 

Now this at all events t usi render cold 
Your writers, who must either draw axaSn 
Days better drawn before, or else assume 
1 he present, with their commonplace costume. 

XXVJI. 

W^ll doour Umi lo make tbe besion'l :-Mudit 
March, my Muse I if you cannot fly. yeiflmier ; 


And when you may not be sublime, be arch, 

Or starch, as are the edicts statesmen utter. 
We surely may find something worth research : 
Columbia found a new world in a cutter, 
P*'**‘* great tonnage, 
While yet America was in Her nonage. 

X.XVJtl. 

'Vhen Adeline, in all her growing sense 
Of Juan's merits and his siiuaiion, 

Pelt on the whole an interest intense 

Partly perhaps because a fresh sensation, 

Or (hat he had .\n air of innocence. 

Which is for Innocence a sail temptation— 

As women halo half measures, on the whole, 
bhe gan to ponder how to sav*e his soul. 

xxrx. 

had a good opinion of ad v ice, 

Uke all wfho give and eke receive it gratis, 

For which small thanks are still the market price, 
fcven w^re the article at highest rate is, 
bhc ihoughi upon the subject twice or thrice. 

And morally decided the best state is 
For morals, nwaiage : and thisnuestlon carried, 
|bhe seriously advise<| him to get married. 

XXX. 

Juan rtpl^icd. with all becoming deference. 

He had a predilection for that tie ; 

Bui that a( prewnt, with immediate reference 
To his own circumstances, there might lie 
Some difficulties, as in his own preference, 

That still bed wed with such or such a lady. 

If that (ney were ooi married all ready. 

XXXI. 

Next to the making matches for herself, 

kith or kin, 

^ I'ke books on the s.ime shelf 

women love to dabble in 
Mw (hke a stockholder in growing pelfl 

8cn«nU : 'tis no sin, 

ccrte^ but a preventative, and therefore 
i hat is, no doubt, the only reason wherefore. 

xxxit. 

*«'•« yei («*cept of course a mUs 
unwed, or mistress never to be wed. 

Or wed Already, who olqcct to this) f he.vd 

Was there chaste dame who h^l not in w 
Some drama of the marriage uniiii's ^ 

I a strictly, both at board and Lcl 

Ast^ of Aristotle, though sometimes * 
'They turn out OMslodrames or pantgmlinra. 

xxxiit. 

Tl^gene^y have some only son. 

Of « Iw P^^P^ny. some friend 

Ul an old fomily. some gay Sir John, 
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A 1ine» and leave posterity undone, 

Unless a marriage was applied to mend 
The prospect and their in orals; and, besides. 
They have at hand a blooming glut of brides. 

XXXIV. 

From these they will be careful to select. 

For this an heiress, and for that a beauty : 

For one. a songstress who hath do defect ; 

For t'other, one who promises much duty: 

For this, a lady no one can reject. \ 

Whose sole accomplishments were quite a 
A second for her excelleni connections ; 

A third because there can be no ohyections. 

XXXV. 

When Rapp the Harmonist embargoed marriage 
In his liarmonious settlement* (which flour- 
ishes 

Strangely enough as yet without miscarriage. 
Because it breeds no more mouths than tl 
nourishes, 

Without those sad expenses which disparan 
What Nature naturally most encourages). 
Why call'd he ' Harmony' a state /jer wedlock? 
Now here I've got (he preacher at a dead lock. 

XXXVI. 

Because he either meant to sneer at harmony 
Or marriap, by divorcing them (bus oddly ; 
But whether reverend Rapp team'd this in Oer* 
many 

Or not, 'tls said his sect is rich and godly. 
Pious and pure, beyond what I can term any 
Of ours, although they propagate more 
broadly. 

My objection's to his title, not his ritual. 
Although I wonder how it grew habitual 

XXXVII. 

But Rapp is the reverse of zealous matrons, 
Who favour, mclgri Malthus. generation^ 
/rofessors of that genial art. and patrons 
Of all (he modest part of propagation : 
Which, after all, at such a desperate rate runs. 
That half its produce leads to emigration, 
I'hat sad result of pa&rions and potatoes— 

Two woods which pose our economic Catos. 

XXXVMI. 

Had Adeline read Malthus? I can't (ell : 

I wish she bad ; his book's the eleventh com 
mandment. 

Which says, ' Thou shall not marry, unless wH. 
This he (as far as 1 can understand) meant. 

• •Thk rttftar^MT Cem» 

AMrte* dM* Mt ca«M ci«li^aWvi*OTr. M «ae < Sakfcot * 


'Tjs not my purpose on bis views to dwej, 

Nor canvass what ‘so eminent a bam 
But certes it conducts to liv« ascetic, I 

Or turning marriage into aiithraeUc. 

xxxtx. 

But Adeline, who probably presumed 
That luan had enough of maintenance. 

Or maintenance, in case twas doomd- 

As on the whole it is an even 
That bridegrooms, after they are fairly 
May retrograde a little in the dance 

Of marriage-which migW fonn a paints ^ 

Like Holbein's • Dance of Death —but us t 
same): 

XL. 

But AdeUne determined Juan's wedding 

In her own mind, and thats 

But then with whom? 

Miss Raw, Miss FUw, Miss Showman, 

Miss Knowman, .... . 

And the two fair co-hriresses 
She deem'd his merits something more ui^ 

common : . , 

All these were !!? iSrlrtlcW* 

go on. if wcU wound up, bW 


And might 


XLt. 


There wu Miss Millpond, ”'"'r»s. 

That usti.1 paragon, »« only da"?'" 

Who seem'd the cream of 
Till skimm'd-and then there was 

Witha'^slT/hUhade of blue, 

Beneath the smface ; haw qu)* 

UnVs riotous, but 
And. bring consumptive, hve on a 
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^ ultOOO. 

And then there og^Uiei* 

Unless the todies sboidd ^o« 

Indeed a certain to and f^ class- 

Of the best ckss. and better 
Aurora Raby. a young sw ^ * 

O’er life, too sweet an ii^« . 

A lovely being, scarcely form , 

A rose with afi its sweetest leaves ye 

• laeob Tma. o<eortto«u^5{ioor,'*^' 
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XLI7. 

Rich, noble, but an orphan ; leR an only 
Child to (heccare of guardians good and kind ; 
But still her aspect had an air so lonely I 
Blood is not water ; and where shall we find 
Feelinw of youth like those which overthrown 
By death, w hen we are left , alas ! behind, [lie 
To feel in friendless palaces, a home 
U wanting, and our best ties in the tomb? 

XLV. 

Early in years, and yet more infantine 
In figure, she had something of sublime 
In eyes, which sadly shone, as seraphs’ shine * 
All youth— but with an aspect b^ond lime : 
Radiant and grave— as pitying man’s decline • 
Mournful— but mournful of another’s crime * 
She look'd ns if she sat by Edeo’s door, 

And grieved for those who eould return no more. 

XLVt. 

She was a Catholic, too, sincere, austere. 

As far as her own gentle heart allow’d, 

And deenfd that fallen worship far more dear 
Perhaps, because ’(was fallen : her sires were 
proud 

Of deeds and days, when they had fill'd the ear 
Of nations, and had never Unt or bow'd 
1 o novel power ; and as she was the last 
She held (heir old faith and old feelings fast. 

XLVII. 

She gased upon a world she scarcely knew. 

As seeking not to know It ; silent, lone. 

As grows a flower, thus quietly she grew. 

And kept her heart serene within its tone. 
There wu awe in the homage which she drew : 

Her splnt seem d as seated on a throne 
Apart from the surrounding world, and sironr 
Id its own strength— most strange in ooe so 


L. 


Juan rejmn'd,— ' she was a Catholic, 

Aod therefore fittest, ns of bis pereuaslon ; 
Since he was sure his mother would fall sick, 
And the Pope thunder exconimunication, 

If- — ' But here Adeline, who seem'd to pique 
Herself extremely on the inoculation 
Of others with her own opinions, stated— 

As usual— the same reason which she late did. 

Ll. 

And wherefore not ? A reasonable reason 
If food. « none the worse for repel I lion ; 

If bad. the best way's certainly to tease on 
And amplify : you lose much by concision f 
Whete.'xs msistlng in or out of season 
Convinces all men, e\-en a politician ; 

I Of —what IS just the same— It u carles out j 
bo the end s gam’d, what signifies the route ? 

Ltl. 

Why Adeline had this slight piejndice 

For prejudice it was— against a creature 
As pure as sanctity itself Irom vice. 

With all the added charm of form and feature 
ror me ippcun a question far too nice 
binee Adeline was liberal by nature ? 

I But nature’s nature, and has more caprices 
Than I have time, or will, to take to pieces. 


Litl. 


XLVtll. 

N^ lt so happen’d, in the catalogue 
A 1 u Aurora was om itted, [ rogue. 

Although her birth and wealth had given bS 
Beyond the charmers we’ve already cited • 
Her beauty also seem’d lo form no clog 
Against her being mention’d as well fitted 
By many virtues to be worth the trouble 
Of single gentlemen, who would be double. 

XLIX. 

And this omls^on, like that of the bust 
Of Brutus at the pageant of Tiberius, 

Made Juan wonder, as no doubt he must 
This be express’d, half sruiliog ud half 
serious i 

When Adeline replied, with some disgust 
And with an air. to say (be least, imperious. 
She marvell d ' what be saw in such a Cbv 
Ad (hat prim, ^ent, cold Aurora Raby j * 


did not like the quiet way 
Autoiu on those baubles look’d 
Which charm most people in ihcir earlier dav • 
there are few things by mankind Jew 
broM d. 

Ai^ w'omankind too. If we so may say, 

I » . A genius stand rebuked. 

I /"»ony $ by Casar.^by the few 
I Who look upon (hem as they ought to do. 

LIV. 

It was not envy— Adeline had none ? 

Her place was far beyond it, and her mind * 

* ^'«ht ©none 

It was leaving few to find 

** t ^ lealous/, 1 thmk ; but sTiun 

FoUowmg the igftes/nfMt of mankind 

It was not But 'lis easier far, alas I 

I o say what U was oot than what it was. 

LV. 

Little Aurw deem’d sbe was the theme 

Wsuch discus^n. She was there a guest • 

A ?PPl« ®f ‘he brilliant sireanT 

^ the rest. 

WJIch flow d on fora moment in the beam ^ 

1 ime sb^a moment o'er each sparkling crest. 

have iteul; 
Sbe bad so much, or Uide. of the child. 
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LVI. 


The dftshin" and proud air of Adeline 

Imposed not upon her ; she saw her blase 
M jch as she would have seen a glow-Nvorm shine 
Then turn'd unto the stars for loftier rays. 
Juan WAS someth ing she could not divine, 

Being no sibyl in (he new world's ways ; 

Yet she was nothing daz2led by the meteor. 
Decause she did not pin her faith on feature. 


J.VII. 


His fainc, too^for he had that kind of fame 
Which sometinres plays (he deuce with 
womankiml, 

A heierogcneous mass of glorious blnne. 

Half virtues and whole vices being comMiicd 
Faults w'hich Attract because they are not tame 
Follies (rick'd ou( $0 brightly (hat they 
blhtd; — 

These seals upon her wax made rM> impression, 
Such was her coldness or her self'possessioii. 


LVI 11. 


Juan knew nought of such a character— 
if igh, yet resembling not his lost Haidde ; 
Yet each was radiant in her proper spltere. 

The Island girl, bred up by the lone sea, 
Nfore warm, as lovely, and not less sincere, 
Was Nature's all : Aurora could not be. 
Nor would be, thus the difference in them 
Was such as lies between a flower and gem. 


LIX. 


Having wound up with this sublime comparison. 

Mcihinks we m.iy proceed upon our narrative. 
And, as my friend Scott says. * I sound my 
warison ; ‘ 

Scott, the superlative of my comparative— 
Scott, who can point your Christian knight or 
Saracen, [^ore it. if 

Serf, lord, man, with such skill as none would 
There had not been one Shakspeare arrd Voltaire, 
Of one or both of whom he seems the heir. 


uc. 


I say, in my slight way 1 may proc ee d 
To play upon the surface of humanity. 

I write the world, nor care if the world read •, 

At least for this I cannot spare its vanity. 
k(y muse hath bred, and still perhaps may breed. 
Ivlore foes by (his same scrc^l : when 1 began 

it. I 

Thought (hat it might turn out so— new I Atiffw 
But still 1 am, or was, a pretty poet. [it ; 


LXt. 


The conference or congress (for it ended 
As congresses of late do) of the Lady 
Adeline and Juan rather blended [beady : 

Some aci^ with the sweets— for was 

But ere the mattei could be marr'd or nended. 
The silvery bell rang, not for ' dinner ready,’ 


But for that hour, call'd half-ksuTi gi^to I0 
dress, 

Tliough ladies' robes seem scant enough for less. 


LXtI. 


Great things were now to be achieved at 
With massy plate for armour, knives lofW 
Forw'eapons; but what Muse since Homer sahte 
(His feasts are not the worst part of his works) 
To draw up in array a single day*biU 
Of modem dinners, where more mystery lurks 
1 n soups or sauces, or a sole ragout, 

I'han witches, b^'hes, or physicians brew r 


LXltl. 

Tliere was a goodly soupt d h hcnnt/ea^fi 
Though God knows w'hence it came from, 
(here was, too, 

A iurl>ot. for relief of these who cram, 
Relieved with dindon d Id Perigeux ; 

H'here also was the sinner that I am I 

How shall I get this gourmand sian® 
through ?— . 

Sdxpe d Id DtdMvtaa. whose relief dory. 
Relieved itself by pork, for greater glo 7 . 


LXIV. 


But I must crowd all into one grand nie«. 

Or mass ; for, should I stretch into d^ 
Kty Muse would run much more mlo 
Than when some squeamish people oee 

But though a ddxnt vivduU, I 
Her stomach's not her peccant 
However, doth require seme shghi retccii , 
Just to rel^e^'e her spirits from dejeclicn. 


LXV. 


Fowls i la Coni/. sU«$ eke of salmon. 

With $awut Ctinfvdtits. voung 

Wines, too, which might again have siain j • 

Ammon—* . . fnirtr 

A man like whom I hope we shan t ^ 

They also set a glased Westphalian hnm 0^^ , 
Whereon Apicius would bestow 
And ;then there was champagne, with foam 
whirls, , . ^.i- 

As white as Cleopatra's melted pcaris. 

Then there was God knows wfrat 


A I EspafneU, limhdlU and ^ 

-an't withstand or ^ 


With things ! «n'» wujjsi-— 

Thou^ swallow’d with much ast. 
whole * j 

And entnmets to piddle with, at ha^. , 

Gently to lull down (he subsiding ,i 

While great LucuUus' • rcH 

muffles — ,5,1,,, <Jeck*^ 

TAerds yourtg partridge BUe'*' 

with truffles. 
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What are the JilUtt os the vtctor'a brow 
T 0 these ? They are ra|:s or dust. Where is 
the arch 

Which nodded to the nation's spoils below ? 

Where the triumphal chariot s haughty march? 
Gone to where victories must, Like dinners, go. 

Further ( shall not follow the research ; 

But oh I ye modem heroes, with your cartridges. 
When will your names lend lustre een to oar* 
(ridges? ^ 

LXVttl. 

Those truffles, too, are no bad ^rcf^or ies. 
Follow d by /criVr fuiti dish 

or which perhaps the cookery niiher varies * 

So every one may dress it to his w ish, 
According to the best of dictionaries, 

Which encyclopedise both flesh and Ash ; 

But even tens confitura. it no less tnic is 
There 8 pretty picking io those pe^iu puitt. 

LXTX. 

mind is lost In mighty contemplation 
Or intellect, expanded on two courses : 

And indigestion’s grand multiplkatloo 
Requires arithmetic beyond my forces- 
Who would suppose, from Adames simple ration 
1 liat cookery could have call'd forth such 
resources 

As form a science and a nomencUture 
From out the commonest demands of nature ? 

LXX. 

Tt^ jlnglrt, ud the pelete, tlngM ; 

The diners or celebmy dined well : 

1 he ladies with more moderation mingled 
In the feast, pecking less than I can tell, 

Also the younger men, loo : for a springald 
b flourmandise excel ; 

Bnuhinks 1^ of go^ eating than the whisper 
(When seated next him) of some pretty llsper. 


LXXT. 

undescribed tht fitter, 

All ton tern m/, the Pttrie, 

n»y rhymes run glibber 
Than could roast beef in our rough John Bull 
way , 

^ Kk?* Introduce even a spare-rib here : 

Bubble and squeak woufd spoil my Uquid 
But 1 have dined, and must foregoTalas,^ feT* 
1 he chaste descnpiion even of a tieesst, ^ ^ 

txxtt. 

And fruits, and Ice. aod all that art refloes 
V rom nature, for the service of the 




Tesu or the pronounce it as inclines [do 
Your stomach : ere you dioe, the French wiL 
Bui a/ter. there axe sometimes ceriain signs 
Which prove plain English truer of the two. 
Hast ever had thtfout t I have iioi had it— 
But J may have ; and you. too, reader, dread it, 

UCXltt. 

The rim pie olives, besi allies of wine 
Must I pass over in my bill of fare ? 
rnusi. allhough a favounie p/ai of mine 
In Spain, and Lucca, Athens, everywhere. 

On them and bread *iwas oft my luck to dine 
The grass my uble-rloih, in open air, 

On bunmm or Hymetius, like Diogenes, 

On whom half my philosophy the j>rogcny is. 

LXXJV, 

Amidst this lumuU of Ash, flesh, and fowl 
And vegetables, all in masquerade ’ 

The guests were placed according to their roll • 
but various as il« various meats display d • 
Juan sat nexi an a ? ' 

iNo damsel, but adisli, as hath been said • 

But so far like a lady, that twas drest 
bupcrbly. and contain'd a world of scst. 

LXXV. 

By some odd chance, too. he was placed beiweeo 
Aurora and the .^dy Adeline— 

A situation difficult. 1 ween, 

^0 

Also the conference which we have seen, 

PaTX*!" «ncourage him to shine t 

For Adeline, addressing few words to him. 

With two twscendem eyes seem’d to look 
through him. 

LXXVt, 


Retimes almost think that e) es have ears : 

of earshot, things 
Am someh^ echoed to the preiiy dears, 

Of which I can i tell whence their knowledge 

I ,, * 

^vSw.^?' »>‘C spheres. 

•nl ^eara w loudly though it rings. 

ITS wonderful lrt>w oft the sex have heard 
Long dialogucs-which pass’d without a word t 

LXtVU. 

Aurora sat with that indifference 
^ich piques a preatr cAeva/ter^^ it ourbt • 
^ offence, ^ 

ch^g^"** «> you arc not worth a 

J*^*>»* though no coxcomb in pretence 
T pleased to be so caught? 

Like a good sliip entangled among ice,* 

And after so much excdleot advice. 

Lxxvirt 

Or somelhmg which was nothing, as urbanll. 
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Required. Aurora scarcely look'd a^de. 

Nor even smiled enough for any vanity. 

The devil was In (he girl ! Could i( be pride ^ 
Or modesty, or absence, or inanity ? 

Heaven knows \ But Adeline's maUdous eyes 
Sparkled with her successful prophecies, 

LXXtX. 

And look'd as much as if to say. * I said it ; * 

A kind of triumph Ml not recommend. 
Because it sometimes, as Tve seen or read it. 
Both In the case of lover and of friend. 

Will pique a gentleman, for his own credit, 

To bring what was a jest to a serious end : 
For all men prophesy what is or vxis. 

And hate those who won’t let them come to pass. 
LXXX. 

Juan was drawn thus Into some attentions. 

Slight but select, and just enough to express, 
To females of conspicuous comprehensions, 
That he would rather make them more than 
Aurora, at the lost (so history mentions, (less. 

Though probably much less a fact than guess). 
So far relax’d her thoughts from their sweet 
prison. 

As once or twice to smile, if not to listen. 
LXXXI. 

From answering, she began to question : this 
With her was rare ; and Adeline, who as yet 
Thought her predictions went not much amiss. 
Began to dread she'd thaw to a coquette — 

So very difficult, they say. It is (set 

To keep extremes from meeting, when once 
In motion ; but she here too much rehrwd— 
Aurora’s spirit was not of that kind. 

LXXXII. 

But Juan had a sort of winning way, 

A proud humllUy, if such there be. [say. 
Which show'd such deference to what females 
As if each charming word were a decree. 

His tact, loo, temper'd him from grave to gay, 
And taught him when to be reserved or free ; 
He had the art of drawing people out. 

Without their seeing what be was about. 

LXXXlIt. 

Aurora, who, in her IndilTerence. 

Confounded him in edmmon with the crowd 
Of flatterers, (hough she deem’d he had more 
sense [loud,— 

Than whispering foplings, or than willing 
Commenced (from such sUght things will great 
commence) 

To fee) that flattery which attracts the proud 
Rather by deference than compliment, 

And wins even by a delicate dissent. 

I.XXXIV. 

And then he had good looks that point was 
carried 

tan. amongst the women, which I grieve) 


’Fo say leads oft to trim. con. with the mam cd— 
A case which to (be juries we may leave, 
Since with digresrions we too long have tarried. 
Now, though we know of old (bat looks 
deceive, [looks 

And always have done, somehow these good 
Make more Impressions than the best of bc^ 

LXXXV. 

Aurora, who look'd more on books than faces, 
Was very youne. although so very sage, 
Admiring more Minerva than the Graces, 
Especially upon a printed page. 

But Virtue’s self, with all her tightest laces. 

Has not the natural stays of strict old age: 
And Socrates, that model of all duly, (beauty. 
Own’d to a fimkont, though discreet, for 

LXXXVI. 

And girls of rixteen are thus far Socratio, 

But innocently $0. as Socrates : , 

And really, if the sage sublime and At lie 
At seventy vears had phantasies like these, 
Which Plato in his dialogues dramatic 
Has shown, I know not why they should di^ 
In virgins— always In a modest way, iPlw® 
Observe ; for that with me's a sine qutx. 

LXXXVII. 

Also observe that, like the great Lord coke 
(See Uiilelon), whene'er I have ex press d 
Opinions two, which at first sight may leoa 
1 win opposites, the second is the best. 
Perhaps 1 ruvea third, too, In a nook, ^ 

Or none at all— which seems a Sony )«t » 

But if a writer should be quite consistwh 
How could he possibly show things existent/ 

i^xxvtu. 

If people contradict themselves, can I 
Help contradicting them, and everybpay» 

Even my veracious seU?— But thats a le . 

I never did so, never will— how ^ , 

He who doubts all things, nothing can a^- 
Truth s fountains may be clcar-her streanu 

And cut through such canals of contradiction. 
That she must often navigate oer ficuon. 

LXXXIX. 

ApNogue, fable, poesy, and 
Are false, but may ^ ^ 

By those who sow (hem m a land (hats ai 
•Tb wonderful what fable will not do I 
Tis said it makes reality more be^w® • 

But what’s reality ? Who has its dw' 
Philosophy ? No : she too much raje^* . 

Religion? Kc// but which ©fall her sects 

Some millions must be wrong, that's 

Perhaps it may turn out that all wefcr^ — 


• SabudMur vaiOed tot ll»e »k« «<«“****'• 
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God help us 1 Since we‘ve need* on our career. 

To our holy beacons always bright. 

Tis lime that some new prophet ^ould appear, 
Or old indulge tuan with a second sight. 
Opinions wear out in some thousand years. 
Without a smaJl refreshment from the spheres. 

kci. 

But here again, why will I thus entangle 
Myself wit h metaphysics 7 None can hate 
So much as I do any kind of wniogle ; 

And yet, such is my folly or my fate, 

I always knock my head against some angle. 

About the present, past, or future state ; 

Yet 1 wish well to Trojan and 10 Tyrian, 

For 1 was bred a moderate Presbyterian. 

xcir. 

But though I am a temperate theologian. 

And also meek as a metaphysician. 

Impartial betwren Tyrian and Trojan, 

As Eldon on a lunatic commission. 

In politics my duty is to show John 
Bull something of the lower w’orld's condition 
h makes my blood boil like the springs of Heela 
To see men let these scoundrel sovereigns break 
law. 

XCtIT. 

But polities, and policy, and piety, 

Are topics which 1 sometimes introduce, 

Not only for the sake of their variety. 

But as subsenneni to a moral use ; 

Because my business is to drtu society. 

And stufT with jtf/r that very verdant goose ; 
And now, that we may furnish with some matter 
Tasies, we are going to try the supematuml. [all 

xctv. 

And now I will give up all argument ; 

And Dositively henceforth no temptation 
Shall * fool me to the top up of my bent.* * 

Yes, ril begin a thorough reformation. 
Indeed. K never knew what people meant 
By dreaming that my Muse's conversation 
Was dangerous : 1 think she is as hannless 
As some who labour more, and yet mat chann 
less. 

xcv. 

Grim reader \ did you ever see a ghost 7 [dumb I 
No; but you’ve heard— I understand— be 


And don't regret the time you may have lost. 

For you have got that pleasure still to come ; 
And do not think 1 mean to sneer at most 
Of these things, or by ridicule benumb 
That souroe of the sublime and the mysterious:- 
For certain reasons, my belief is serious. 

*XCV|, 

Se^us? You laugh— you may : that willl not. 

My smiles must be sincere or not at all. 

I say I do believe a haunted spot 
Exists— and where? That shall I not recall 
Because I’d rather it should be forgot * 

* Shadows the soul of Richard * may appal. 

Id short, upon that subject I ve some qualms very 
Like those 0 / the philosopher of Malmsbury.* 

XCVII. 

Tl^ night— (I sing by night— someUrnes nn owl. 

And now and then a night ingalo}— is dim ; 
And the loud shriek of sage Minerva’s fowl 
Rattles around me her disconlant hymn : 

Old portraits from old walls upon nie scowl - « 

I wish to heaven they would not look so gilm : 
The dying embers dwindle in the grate— 

I think, too. that I have sale up too Late ; 

xcvici. 

therefore, though ’lis by no means my way 
_To rhyme at noon— when I have other things 
To think of. If 1 ever think— I say 

1 feel some chilly midnight shudderCngs. 

And prudently postpone until mid-day 
Treaiing a topic which, alas, but brings 
ohadows;— but you must be in mycondliion, 
Before you learn to call this aupersii lion. 

xcix. 

Between two worlds life hovers like a star. 

'Twixt night and mom, upon the hori»n’a 
vvge. 

How little do we know that which we are > 

How less wliai we may be I The eternal surge 
Uf time and tale rolls on, and bears afar 
_ Our lobbies: aa the old burst, new emerge, 
Lash d from the foam of ages ; while the graves 
Of empires heave but like some passing waves. 


CANTO THE SIXTEENTH. 

1834 . 


I. 


Thf. antique Persians taught three useful things 
To draw the bow, to ride, and speak (be truth, t 


• HmmM. let Ul $ccm a. 
t XctrepbM, ^v>. 


A 44^ 


* " j w* '-ynis, oest oc Kings- 

A mode adopted since by modern youth. 
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such belief, there^s somethin? stronger 
Hors« they nde without remorse or ruth : In its behalf, let (hose deny who wiU. fsOU 

At speaking truth perliaps (hey are less clew, * ^ 

But draw the long bow better now than ever. Viii. 

If. "TTie dinner and ihe soiree, too, were done : 

The cauvfif thi* fhj. The supper, too. discuss’d, the damesadmiredj 

" Fnr^ A.u :> ^ * defect- The banqueteers had dropp’d off one by one- 

U l defective comes by cause •- The song was silent and the dance expired ; 

But ihL I petticoats were vanish’d, g^e 

Si .K*^ I Like ffcecy clouds into Ihe sky reliril 

- And nothing brighter gleam ’dth rough fhesaloon, 

In her foU«4 or ter flan s Than dying «p?rs-and (he peeping n.oon. 

In some things, mines beyond all contradiction / ® r r r t 

The most sincere that ever dealt in fiction. ix* 

. „ The evaporation of a Joyous day 

Is like the last gUss of champagne, without 
Arm as she t«ais all things, and ne’er rctrc.Ms The foam which made its virgin bumper gay 
From anything, this epic will contain 1 Or like a system coupled with a doubt ; 


And as she treats all things, and ne’er rctrc.Ms 
From anything, this epic will contain 


^ conceiis, [viin. Or like a soda bottle, w'hen its spray 


might elsewhere hope to find in Has sparkled and let half its spiri 
V bitters with the sweets, Or like a billow, left by storms behi 

Yet mix’d so slightly, that you can't complain, Without the animation of the wind; 
But w'onder they so few are, since my Ule is 

Di rehus tunetU it quibuidam aUis. ^ . ..... 


3 find in Has sparkled and let half its spirit out ; 
sweets. Or like a billow, left by storms lUbind, 


Or like an o^ate, which brings troubled rest, 
Or none ; or llk’e— like nothing (hat \ know, 
Bur of all (ruths which she has told, the most J— such is the human breast r 

True is (hat w'hich she is about to tell. ^ which similitudes can show 

I Slid i( was a story of a ghost— Ho real likeness.^llke the old Tyrian vest 

What then ? I only know it so befell purple,* none at present can tell bow, 

Have you explored the limits of the const * shell -fish or from cochineal. 

Where all the dwellers of the earth must dwell? ^ lyiant’s rube, piecemeal I 

Tis time to strike such puny doubters dumb as XT. 

1 he sceptics who would not believe Columbus. But next to dressing for a rout or ball, 

^ Undressing 1$ a woe r ourre^ di ciamb/t 


sit like that of Kessus, and recall (am^r* 
Some people would impose now with authority, Thoughts quite as yellow, but less cletf ih»® 
Turpin's or Monmouth Geoffeys Chronicle ; Titus exclaim’d, 'I’ve lost a day f Of all 
Men whose historical superiority The nights and days mosi people can remen)' 

I s always g rca test at a miracle. ber 

But Saint Augustine has the great priority, (I’ve had of both, some nottobedlsdaiodl. 
Who bids all men believe the impossible, I wish they 'd state how many they have gain d* 
Be«ti/t€'tii so. Who nibble, scribble. quibble, he 
Quiets at once with 'quia impossibJIe.’ 

And |uan, on retiring for (he night, ., 

V ' • Fell restless, and perplex d , and compromlsea . 

And therefore, mortals, cavil not at all ■. He thought Aurora Rab/seyes more ^ght 

Believe ; — If ’(Is improbable, you must ; Than Adelloe (such is advice) advised : 

And if it is impossible, you Me//.* If he had known exactly his own plight. 

’Tis always best to take things upon (rust. He probably would Have philosopni^ ; 

1 do not sprak profanely, to recall A great resource (oall, and ne'er denlM 

I'hosc holier mysteries which the wise and just Till wanted : therefore Juan only sigh d, 

R eceive as gospel, and which grow more rooted, _ ,,, 

As all truths must, (he more they are disputed : *"*' . . h 

' He sigh’d :— The next resource is the fuU !!»<«• 

, , Where all sighs are deposited ; and now, 

( merely mean to say what Johnson said, U happen'd, luckily, the chaste orb staope 

Thar, in the course of some six thousand years As clear as such a cUmate will allow 1 

All nations have believed that, from the dead. And Juan’s mind was io (he proper tone ,, 

A visitant at intervals appears, To hail her with the aposuophe— '0 

And what is strangest upon this strange head, ^ 

Is that, whatever bar the reason rears * ne«oapas{tioeorch« ou TnUaporpta 



It happen'd, luckily, the chaste orb shone 
As clear as such a climate will allow 1 
And Juan’s mind was io (be proper ,» 

To hail her with the a postrophe— *0 , 

* ne toapositiee orch« oU T/rUa P«fpta *S?^futkS 
• wna or rron kervA » 
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OfamaioTy egothm th« I'uum, 

Which further to explain would be a truistn. 

xtv. 

But loveri poet, or astronomer, 

Shepherd or swnin. whoever may behold. 

Feel some abstraction when they ga2e on lies : 
Groat thoughts we catch from thence {besidtss 
a cold 

Sometimes, unless my feelings rather err) : 

T>eep secrets to her rolling light ire told : 

The ocean's tides and ntortal's brains she swavs, 
And also hearts, if there be truth in lays. 

XV, 

Ju.an felt somewhat pensive, and disposed 
For contemplation rather than his pillow : 

The Gothic chamber, where he was cnclos^, 
I-et in the rippling sound of the lake's IhIIow, 
With all the mystery by midnight caused : 

Below his window waved (of course) a willow; 
And he stood gazing out on the cascade 
That fi.'ish'd, and after darken’d in the shade. 

XVI. 

upon his table or his toilet— 
or these is not exactly ascertain'd 
(1 slate this, for 1 am cautious to a pitch 
Of nicety, where a fact is to be gain'd)— 

A lamp bum'd high, while he leant from a niche, 
Where many a Gothic ornament remain'd, 

In ehiscU'd stone and pointed glass, and all 
That time has left our fathers of their Kail. 

xvit. 

Then, as the night was clear, though cold, he 
threw 

His chamber door wide open— and went forth 
Into a gallery of u sombre hue, 

Ixjng furnish’d with old pictures ofgrc.il wonh. 
or knights ond domes, hermc and chaste too. 

As doubt less shou Id be people of h igh bin h ; 
But, by dim lights, the portraits of the dead 
Have something ghastly, desolate, and dread. 

xviir. 

The forms of the grim knight and pictured saint 
l^k living m the moon : and as you turn 
Backward and forward to the echoes faint 
Of your own footsteps, vcuces from the um 
Appear to wake, and shadows wild and ouaint 
btari from the frames whkh fence thrir asoect 
As if to ask how you can dare to keep fstem 
A vigil there, where all but death should sleep. ’ 

XIX. 

And the pde smile of beauties io the grave 
The charms of other days, In starlight gl^s 
Glimmer on high : their buried locks still wave 
Along the canvas : their eyes glance like dreams 
UA OUTS, or spars wiihin some dusky cave 
Bui death is imaged in their shadowy 
A picture is the past ; even ere lu frame 
Be gilt, who sate hath ceased to be the same 


XX. 

As luaa mused on muiabilily. 

Or on his mistress— terms synonymous— 

No sound except the echo of his sigh, 

Or step, ran sadly through that antique house ; 
When suddenly he beard, or thought so, nigh. 

A supernatural agent— or a mouse, 

Whose little nibbling rustle will elnb.^rras 8 
Most people, as it plays along the arras. 

XXI. 

It was no mouse, bui lo J a monk, army’d 
in cowl aii.t beads, and dusky garb, appear'd. 
How in the inoonUghi. and now lapsed in shade, 
With steps thal trod as heavy, yet unheard : 

f.arments only a slight murmur made ; 

He moN’ed as shadowy as the sisters weird. 

Rut slowly ; and as he pass'd Juan by 
Glanced, without pausing, on Jiim a bright eye. 

XXII. 

Ijuan was petrified : he had heard a hint 
or such a spirit in these halls of old. 

But thought, like most men. there was nothin? 
in'i * 

Beyond the rumour which such spots unfold, 
Coind from surviving supersti lion’s mint, 

\STiicb passes ghosts in currency like geld, 

But rarely seen, Uke gold compured uiin paper x 
And did he see this? or was it a vapour? 

XXIII. 

Once. iwHce, thike, pass'd, repiis'd— the thing 
of air. * 

Or earth beneath, or heaven, or t'other place ; 
And Juan gawd upon it with a stare, 

Vet could not speak or move ; but, on its base 
As stands a statue, stood : he fell his hair 
Twine like a knot of snakes around his face * 
He laxd his tongue for words, which were not 
granted, 

|To ask the revereod person what he wanted. 

XXIV. 

The third time, after a still longer pause, [hall 
The shadow pass'd away— bul where? The 
*wg, and thus far there was no great ttuse 
To think his vanishing unnatural • flaws 
D^K there were many, through which, by the 
Of physics, bodies, w he thcr short or tall 
Might come or go ; but Juan could not state 
irirough wbkb the spectre seem'd to evaporate, 

x\v. 

He stood— how long he knew not, but It seem'd 
An age— expectant, powerless, with his eyes 
blraift d on the spot where first the figure gleam'd : 

1 nen by degrees recall'd his energies, 

And would have pass'd the whole off as a dream 
But could HOC wake : he was, he did surmise. 
WaJang a^dy, and return'd a( length 
wwk to his chamber, shorn of half his strength. 
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All there was as he left It : still hb taper 
Burnt, and not i/uf. as modest tapers use 
R«eiving sprites with sympathetic vapour 
He n^bd his eyes, and they did not refuse 
1 heir omce • he look up an oM newspaper j 
1 he paper was right easy to peruse ; 

He read an article, the king attacking. 

And a long eulogy of ' patent blacking.' 

XXVII. 

Tljis savour'd of this world : but his hand shook- 
He shut his door, and, after having read 
A paragraph, I think, about Home fooke, 
Undrest, and rather slowly went to bed. 
There, couch'd all snugly on his pillow's nook, 
With what he’d seen his phantasy he fed ; 
And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept. 

xxvrti. 

He woke betimes ; and, as may be supposed, 
Ponder d upon his visitant or vision, 

And whether it ought not to be disclosed. 

At risk of being quizt’d for superstition. 

The more he thought, the more his mind was 
posed ; 

In the mean time, his valet, whose preciskm 
Was great, because his master brook'd no 
Knock’d to inform him it was time to dress. 


Fair Adeline inquired * If he were HI ?’ 

He started, and said, ' Yes— no^cather— yes, 
The fsnuly physician liad great skill, 

And, being present, now began to express 
His readiness to feel his pulse and tell 
The cause ; but Juan said he was quite well 

xxxttr. 

•Quite well; yes— oo.'— These answers were 
mysterious ; 

.And yet his looks appear'd to sanction both. 
However they might savour of delirious : 

Something like illness of a sudden growth 
Weigh'd on his spirit, though by no means 
serious; 

But for the rest, as he himself seem’d loth 
I To state the case, it might be ta'cn for granted 
It u. IS not the physician that he wvinted, 

XXXIV. 

Lord Henry, who had now discuss'd his choc^ 
Also the muffin whereof he complain'd, (late, 
Said Juan had not got his usual l^k elate, 

At which he marvel fd, since it had not rain’d: 
Then ask’d her Grace what news were of (he 
Duke of late. 

//<r Grace replied. 4r> Grace was rather pain d 
With some sligm, light, hereditary twinges 
Of gout, which rusts aristocratic hinges, » 


I XXXV. 

Aside his very mirror soon was put ; 


•You look,' quoth he, 

TtSt 


IvllvV vsa •iitf • 

as if you had bad}ou) 


^Hb • . Broke in upon by the BUck Friar of late.' 

Hk ‘i? *'’*'*’ ' • What Friar r said Juan ; and he did his bt 

Hjs very ncckc oth s Oordlan knot was tied «... .k.. -s/k -n 


Almost an iiair’s breadth too much on one side. 
XXX. 

And when he walk’d down into the saloon. 

He sate him pensive o'er a dish of tea. 

Which he perhaps had not discover’d soon. 
Had it not happen'd scalding hM to be, 
Which made him have recourse unto his spoon. 

So much distrait he was. that all could see 
That something was the matter —Adeline 
The first— but wAa/ she could not well divioe. 

XXXI. 

She look’d, and saw him pale, and turn'd as pale 
Herself then hastily look'd down a^ mut 
ler'd 

Something, but what’s not staled in my tale. 

Lord Henry said his muffin was ill butter'd : 
The Duchess of Fiis*Fulke pla/d with her veil, 
And look'd at Juan haid.^t nothing utter’d. 
Aurora Ra^. with her large dark eyes, 

Surve/d him with a kind of calm surprise. 

x»cii. 

But sedng him all cold and silent still, 

And everybody wondering more or less* 


best 

To put liie quesiioft with an air sedsi^ 

Or careless ; but the eff’ort was not valid. 

To hinder Inm from growing still more paJUfl- 

xxxvr. 

' Oh I bare you iiever heard of the Black 
The spirit of these walls ?’-'!« truib, ool i* 
‘Why. Fame-but Fame, you know, s somt- 
limes a liar— 

Tells an odd story, of which by and by : 
Whether with time the spectre has grown snyffi 
Or that our sires had a more 
For such sights, though the tale is half 
The friar of bte has not been oft percareo. 

XXXVII. 

•The last lime was ’ *1 pay/ said 

(Who watch’d the changes of Uoo Juy» f 
And from its context thought she could onw 
Connections, stronger than be chose to aro r 
With this same ItfeiM), ' If you but design 
To jest, you’U choose some other theme 
now ; . . 

Because the present tale has oft been toUU , 

And is DOC much improved by growing old* 
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‘Jest r quoth Milor j ‘why. Adelioe, you know 
That we ourselves^'twas in (be honeymoon- 

Saw ' ‘Well, no maKer, ‘twas so long ago 

But, come, TM set your story to a tune.* 
Graceful as Dian when she draws her bow. 

Sh6se)2ed her harp, whose strings «‘ere kindled 
As touch'd, and plaintively bepn to play (soon 
The air of ' 'Twas a Friar of Orders Grey.* 

XXXIX. 

* But add the words,* cried Henry, ' which you 
For Adeline is half a poetess,' [made * 

Turning round to the rest, he. smiling, said. 

or course the others could not but e:rpr«s 
In courtesy their wish to see display'd 
By one. ikrH talents, for there were iw less— 
The voice, the words, the harper's skill at once, 
Could hardly be united by a dunce. 

XL. 

After some faMlnating hesitation— [bound, 
The charming of these charmers, who seem 
1 can t tell why, to this disumuUtion— 

Fair Adeline, with eyes fix'd on the frour>d 
At first, then kindling into animation. 

Added her sweet voice to the lyrk sound. 

And sang, with much simplicity.— a merit 
Not the less precious, that we seldom hear U. 

I. 

Beware, beware of the Black Friar. 

Who sitieih by Norman stone. 

For he mutters his prayer in the midnight air. 

And his mas of the days that are gone. 

When the Urd of the HIM. AmundeW. 

Made Norman church his prey 
And expel I'd the friars, one friar sUll 
Would not be driven away. 

Though he tame In hU might, with King Henry's 
To turn church lands to lay, fjimL 

With sword in hand, and torch to light ^ * ' 
Their walls, If they said nay 

A monk remain'd, unchased, unchain'd, 

And he did not seem form'd of clay 

he's seen in (be 
TJiOugh he is not seen by day. [church, 

3* 

And whether for good, or whether for ill 
It is not mine to say ; 

Hut still with the house of Amundeville 
He abideth night and day. 

By the marriage-bed of their lords, 'tis said 
He fiits on the bridal eve * * 

And 'tis held u faith, to their bed of death 
He comes— but not to grieve. 

4- 

When an heir is bom, he's heard to mourn • 

And when aught is to befall 
Tliat ancient lin^ in the pale moc«shinc 
lie walks from hall *0 ball. 


His fonn you may trace, but not his face. 

Tis shadow'd by his cowl. 

But his eyes may be seen from the folds beiween. 
And they seem of a parted soul. 

5- 

But beware, beware of the Black Friar, 

He still retains his sway ; 

For he is yet the church's heir, 

Whoever may be the lay. 

Amundeville is lord by day. 

But the monk is lotd by night ; 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question that friar's right. 

6 . 

Say nought to him as he walks the hall ; 

And he'll say nought to you ; 

He sweeps along in his dusky 
As o'er the grass the dew. 

Then gramercy I for the Black Friar ; 

Heaven sain him ! fair or foul : 

And whatsoe'er may be his prayer 
Let ours be for hut soul. 

XLi. 

The lady's voice ceased, and the thrilling wires 
Died from the touch that kindled liiem to 

; fpires 

And ilie pause follow'd, which, when song exl 
I ervades a moment those who listen round ; 
And then, of course, the circle much admires 
Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound, 
tones, the feeling, and the executioc. 

To the performer's diffident confusion. 

XLir. 

Fair Adeline, though in a careless way. 

As If she rated such accomplishment 
As the mere puiime of an Idle day, 

Pursued an instant for her own content, 

WMkI nowand then, as 'Kwtrtwi/Aau/ disclav 
Yet di^lay, in fact, at times relent 
lo such pwfonnanccs, with haughty smite. 

To show slie^ea/rf, if it were worth her while. 

XLIII. 

Nw this (but we will whisper it aside) 
Was-pardon the pedantic illustralion- 
Trampbftg on Plato's pride with greater pride. ♦ 
^As did the Cynic on some like occasion ' 
timing the sage would be much mortified, 

Or thrown into a philosopMc passion 
For a spoilt carpet-bul the ‘Attic Bee ' 

Was much consoled by liis ow n repartee. 

XLlv. 

Thw Adeline would throw into the shade 
(By dcNog easily, whene'er she chose. 
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What diUtUnli do with vast parade) 

Their sort of half-froftssi^n^ for it grows 
To something like this when too oft di^la/d : 

And that it is $o» everybody knows* 

Who have heard Miss 'Fhat or This, or Lady 
T’other, 

Show off’-to please tiieir company or mother. 


Oh the long evenings of duets and trios 1 
The admirations and the speculations : 

The ‘ Mammu Mid i!‘ and the ‘ A>nor Midi!' 

The ' Tanti pc lefts' on such occasions : 
The ' Lnseiamis’ (juavering 'Addidst' 
Amoi^t our own most musical of nations ; 
With ' Tu mi eAttmais' from Port ingale, 

To soothe our ears, lest Italy should 

XLvr. 

Ill Babylon’s bravuras^as the home [lands, 
Keart-ballads of Green Lrin or Grey High* 
That bring Lochaber back to eyes that roam 
O’er far Atlantic continents or islands, 

The calentures of music which o’ercome 
All mountaineers with dreams that they are 
nigh lands 

No more to be beheld but in such virions— 
Was Adeline well versed, as comporiiions. 

XLVlt. 

She also had a twilight tinge of ' DIkt,' 

Could write rhymes, and compose more than 
Made epigrams occasionally, too, [she wrote ; 

Upon her friends, as everybody ought. 

Gut still, from that sublime r a sure hue. 

So much the present dye, she was remote ; 
Was weak enough to deem Pope a great poet. 
And, what was worse, was not ashamed toriiow' 
It. 

XLVItl. 

Aurora— since we are touching upon taste. 
Which now'S-days is tlie thermometer. 

By whose degrees all characters are class’d— 
Was more Shaksperian. if I do not err. 

The worlds beyond this world’s perplexing w aste 
Had more of her exbtence, for m her 
There was a depth of feeling to embrace 
Thoughts boundless, deep, but silent, loo. as 
Space. 


* I reuMsibcr ikAt Uw iMyom* A pcerwUI iown.sooc* 
«h!)t »ucfrit«d with • sinU*r from fMciaa pftila did 

ratber in<te<of04U)r break ihroofn the ef in iMeHi* 

B : ledtenct (attlbecM, 1 Mia, u W Ter the wtUs, 

<l«i btles ta teceedUe len^uacee (k wai seme ivers befece 
Uie peicc. efe ill the w»rU tud (nitUed. led vVtIe I wei • 
cen«Yieat. w«t« wrdr OHfwUed by ik« o«r<e«»mi tkh 
■uvereM, (My.brekiem wHb: * aei ve»r TttlkMeel tee m 


XLIX. 

Not 50 her gracious, graceful, graceless Grace, 
The full-grown Hebe of Fite-Fulke, »ho« 
If she had any, was upon her face, [mind, 
And (hat was of a fascinating kind, 

A little (urn for mischief you might trace 
Also thereon— but that’s not much : we find 
Few females without some such gniile leaven, 
For fear we should suppose us quite in heaven, 


I itiU Ud4 with difidtiKC. 41 a luc« «4d bval oT 

JilUaa snsk b(c»cr4l.4oder«e«b4rRoAuSLtMi v«Bav 
uy. as ih« MAAdAnr dM of ibe ^aimWe. la die kkmr * 
tbi pktir* voaM be b«n0 ^^4 H ike 
palaler had ubca nett pela^* 


I have not heard she was at all poetic. 

Though once she was seen reading the * Bain 
Guide.’ [pathetic. 

And ' Hay ley’s Triumphs,* w'hich she deem a 
Because she said Aer Umptr had been tried 
So much, the bard had really been propheuc 
Of what she had gone through with— SJiwea 
bride. 

But of all vene, what most ensured her praise 
Weresonneis to herself, or h^uts rimis. 

LI. 

Twere difficult to say what was the object 
Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay 
To bear on what appear d to her the subject 
Of Juan's nervous feelings on that day : 
Perhaps she merely had the simple project 
To laugh him out of his supposed dismay , 
Perhaps she might wish to confirm bun m iL 
Though why I cannot say— at least this roiaute. 

Lit. 

But so far the immediate effect 
Was to restore him to his self-propriety. 

A thing quite necessary to theeleci, ^ 

Who wi.* to lake (he tone of th«r society , 

In which you cannot be too a^umspect 
^^^)clhet the mode be persiflage or p^ty, 

But wear the newest mantle of hypocru^ 

On pain of much displearing the gynoersey. 

Lilt. 

And therefore Juan now began to ..... 

His sinrits. and, without more expI^aWfc 
To jest upon such (hemes in many a»uj^ 
Her Grew, loo, also sei*^ occasK# 

With various similar remarks to . 

But wish’d fora slill mere detail a 
Of <his same mysUc friars 
About (he present family s deaths ana 

Of these, few could say irwre 
They pass’d, as such things dread 

With some: while others, 

The theme, half credited the^® ^ . 

And much was talk’d on all aides o 

But Juan, when Cfoss^juesuon dMtW 

Whkh*^ some supposed ((hough he nau 
Had*r^ilL,Wdu.. 
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And then, the mW-day having worn (o ooe, 

The company piepared to sepataie ; 

Some ro their severaJ pastiinee, or to none. 
Some wondering 'twa$ so early, some so late 
There was a goodly match, loo, to be run 
Between some greyhounds on my lord's estate, 
And a young race-hoise of o!d pedigree, {stt. 

Match'd for the spring, whom several wen t to 

Lvi, 

There was a plcturo^ealer, who had brought 
A special Titian warranted original. 

So precious that it was not to be bought, fall 
Though pnnc« the possessor were besieging 
!;»[?self had cheapen'd it. but thought 
^ d«»Sns to accept (obliging aC 
His subjects by his gracious acceptation) 
loo scanty, in these limes of low taxation. 

Lvri. 

But as Lord Henry was a connoisseur— 

•The friend 0/ artists, if not aris-ihe owner. 
With motives the most classical and pure 
So that he would have been the very donor 
Raiher than seller, had his wants bc^ fewer 
So much he deem'd his patronage an honwir. 
Had brought the ra/e rf* not for sale, 

But for his judgment— nevrr l^own to fail. 

LV] It. 

Bricklayer of Babel, call'd an architect 

some sUVhl 

wk" the Abbey through thick 

And thm, produced a plan whereby to erect 
New buildings of correctest confonnaiioii. 

And throw down old, which he call'd rtUvniun 

ux. 

The cost would be a tritle— an ‘old son? • 

Set to some thousands fUs the usual burden 

The pnee would speedily repay its worth in 
An ediAw no less sublime th^niitone 

H«nry sgood taste® would go 

For Gothic daring shown in English mciey.* 

LX. 

a mortgage 

«'sh d to raise fora new pumhase: 


scs t: esjes ssssv^*— fSsLM 


Also a lawsuit i^ion (enures bu^age, 

And one on tithes, which sure are Discord's 
torches. 

Kindling Religion till she throws down k/r gage 
‘Untying* squires 'to fight against the 
churches : ' • (rnan, 

1 here was a pnze ox. a prise pig, and plough- 
F or Hen ry was a sort of Jsabine showman . 

LXI. 

There were two poachers caught in a steel trap 
Ready for gaol, their place of convalescence • 
There was a country girl, in a close cap 
And scarlet cloak ([ hate the sight to see. 
since— ' 

Since-^n<^in ^ outh. I had the sad mishap— 
But lu^ily I VC paid few parish fees since) 
That scarlet cloak, alas, unclosed with rigour, 
rrcscnis (he problem of a double figure, 

LXii. 

A ^1 wiihin a bottle is a mystery : 
i^One can't (ell how it e'er get in or out . 
ifterefore (he present piece of natural history 
I leave to those who are fond of solving doubl j 
And merely siate. though not for the consistory 
Lord Henry was a jusliee. and that Scout 
The constable, Uncaih a warrant's banner. 

Had baggd (hlsiioachef upon Nature's manor. 

LXItl. 

must judge all pieces 

AiS ®v *** game 

country from caprices * 

f" <he same « 

Jill »'ihes and leases, 

Perhaps these are mosi difltcuU to tame • 

wenches, ' 

Are pussies to the most precautious benches. 
LXlV. 

Tire present culprit was extremely pale 
Pale as if painted so ; her cheek being red 
higher dames less hale^ 

Tis while, at least when they just rise fron» 
Perhaps she was ashamed of seerniig fr^ “ f 

Tb«, lo «« whi»-for blushes .r« tor qualiiy. 

LXV, 

gather d a Urge tear into the wrner 

iJ? at times essay '?io div 

* sentimental mourner 
Parking all her sensibility ' 

To U^l-d . n 

1 o oe call d up for her examination, 
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LXVI. 

or course these groups were scatter d here and 
there. 

Not nigh the gay saloon of ladies gent. 

The lawyers in the study ; and in air [sent 
The prize pig, ploughman, poachers : the men 
From town, viz. architect and dealer, were 
Both busy (as a general in hb tent. 

Writing despatches) in their several stations, 
Exulting in their brilliant lucubrations. 

LXVtf. 

But this poor girl was left in the great hall. 
While Scout, the parish guardian of the frail. 
Discuss'd (he hated beer yel^t the ' small 
A mighty mug ol mora/ double ale. 

She waited until justice could recall 
Its kind attentions to their proper pale. 

To name a thing in nomenclature rather 
Perplexing for most virgins— a child's father. 

LXYtn. 

You see here was enough of occupation 
For the Lord Henry, link’d with dogs and 
horses. 

There was much bustle, too, and preparation 
Below*stairs, on the score of second courses : 
Because, as suits their rank and situation. 

Those who in counties have great land re* 
sources. 

Have * public days,* when all men may carouse. 
Though not exactly what’s call’d * opm botise/ 

LXtX. 

But once a week or fortnight, a^invited 
(Thus we translate ^gtntrcl r’«viVtffr>«), 

All country gentlemen, esquired or knighted. 
May drop in. without cards, and take (h«r 
station 

At the full board, and sit alike delighted 
With fashionable wines and conversation : 
And, as the isthmus of the grand connection. 
Talk o'er, themselves, (he past and next election. 

LXX. 

Lord Henry was a great elect ioneerer. 
Burrowing for boroughs like a rat or rabbit : 
But county contests cost him rather dearer, 
^cause (he neighbouring bcoteh Earl of 
Giftgabbit [here : 

Had English influence, in (he self-saine sphere 
His son, the Honourable Dick Dicedrabbit. 
Was member for the ' other interest ' (meaning 
The same self-interest, with n different leaning). 

LXXt. 

Cautious and courteous therefore in hb county. 
He was all things to all men. and dispensed 
To some civility, to others bounty. 

And promises to all — which last commenced 
To’ gatner to a somewhat large amount, be 
Not caloulating how much they condensed \ 
Bqt yrhat with keeping some and breaking 
' others. 

Hb word bad tbe same value as another's. 


LXXlb 

A friend to freedom and freeholders,— yet 
No less a friend to government, —be held 
That he exactly the just medium hit [pell'd. 

'Twixt place and patriotism— albeit com- 
Such w-as his soverelgo's pleasure (though unlit. 
He added modestly, when rebels raifd), 

To hold some sinecures he wish'd abolish’d, 

But (hat with them all law would be demolish'd. 

LXXlIt. 

He was ‘free to confess'— '(whence cornea this 
phrase? 

Is't English ? No— ‘tb only parliamentasy) 
That innovation's spirit now-a-days [tury« 
Had made more progress than for (he last can- 
He would not (read a factious path to praise. 
Though for the public weal disposed to ven- 
ture high: 

As for his place, he could but say this of Ui 
That the fatigue was greater than the profit. 

LXX tv. 

Heaven and his friends knew that a private life 
Had ever been hU sole and whole ambilioa; 
But could he quit his king in times of stnfe, 
^^^^ich threaten'd the whole country with pef 

ditioD? , . i i/m 

When demagogues would with a butcher 8 knii^e 
Cut through and through (oh, damnab.e 
slon 1} [stnop 

The Gordian or the Grordi-an knot, wl^ 
Have tied together commons, lords, and king** 

LXXV. 

Sooner ‘come place Into the civil list 
And chamjMon him to the utmost •- 
Till duly disappointed or dismiss d : [l^ *'• 

Profit he cared not for, let ethers reap 
But should the day come when place oo^ ^ 

The country would have far mote cause lo 

For how could it go on ? Explain who can 1 

f/t gloried in the name of Englishman. 

LXXVI. 

He was an independent-ay, 

Than those who were not paid lor 
pendence, , „ 

As ctmimon soldiers, or a 

Have in their several arts or parts ascendan 
O'er the irregulars in lust or gore, 

Who do not give professional attendance. 
Thus on tbe mob all statesmen are as 
To prove (heir pride, as footmen to a oegg«' 

LXXVII. 

All this (save the last sUnza) Henry said. 

And tboughi. I say no more-I « said too 

much ; . 

For all of us bate either beard or rean . 

ufoH the husting s— some shgnt ^ _ 

• IhM so. <oo« eue 

A«4 ehrtpto" ow tothe 
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Hints from the ind^nd«nt heart or bead 
Of the official candidate- V\\ touch 
No more on this— the dinner-bell hath rune 
And grace is said— the grace I have 

Lxwtn. 

But I'm too late, and therefore must make i^ay 
Twas a great briquet, such as Alt^ old 
Was wont to boast— as if a glutton’s tray 
Were something very glonous to behold, 

nut ttvAS a public feast, and public day 

Quite full, right dull, guests hot, and dishes 
cold. 

Great plenty, n»uch forniality, small clwer. 

And everybody out of their own sphere. 

LXXIX. 

The sGuires familiarly formal, and 
My lords and ladies proudly condescending : 
puasling how to hand 

Ihelr plates-withoul it might be too much 

bending 

From their high places by the sideboard's stand- 
Yei, like their masters, fearful of ofTendme 
For any deviation from the graces 
Might cost both man and master too— their 




LXXX. 

were some hunters bold, and coarsen 

Some deadly shots tw, Septembrisers, seen 

search 

Of the poor partridge through his stubble screen 
^church'^^* mem ben of the 

Takers of tithes, and makers of good matches. 
And several who sung fewer psalms than caich«. 

LXXX1. 

There were some country wags too— and, alas 
^driven ” ffom the town, wbo had been 

To case, instead of pavement, upon grass 
And me at nme in lieu of long ele^it 
And lol upon that day it came to pass, 

I sate next that o’erw helming son of heaven 
The very powerful pnrikm Peter Pith, 

The loudest wit I eerwas deafen'd with. 

LXXXIt. 

* Undon days. 

An^ out, though but a cumie ; 

And not a joke lie cut but earn'd its praise, 
irUn coming at a sure rate 

wondrous are Thy wavs I 
suppose Th, gift, sotneui^ S- 

Gave him, to lay (be devil who looks o'er Uncoto. ' 
A fat fen vicarage, and nought 10 think on. ^ 


I LXXStll. 

HU jedtes were sermons, and his sermons jokes 
But bwh were thrown awAy amongst the fens 
bw wit hath no great friend in aguish folks. 

No longer ready ears and short-hand pens 
i^«gAy or happy hoax • 

The poor priest w as r ed uced to com mon sense 
^ to coaise efforis. very loud and long, 
lo hammer a hoarse laugh from the thick 
throng. 

LXXXIV. 

a difference, says the song. • between 
p^g-'trand a q 11^*1; n.' or rt^ir (of l.Uc 
I IM Litter worse useil of i}»e two, we've seen— 
Hut we li aiy nothing of aff.iirs of st.de): 
d diftmocc • 'ewixt a hi.hoi^ .irid a dean/ 

A cJifferen^ between crockery ware and plaie. 
Js U!lwe«, English beef unU Span.in broib- 
ind jet great heroes have been bred by both, 

LXXXV. 

^ul Of all nature's discrciwncics, none, 

Upon the whole, is greater than the difference 
country and the town, 
preference 

rom ihoM who ve few resources of their owm 
And only think or act or feel with referenc? 

^ some small jrian of interest or ainbiOon— 
>oih which are bmited to no condition. 

Lxxxvr. 

''‘iJH.T"" The light lov., languish o’er 

owe ^ 

of champagne and truffles: 
empemnre delights her. but long fasting ruffles, 

LXXXVJt. 

•i^ly l^'d o'er the dinner of the day j 

12 !'^ knew nbt where, 

confusion, and distrait. 

And wiling as if naird upon his chair ffrav 

found as in a 

* 5 ”^"' express'd a wish 
fDheeded twice) to have a fin of fish. 

txxxvjii. 

«‘>‘"«'‘ing Ofthn Ixuin,, 
smiles around 

Iv he colour'd more than once, 

A CS ^ nothing can confound 
^ laughter from a duncu - 

Anrf CW Ijwdish a deadly wound, 

««h hurry, that, ere he could curb it 
” iur 1 »r^ D^'ghbour's prayer with h^f a 

LXXXIX. 

was no W mistake, as k occurred 
1 ne suppbeator being an imaieur • ‘ 
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But others, who were left with scarce a third, 
Were angry — as they well might, to be sure. 
They w'onder’d how a young man so absurd 
Lord Henry at hts table should endure ; 

And this, and his not knowing how much oats 
Had fallen last market, cost his host three votes. 

xc. 

They little knew, or might have sympathized, 
I'hat he the night before had seen a ghost, 

A prologue which but slightly harmonized 
With the substantial company engross'd 
By matter, and so much materialized. 

'I'hat one scarce knew at what to marvel most 
or two things^how (the question rather odd is) 
Such bodies could have souls, or souls such 
bodies* 

xci. 

But what confused him more than smile or stare 
From all the squires and squiresses around, 
Who wonder'd at the alistraciion of his air, 
Especially as he had been renovat'd 
For some vivacity among the fair, 

Even In the country circle's narrow bound 
(For little things, upon my lord's estate. 

Were good smalbtalk for others still less great). 

xcit. 

Was that he caught Aurora's eye on his. 

And something like a smile upon her cheek. 
Now this he really ratlier took amiss : 

In those whe rarely smile, their smiles bespeak 
A strong external motive ; and in this 
Sniile of Aurora's there was nought to pique, 
Or hope, or love, with any of Che wiles 
Which some pretend to trace is ladies' smiles. 

XCITI. 

Twas a mere quiet smile of contemplation. 

Indicative of some surprise and pity ; 

And Juan grew camaiion with vexation, 

Which was not very wise, had still less witty. 
Since he had gain’d at least her observation, 

A most important outwork ofthedty— 

As Juan should have known, had not his senses 
By last night's ghost been driven from their de- 
fences. 

xciv. 

Blit what was bad, she did not blush in turn. 

Nor seem embarrass'd^^uite Che contrary : 
Her aspect was as usual, still— eet sien— 

And she withdrew, but cast nol down, her eye, 
Yet grew a little pale — with what ? eonceco ? 

I know not ; but her colour ne’er was high — 
Though sometimes faintly flush’d— and aUv* 
As deep seas in a sunny atmosphere. [clear- 

xcv. 

But Adeline was occupied by fame [scending 
This day ; and watching, witching, coode* 
'^0 the consumers of fish, fowl, and game. 

And dignity with courtesy so bleoding, 


As all must blend whose part it is to aim 
(Especially as the sixth year is ending) 

At their lord’s, son’s, or similar connecdott's 
Safe conduct through the rocks of re'elrctiou, 

xcvi. 

Though this was most expedient, on the whole, 
And usual— Juan, w hen he cast a glance 
On Adeline, while playing her grand r<Vr, 
Which she went ihroiigh as though it were a 
Del raying only now and (hen her soul, [dance. 

By a (ooV scarce perceptibly askance 
(Of weariness or scorn), began to feel 
Some doubt how much of Adeline was tmI; 

XCVIT. 

5>o well she acted all and fv^ry part 
By turns— with that vivacious versatility, 
Which many people take for want of heart, 
They err— 'tis merely what Is call’d moblliiy, 
A thing of temperament and not of art. 

Though seeming so, from its supposed faoiiiy. 
And false— though true: for surely they re sm- 
cerest 

Who are strongly acted on by what Is nearest, 
xcviit. 

This makes your actors, artists, and romanceit 
Heroes sometimes, though seldom — saga 
never; , . 

But speakers, bards, d»plomati*is, 

Little that's great, but much of what is clever, 
Most orators, but very few financiers, 

Though all Exchequer Chancellors endwww 
Of late years to dispense with C,«ker * rigou • 
And grow quile figurative with ihcir figured- 

XCIX. 

The poets of arithmetic are they . 

Who^ihough they prove not two and two to « 

Five, as they might do in a modest way. 

Have plainly made it out that four ' 

Judging by what they take, end what they pay 
I'hr linking Fund's unfathomable sett, 

That most unliquidaling liquid, lw^__ 

The debt unsunk, yet sinks all « receives- 

C. 

\VhiJe Adeline dispensed her airs and 
The fair Fiu-Fulke seem’d very mu^** 
Though too well bred to quiz «gld 

Her laughing blue eyes withaglaece 
The ridicules of people m all ^ 

That honey of your fashionable be^ 

And sttwe it up tor >n'«hievous enjoyme^* 

And this at present was her kind employ” ^ 
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CI. 

However, the dev closed, as days must close : 

The evening also waned— and cofTee came : 
hach carriage was announced, and ladles rose. 

And curtsying off, as curtsies country dame, 
Retired ; with most unrashiouablebows. 

Their docile esquires also did the same ; 
Delighted with their dinner and their host. 

But with the Lady Adeline the most. 

cn. 

Some praised her beauty : others her great grace, 
rhe warmth of her politeness, whose sincerity 
was obvious in each feaitire of her face, 

Whose trails were radiant with the rays o 
verity. 

ihe was truly worthy Arr high place I 
No one could envy her deserved prosperity 
And then her dress— what beautiful simplicity 
Draperied her form with curious felicity !• 

CTIT. 

Nfcanwhile sweet Adeline deserved their praises. 

By an Impartial indemnific.iiion 
For all her past exertion and soft phrases. 

I n a most edify Ing con versat Ion, Ifaces, 

Which tunt'd upon their late guests’ miens and 
And families, even to the last relation: 

Their hideous wives, their horrid selves and 
dresses, 

And truculent distortion of their tresses, 

CIV. 

Tw, fht said Uiile-’lwas the rest that broke 
rorth into universal epigram ; 

Bii t Ihen twas to the purpose what she spoke • 
UkeAddisons Taint prahe.' so wont to damn. 
Her own nut served to set off every joke 
As music chimes in with a mdodrame. 

How sweet the usk to shield an absent friend I 
1 ask but tins of mine, to— defend. 

cv. 

There were but two exceptions to this keen 
bkirmish of wits o’er the deported : one 
Auroi^ with her pure and pbcid mien ; 

And Juan, too, in general behind none 
In gay remark on what ho had heard or seen 
bale silent now, his usual siurits gone • 
in vain be beard ibe others mil or rally 
He would not Join them in a single saUy. 

CVI. 

Tis true he saw Aurora look as though 
.She approved his silence ; she perhaps mistocJc 
Its motive for that charity we owe, 

But seldom pay, the alweni. nor would look 
Further : jt might or it might not be so • 

But Juan, silling silent in his nook 
Observing Ilule in his reverie, 

Yet saw this much, which he was glad to see. 


*Cor*«irt 


evil. 

Theghost at least had done him this much good, 
In making him as silent .os a ghost. 

If, in the circumstances which ensued. 

He gain'd esteem wlwre it was worth the most 
And certainly Aurora h.id renew'd 
I In him some feelings he had lately lost, 

Of h-tTden’d ; feelings which, perhaps ideal, 

Are so divine, that I must deem them real:— 

CVI IT. 

Tlie love of higher things and belter d.iys ; 

Tl^ unbounded hope, and heavenly ignorance 
Of IS caird the world and the world's ways : 

The moments when we gaiher from a gUnce 
More joy ih.in from all futiire pride or praise. 

uhich kindle manhood, but can ncer en- 
I he heart in an existence of its own, f trance 
Of which another's bosom is the tone. 

cr.x. 

WJo would not sigh A* at rnv Kwa«pe»av, 

That kath a memorv. or that A.rrf a heart } 
•'wl A/r star must fade tike that of Dl.an : 

Ray fades on ray. as years on years derwrt. 
Anacreon only had the soul to tie an 
Un withering myrtle round the un blunted d.art 
though thou hast play'd us many 

Still we respect thee, •A/mA Ctnttrixr 

cx. 

And full of sentiments, sublime as billows 
Heaving between this world and worlds be- 
yond. 

Juan, when the midnight hour of pillows 
Amved. retired to his : but to despond 

of poppiw, willows 

Waved oer hi* wuch ; he meditated, fond 
s’lS^ thoughts which banish 

And make tlie worldling sneer, the youn^mg 

ext. 

The night was AS before : he was undress'd 
baring his night-gown, which is an undress 
Comp ^ely and without vest • 

In sliort. he hardly could be clothed w hh less 5 
But. apprehensive of his spectral guest 

mi .kS! 5' Awkward to express 

(By those who have not had such visitations) 
Expectant of the gliost's fresh operations. 

exit. 

V ^ 5— tis not— yet 'tis— 

Ye^wers ! H is ihe-the-the-Pobh ' tli^at r 
The dcMl may take ihat sicalthy^ce ofl h I 
So hke a spiritual pit-a-pat. >■» I 

^joepf on amatory MUs, 

51^2® ^ * rendezvous. 

And dreading the chaste echoes 0/ her shoe 
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Aeairt— what is’t? The wind? Uo, no,— this 
It Is the sable Friar, as before, [time 

With awful footsteps, regularas rhyme, [more 
Or (as rhymes may be in these days) much 
Again, through shadows of the night sublime, 
When deep sleep fell on men, and the world 
wore 

The starry darkness round her like a girdle. 
Spangled with gems— the monk made his blood 
curdle. 

extv. 

A noise like to wet hngers drawn on glass,* 
Which sets the teeth on edge ; and a slight 
clatter, [pass. 

Like showers which on the midnight gust wir 
Souiiding like very supernatural wai^r. 

Came over Juan s ear. which throbbd, alas I 
For immaierialism's a serious matter ; 

So that even those whose faith is the most great 
In souls immortal, shun them (6te-4-l^e. 

cxv, 

Were his eyes open ?— Yes I and his mouth too. 

Surprise has (his effect- to make one dumb. 
Yet leave the gate which elo<)ucnce slips through 
As wide as if a long speech were to come. 
Nigh and more nigh the awful echoes drew. 

Tremendous to a mortal tympanum : 

His eyes were open, and (as w as before fdoor. 
Staled, his mouth. Wbat ^n‘d next r— the 

CXVI. 

It open'd with a most infernal creak. 

Uke that of hell. * Laiciat* ogni sptrama ' 
yai eft tntraU!' The hinge seem’d to speak. 

Dreadful as Dante's rima. or this siana ; 

Or— but aU words upon such themes are weak : 

A single shade's sufficient to entrance a 
Hero — Tor what is substance to a spirit 7 
Or how is't matUr trembles to come near it? 

cxvn. 

The door flew wide, not swiftly — but as fly 
The sea-gulls, with a steady, sober flight — 
And then s^vung back ; nor close— but stood 
awry, 

Half letting in long shadows on the light, 
Which still in Juan's candlesticks bum'd high. 
For he bad two both lolerably bright ; 

And in the doorway, darkening darkness, stood 
I'be sable friar, in bis solemn bood. 

cxvin. 

Don Juan shook, as erst be bad been sbaliea 
Tbe night before : but. being rick of shaking. 
He first ioclined to think he been mbtaken, 
And theo to be ashamed of such mistaking : 


« Aficeetf ta« CbMl aftke Mck or fitocc 

«teMnvraM *Kwtl K^rtt iwcteOa 


His own internal ghost began to awaken [ing— 
Within him. and to quell his corporal quak* 
Hinting that soul and b^y, on the w'hoJe. 

Were odds against a disembodied souL 

exjx. 

And then his dread grew wrath, and his wrath 
fierce; 

And he arose, advanced— the shade retreated ; 
But Juan, eager now the truth to pierce. 

Follow'd, his veins no longer cold, but heated. 
Resolved to thrust the mysteiy enrfe and tieree, 

At whatsoever risk of ^ing defeated : 

The glK6l stopp'd, menaced, then retired until 
He reach'd the ancient wall, then stood stone 

still 

cxx. 

Juan pul fonh one arm— Eternal Powers ! 

It touch'd no soul nor body, but the wall, 

On u'hkh the moonbeams fell in ulvery showers, 
Chequer'd with all the tracery of the hall. 

He shudder'd, as no doubt the bravest cowers 
When he can't tell whai tis that doth appal. 
How ^d, a single hobgoblin's nonentity , 
Should cause more fear than a whole hosts 
identity!* 

exxt. 

But still the sliade remain'd r the blue 
And rather variably for stony death : (glar«. 

Yet one thing rather good the grave bad sparen— 
i bc ghost had a remarkably sweet bmotn . . 

A straggling curl show'd he had been f8if»hajr a , 

A red lip. with two rows of pearls benaatn. 
Gleam'd forth, as through the 

shroud - * 

The moon peep'd, just escaped from a grey . 

CXXII. 

And luan, pu«led, but siiU curious, thrust 
His other arm forth— Wonder upon wonderi 
t press'd upon a hard but glowing 5«*h 
Which beat as if there was a warm heart unow* 

He found, as people on most tnals must. 

That he had made at first a silly blunder. 

And that in hts confusion he had caugnt 
Only the wall, instead of what besought. 

exxin. ^ 

The shosl. if ghost it wwe. 

As ever lurk'd beneath a holy hood . , 

A dimpled chin, a neck of god 

Forth into something much bke 
Back feU the sable frock and I 

And they reveal'd-alas, that e er they 
In full, voluptuous, but *> jpSu | 

Tbe nbantom of her frolic Gmce-Fil**F«i*^ * 




NOTES. 


CHILDE HAROLDS PILGRIMAGE. 

CaHTO tl.. STAUZA XtK p. 164. 

.9^*^ ^ Twfc. Md tMM IlMk 

At lAii a«(»*<at (JafcoAfy > «liA W%Kle< whAi hi^t® 

^r««dr d«MMi«d tm l —i fa w, An Hydf>M vcud it ta 

t# >««!*« rrery p«fUW« c«bc. Thu. u I fcetfd * 
yMMRf Cr«<k ob»crv«. in cmihim wh auar «< his eauWK. 

aay L«rd EHpn b««st e< M*inc Athm. Ao tuiun 

M»ni«r^ih« drw *«4®«hc«, Lniwn. it tM •*«•» af 

de*4jt*t(on;a^ ldi« im Cr*<k /n-Brr V«fSt ifStil? 

•h« foU*w«d^ Man pro<<i*MB.t^ tus proved ib« aM 2^ 
jjnimw of Mund«r. Iki»*«h .ih.t wint Md th« FrCKh 
CdKMl Fau««T. *h« wtthM lo rtMue :fc« r«auins tot Us Mrn 
t«*«ne5nA (h«r* Is »ow • »m1«m UiuniK a*e^ 

•m i**Wd In t>i«U c«a«ci^t. tk« »»*^f »U?l27»J|uwJ 
*«'« be«h Veksn V-^Atb*«»>Mk«d upbrtWCaM^ 

• rtd L^arl h«UidW«*«pUinl be<afc tk« V/ifUS uft 
Eld<A kns k««B «tirei®«ly htMy ia Us eksKt o4 jtcnai 
I .ukiad. O^rinf 1 ««»tdeece le AtkeM. M it<w 

CobMtnAl. till h« Accoapuvkd wt In ew »«««ed whi^moa 
M morki, at Ut as tk«y<o.a>e •SibLyiJS^W 
tlicy SN al»|»ti all unAnithad. Whik he and Im i^r««s e«^ 
«ne thaintalvat to tastinc aedah. ai>»r«cui<w eIl«M 
•'“* <'*aapeninc i:ei«rik«, i!Sk aSS 
f J.kL L** •' fos lwntinc. aaldan tpaacU. 

■r*'*C< baaautha^vintf, m an* snth emmt : but whik iKm. 
carry a»«y thrranr f««c thiplaads «fik« aMM aaUabla a2 
*na^ t<Uu that t «e and barbarttm haca kSVa 11?^ K 
Juradand mint calcbcaM ac «iihs: «Kcn th«vd«M* u . 
•aio nttampt lataardo-iv those -oika^kh tIfSS; tJ 
admiration of aces. I kaow no nSt^T •Web £ nl 

oamo whKh enn deocmate, tho perpeiraiers of thia^daau^ 
da*astnikn. It «u t»e< tho iSat^ lire CfilSwd^^ 

pc^e.nced by an ebs«r**t nithont e«??raiSir^ cn be 

AoMhet »eU« Lord haa dona tcn«r, beesM* k* ka« • 

loss i but SOB30 eihen, mott or l««t - J ?. ^ 

mminr. they ha*, don. — mX Wo!H,SSlff!S^ 


(0 tite "a** 

mminr, th» ha*, don* nothinc at 

and wlncHhad. arhuh nimoti in jsUpdshed 1 'LartE’*. 


q.u.<iicd 4ih »«fc„ c.w«' 


ihtouiih th« abesod sowiSon od ihaTZ^ 
re>p«MN. naoK, been u.adeM at li«bledi*lia hTS 
new of Sr. Utierl -A thipfj^kis lTO^L^2^SfJ!Li5* 
and I holietc cMiU«aud.at ConaS^SJj? u^.f5**T^ 
moai happy to kw new enabted tosdSrSJt’ jhh^ bL^ 
k!* • ***•' ^ •** emplayod sokly 

Us oobla patree disavows aJI LmcmmL 
no anist. Tf tb. ener In tSUSSTiSiZ^ 

W fken tbo onble UH a^ySToSS^nriS 

KVi'! 'Jk SkSr.'Sir 

a» I fell i^Sla'sutee k.-/M^23 


“Ufleted sootelUne aboui saHt. 
•"**«» ie a net. of t he poorPruselab • this 
*"• l«irhe?burVSB^;» no 
SSco rS?L.ZIl •«'* reconciled when J k? 

/frV. p. i4^ 

'A'.' vr^"n’ .f !;l;•r;^.J 

^ dropped a tear, and in a tunpfc 

CAJfTO U., STANi* XXkVItJ.. p. tby, 

A* that featktnan very Utefyaiwd^S**^*^'* k'"'®"®'* 

w-" Tbok .OST^SSiiS ^ 

k*nd« eKaate. Th«klJ?*^^B2?Sf, ^*^d»oi»n. with a 

*»d ia £aet tbo aae a »in v« Jrk^k*®A j MosJ.ou j 

Thelf haUtsife predatory— 


A'Ol'ES TO CHILDE HAROLD'S PILGRIMAGE. 


spertk fAvograb^. J «AS AttemM by mo. as Ink^elabd a 
klu&^ulciun. te Consc)MaB<>l>lc 4 ik 1 overvMfterpar* o4Ttt<k<ir 


Aiu&^uiciun. te Consc)MaB<>l>lc 4 ik 1 overvMfterpar* o4Ttt<k<T 
wU«ch caow wKhm i»yob»er«a(io(i : Md aore faiioful in (•«nC 


lOf biReriy. Fimi that Boincnl to the hour oi* in)’ etAhOftt* 
UMa. be mwinnnl his Uacstaiions. and all our eJToiV to coa* 


or imdc/aii.'sbk m s«r>He. are rarely (ob« AmiimL the laddel 
war named )ia»ilm. the Ikenith Tahin : the foeaer 


Mk taaa oaly produced tbis aBSwee, * M* e^sMt/ * H e {care 
ns^' Slfhor Leifoehelt, vho never vept bdbre for aAytbiar 
leas Um the loss of a para (about the fourth of a fartbieel 
Belted \ the padre of the eooveat. ay atteadaots. oy vislton 
waod J venly believe that evea Sieroe’s * foolish (kt scvUieo 
would have (Wi her * hsh'keiile* tosyupaihice with ihe ua* 
a l erted aad ooexpecied sorio* of this Usibariab 
For Byowa part, »hea t reiaembered that, a short tirsa 
before mj devonore from Enelarul a noble andoiost ioQnace 
asaoriAic had eieused hiotseh from ukin/ reave of me becaese 
he had to attend a relation *to a miJiiner's.* 1 f<^l 
wrvriaed than huBillaied by the prewnr occurrence and the 
past retoUectiorw Thai Dervish vrouhJ leave me with wme 
resriet «w to be eipected j when nvasier and mao have l^ci 
scratobhof over ihe Beuttuins of a doaen ptovioces toifctJter, 
they are unwiUioc lo separate ; but liis prnenl feelinsts, coo* 
treated «iib hk native ferocity. Improved my opinion «i the 
hwBan heart I believe this ermoai femUl doeliiy Is frv^eat 
a m oogsr theiB One day, oo our joureey over ftniassus.anEnC’ 
hihmaa in my service eavo him a pudi (n soote dispute abeat 
the h^pffe. whkh he uahickiJ) advtoek for a blow ; he spoke 
M. bwt Ml dowk kaninc his h^ upon bis bandi. keies^ 
iaf the conioqucncet, we endeavoured to explain away ike 
aiTront. whkh produced the foUovinr answer t—’ I miw ^ 
a robber: I om a eoldier: no capraln ever struck oKiyw 
are my Bostev. 1 have eaten your bread, but bv rha/brMd • 
(a uMilaaih.l had it been otherwise. I would nave staUbM 
(he doe. yo»r senaM. and eona to the mountains, so me 
iIm en^, but from that day forward be oaver theroeW 
Csrwave Ihe thouehi lets fellow who insulted hiB. Dervlia^ 
ceM in the dance of Ills country, conjectured lo be a rcB^ 


a man of middle aife. and the Utter about By owo. was 
stricily char(>ed by Ah Pacha sn pcvsoo (« atiewd ns: and 
iKrtish was one M 6t\f oho aecoBiamed «> ibrouifb the 
f»it.Ms of Acarrunia to the banks ol Aehelou*, aod onward to 
hlvvaaloiitihi m ,dslolia There 1 look hue min my owo seivke, 
and never had occastoo to repent it till the inoBtntof By 
dviMrture. 

When . m itre. after the departure of my fnend Mr Hohhouse 
for Enifland, 1 was seised with a severe fever In (he Morea. 
these men savud my Ufe by frightening away my pimeian. 
whose throat they th^atened to cut if fwaa not cored wwhia 
• ijiventiuie. To tlM» cnn»olaioey assurance of poathianous 
rctrbuiioik and a resolute vehisa] of Dr Reavanelhs pee* 
scnuions. I aiinbutedoiy recovery, I had left nsy Ust remain* 
iw linglivh servaM at Athens ; ay drageman was as ifl as my* 
Self, .«nd niypocr ArmaouU nursed me with a* attention whkh. 


bb' Slfhor Legochelt, who never wept before for aoytbiag 
leas than the loss of a pam (about the foiuxb of a fartbiegi. 


Mit, 4na my poor ArmaouU nursea mewitn a* aneotion wnK 
weuhl haw done honour to clnlication. T>^ had a variety ' 
of adventures; for the Moslem. Dervish, being a reBarkabvi 
handsome mart, was tlw^ situabblHsg wKh twe husbands «| 
Athens ; insomuch lhat fmirof Ihe prwKiuel Turks paid me a i 
visit of refue«>tran(e at the Convent, on tM Mbycct uf hri hav* . 
leg laken a woman from the bjthr—whem he had lawfuMy' 
bought, bowevvr— aiding quite ceonrary to en^ociie. BasthabO' 
via eatrcmiy gallant amongst hisowntierauasaon. and had the i 
greatest veneraOnn foe the church, nuaed wMh (he kigheM, 
ceiitcinp( ofchuTchmerv whom lie <u#ed upon ocMaien in a 
most heterodox manner. Yet he never paa^ a church with* 
out crossing himself: and I remember the nsk herao m eoter* 
Ing St Sophia. In SuiuboL because n had once been a place of 
his worship. On reBonstrating with hun on hk inconsaicM 
prpeeedi ngs. he i nvariaUy answered. * Owe c hurch k holy, our 


vn ho# kw»wo*owe / ♦ mm'vjv v ^ . 

of the aiKirni ^hk t be that as It may. il o Beoly. aad «• 
quires wonderful tgilrty. It la wry d»si»nct from 


C eots are thievot : ’ and then he crossed bitixdf is usimI. and 
acd ihe ears it the hm * popes* who refused (o assist M 


any required operaiton. as was always found (n he neccssoiy | 
• heres priest had any indwenee with the Cngla Baihl of hiS] 


village. Indeed, a more abandoned rose of miscreaiKa earn 
not eaisi than the lewev orders of the Creek ekrgy* 

When preparations were mode foe By return, my Alhaobns 
were summoned to recelw their pof' Bas*b tooh his wwb an 
avkwird show of regret at ay mtewded dciiarturu. and 
oierehed away to his Quarters wkn his bog of piastres. I se« 
for Derrish. but for some time he was not to be found ; at laic 


! Hires wonderful agslrty. It U wry diMmci ifOB^ me 
wmaika. the dull round-about of iho Creeks, of vblcb ov 
Athrtwan party had so many speeMens. ^ «« 

The AllBAiaM In general 1 1 do not mean the <ulllv«m J* 
the earth In the provmco, wW heve also that kppeU<(^^^ 

(he mMntaJneerM have n dae east of countenance, and im 


the BountnJneertJ have n dae east el countensiwe. 

Boet beautiful womon I ever btheldJn Ware and Isfea^ 
we saw Ifwihnt the wad brokea down by the 


he entered, iutt as Signor l,ogotheti. father to the cl^vant ’ 
AnirlO'Consul uf Aiheas, and some other of By Creek a<- 
qiiainiances. psM me a vklc Dervish took the money, but on 
• suiMen dashed It to tbe ground; ami clsiiusg his hands. 


• suiMen dasHd It to tbe ground; ami chipisg his hands, 
whibli he raised to his forehead, rushed out of the room weep* j 


wesaw ikov/Anr the wad oroxea aawn wy 
twaan DelvWehi and Ubochabn Tftalr oinnar M wwjjd 
Is 11^ thealrkal j but thlsstrui b probaWy lha ad^«^J 
caoM. or cloak, depending from one rhHlder. TM^ 
HbVaminds yn of the Sportans. iSa 

lory warfare is unquesnonsMe. Though thsy^tj •fJJJ 
cavalry omangv the CyHes, 1 newr bw a 
heeseman: my own p«5?tr^ 

boweref. 1 hey could nevnr keep. But on foot they ire net iv 
be Mbduod by fetigoo. 


. CAMTO XI. STANtA LXXri,, ^ IfS. 


# e hP ^mie m*newowmaw ^eowevve ill# 

• While ihus In concert they iWs ky half inng. half scraam d-l As a specimen af the Albanian or 
Illync. I here insert two oflhek bm popular choral songv wh'ich are generally ehant^ In iSfSceb 

Oi^aicly. The first words are Bcrelya kmd of ebom wUboH Bcaning. hne seat in our own tad lU rtber laagUHm. 

I Bu Do. Bo. Be. Bo. Be, t. U. U.lc4ma. Icome; belheuilkni. 


I. Bo. Do, Bo, 8ei Bo. Be» 
Kacisrrwa. pepuso. 
a Nnciarwra wa clvin 
Ha pen 4enM tihSm 
^ Jla pemtari eKroOnl 
Tivmil mar serveiW, 

4 Cahrirtc BC wme 
Ea ha pc pse rlua tivn. 

4 Boo. Be, Bo, Bo. Bo, 

Ci ercB spirta asimbw. 
fi. Caiinuce vu Ic fundo 
Ed* vf(c tuoAc rood^ 

). Cabnote BO serme 
Tt Bipu(e^ Bile. 

4 $e (i pwiaciti mora 
Sa Bi ri ni vet! uda gl^ 

» Va le ni il chc cadaCa 
Cela iaaea. more tain, 
(0. Ho bait ti tketa 

Ai boron cia pm teli 


n Icenie, I im; opH ihe doertbatl mayeaier< 

> Open the door by halves, that 1 any taka ay tnfhOA 

4. CaMowi* web the dark eyes, open the fsia ib«l * 
enter. 

g, Ln, Lo, I hear thee, ay sool 

4 An Arnaoot gut k easily 

f. CahriM aatd af the dark eyas, glvo «< * 

4 If I have kissed thee what beat tboo gakod I Mf 
eensuiwed with fire. . ,k, „n 

4 Dance bghtJy, sore gently, and geoUy utt 

m Make nac eo much dust to dessroy yoa* mabroMeisfi 


boron Cia pm sett boon. i_ i ibc 

The Ust SUM would puixle a comBHUior : tbe men tore ^LuL KS.^w^ooefTbut a 

no whom the above k to^addwssei»he»e nothing o^^ tbSTOea b *>'*?*, ft 


to thair ptanunciiiion They aro e aplad bp one who 


AthMS, 


s. Ndl sefds tedo nkavaoH 
VaKkni opn vl 
% Ah vSBiBO ad prM Mm 
$1 Mnal M lavoeno. 


a. I am wounded by (by love, and bare loved 

. «> At -.Ml 

M(ba heoA — 


the Aitmneie, pnrikalacty the women, ore frequeotVy ttrmrd * CaBilceos.* far whu iMSoa 1 Iaq*<^^ ^ 
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VdtMtfoteseii* 

SictI er* tubd 
R«b» Si««h tftdu 
oii Mill ««ni 
jRBlAi dad avikfii 
to^ ii iUnui tildi «oL 
UtAr« vanisM in« »iim Ha (I Iwjid 
Ki» mi bir* a pbcc u pii d<ndMi uhdii. 

vura odnnni udtf> CKd«4 <il(i i 
UddfiM ulii hudiiA u cvlec^BOttj 


KOI 


> I have said I «i&haedovry.bu(iblA«eyMaB<|«y«U»be& 

d The aecwrwd Oemry I wmt bm. but lbe« eoly 

« Civ« «« thy cbMs, and Ut the y^nhn feed Oie Biaies. 

& I hj«« ^ed tbee, nutd, uith 4 Hnceie muL but thou 
Imm Iclt Me like a wuhcrcd tree. 

9 . H J, h 4 *< placed »y han l 04 the 1 io>«a, what have ] 
ay haikd tt w)(ii<it.mi), but retain* the Aaiue. 


t^sOASiOi, Cniobulua ar CIcebuluK th< phn«««|>bee eoen^iacd oT a i ain 4* ttr at bit tbouklcr for seme divk 

after, and tbererece very properly retolved to teach M* dlaei^ to rutnrt lUchS/thei. 


Can- 1'0 It,. 5TAX2A LxxiiL. p. »ya 
K. 

* l-au Greece i ud rclk of deiurted w»rth 1 1 ftefore I tav 
anythlnc »bcut a city uT «bich e> erybady. traveOer ee »o«. haa 
uieutfht II aeecaaary te lay MMieilnrw. J «!■ v««K»t Uiu 
p»env^ when »he next borrowt u At* enba bcrelae M hev 
vtfgioe*. te have the e<in.U»r»» te many her to tereeUdy 
mere or a tfecilenan than a ’ Utdar A^a ' (■>»• Uy the by it 
aw an Ac 4 k ihemea u)i|>eliie •! petty wfeeeta, the matcat 
pairea w u • cny Athen* e'er »a» |et<cM Lara b L 4^ the 
oaoertijr ^upant of ihe Aerapohe. «■ 4 lundaame oaaul 
Mpand^l j io piaitrea feiKht iwaiHh Uc rlimrx e«( af «hkh he 
!*** i^y '•ki samewh. the inaM ill reirtoaiedcamtotae 
UI-re^Aied LAteeiMn t-iMru I ,p«*k n^iWrlV ^eiirl 
aru eareibe eauta efthe nuabaad o 4 'litaaf Aiheiit'aMiW 
aufferine tM Uaiinado; «nd be(«»»« the mmI * Dmdar* ma 

; »a that 1 eehart aad 
Stt 1/ 9 '^?“'*' *• **»• t®' • 'a»‘*tw« nointcnaace to 
Mn^W Jda. llaviy pr«jiHNe<Hhi»imKh.a4 4 mailer eT 

S iJTlKL uf romaticcH I may n«» leave IiU 

to eienueh hot bixh^iUcc. 

•euUI be pedantK and kus*entuem te recaiMu- 
Million at At h<Ht«eaW rcmicr d thetavolme 
a< aU »he luve eym fvf art or nature. The ehmate.ie me ai 
P«rj<ii^ tt^nnci dunn« eiism »eeah» I 
Kjy •iihoui Uiittf a* many houti en hur>«. 

MCh 1 rale U eatremely rare, taoe sever Uca W the idanm and 
a^i^y dav ii *4 avfreeH^ rariey. Jn Spaia. KJSff IS 

T.^rrr 'jsf ps jrfj; 

Tha air of the Mnrea U heavy arvd ■ewhelaaamo - 
MOmaat y^_gmfU Iwhmut ii^he direettoe 7r Um !te 
ei rftlnrly pnee w lUa »w J fear H emml arJl 
li **1 , -* *4 a >«Wian etotee. ^ 

anfr Jl'Kffc** V'V.'^ “ T*n ' ie a Creeh bmhep. ot 

•‘rpdcriie rmJbed 11 X 0^1 tJ- 
Intrepkliry fbui net befere hk dockL ami 

&Si!rviII!%^l? ‘ » *aa I mpe t dUe lethlalt 
e^c? et Mm for 1 hlv ; tut. (or a Ikami jb w » »-- ■- —iTT 

l!i 'a* phenwneso* (•Mb the eeceptlee to^. 

Tn* (Oun^o of Diree turaia mills at toaji mTcmmmeUa 

*ho, reaelvtiw le be at onee cleanly and «U*£l SCSII 

ewieradKt h«^ Ai cSSiii 

f4M ^ nodded 10 eu, uiia^^hkh 
From Fen fTiyle. of which larre rvmate ntB akr ik. 

Hy»«evThr 5 BM^a 2 i IS 

Ae^lto bom upon the eyaat on«« ; I 4 my eSSL^mrS 
>(er«^ proeyect thaa evia CiHra or 

Jew from Ihe Tmed. wlih Ida. the lldtonoM. and itoemiS 

I lieard much of the beaurr «* Arcadia. hu> «Tr..iii»- .a 
Hew (rom the kleiwiu^ ««*»M'«hwM;whkhM£ff!lo» to 
Ziiaa In a eommand of eousiry), and the descent fromthe 
TH|>UKia to Artec, Arcadia ha» 


bthmuh of CoHmh. he had better earn ihas hare ever beee 
»om m Mmh a |oumey viace. 

• Aihena,* ^y» a cekVased toimfrapher, • Is soil the most 
T^iaM <Hy«jr Cicece. ]*crha|o it luay of <imn. but not of 
the ce/eij .- tor Joaanma la ki iru* it uhiverkally aiiviwed 
aam«|,*M iheaM^^e*. to W »ut>ersor in the we.ilih. reitnemeni. 

. kame. Md of lu whaiHUut*. The Athemanv are 

mmarka^f^theircunamt: and the lower orders are not 
} '■ *«' l>»o»erb. a huh clashes them 

yph the iews of bjleriKa. au4 lU Turk* of the NcfriMK.iii ' 
I »'»“’«« « At hen*. Ireiuh, 

I ItahaM, Cermaav. Kap'vv.ias, Ac., there va* never a diiTerence 
«4 o|oB*on m iheir eMouace ef the C.reck th.traetcr. thouirh on 
towo they di»vMed wuh ricac aerMaony. ^ 

cvawl. who has t<mk«d thirty yean 
pemeiimfly at Atheav and le wliese laknu 4* aa aAivC. and 
^aaervas 4 tenikaun, mme whu have known hin> e-n re. 
!S!? ' ^ froiiuently declared la my hearfaf, 

that the Creeks do aoc deserve ro lie eaianeitiateO ; roaioa. 

M the cround* of I hea ’ natHmaJ and ladiv idu.vl de Vravlev I’ 
»Me he Wee ilut mch d«|uav.iy n le b« annbut^ to 
cau^ •hi4h can only b< removeil (»> the usaamire he reprm 

M Ku(|ua, a I' leash lurrskuic ef re»|<i,ubili(> h»rBf sellktl 
m Ainens. aoMnvd a Ah ihviasia aiuu.oiir ptAvkly ‘Sir ihev 
—7 ‘XM < Wr^Ayr V rirmr^ 

3>* bamAed lUaaaiKlev; the mwlenu cheat 

•'“ »M»ee»er been ireated : 

fe%hihBiea. Cermaak UaiKv. 4r< <d pastM^c. caiiieover bv 
S*-*^®* much the tSme ^uni tit J 
Tmk in finubad aouM conrtema the nailel^aSeSHal * 

Cerumly it i^a httle u^r„og ahea the Sieurs 


*** ee Vvpaciiiwuno mVh 

iwotalns on the »«y from , ni* 
little to leconuaend It beyond the 

'dtwajtur, et A Ary moricna imlhliilfai At^en* 
yygO ^Id hare put thl» into the mouth of aooe but an AkAvb 

SESi2*L ofSiatiuk • In medfk audit dM 

•Wh ooipla. did aeioaliy hear beeh >lke«s to ovmlnt the 


Fmv<TIIS «*«eriair ahea the Sieurs 

Kl AviSbSfti Of the day, 

^ '*7 ^ Pehdesand the popul 

•*** '' ■ywode with t>«rpeiucl 

•“ Ihe viKr ceadcmnaiioa. * nuda viriuie 
j2j»j»urn. of the Lrceh* m rcaeral, and of the AtheaUruin 

ao^'irriSrra^"".'’** "* »wh i® hmard n. knewtoe 

*v ^ **** "***i ihtcaieniiHl «>iie^La 1 l m tynw. 
gryw yt ay, by jitrseay of wh and Wmo^t, arH reSiUr 

52r“ “y office 

•* dccUie so poMliiely and o^m^ 

ociwmiy, mataotf evef)t>edy Ima decljtcJ ihai ch« 

b^am tl«y are veey bad. iHh never be liiter ^ 

Mmh^;*cSSkftiSaft£' *" *'“* .bdu*lrio«. and 

Atpr«<^^,h« CatioUn of IrcUnd and the few* 

aadheteridoi 

jS^KtoStoSek’^S dHUlI iSltlSulh^'ilSp 
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II. 

pRAMCtSCAK COMVtXT. ATIIBN$. i8ct. 

Areon;:st th« rciaiunisof (he barbaroK policy of (he eariler 
are cne men of bondage wntch yet evs( ia difletew 
:ogntr>esi wime inhabiuau.liovevetdifided 
eumuen, almost all aciee Ht oppccMieft 
The En;;lish have ■( Us( <o«*pauk*a(ed their x g iees, and 
enrier a less bii;oted eesenimeiH. may probably eae day 
release (heir CatlK*ti< breihrcn; tg( (he iMerposiiion of 
foreifiners alone can «man<i|>aie the Creeks, who. othervise, 

K lo.tr to have as smaJ a ehartce cpf redempi^ (he 
irks, as (he jevr* have from utajskiftd a geoersl. 
or (he aneienc Creeks we knew roero than cnoHfh; U least 
(he TOMitger men of liurepe tievete imtch of their (ime to the 
stutty of the Creek wnters and hiwery. whkh would be aiore 
userully spent in masiennc (heir own. Of the modems, we 
ere perhaps evtre neKkc(rul than (hey deserve; and «Me 
every maft of any preiensioas (o kaminc is (Inof ^ 

I owtK. and often his age. in ihestudyof iheUncoegeand ofthe 
Aranguea of (he Athenian denueocun In favour of fr e edom, 
the real or supposed dcseendaiMs e« these srurdy repubheans 
are left to (he actual tyranny of their masters, ahhough a very 
sliebi effort is rertuired lo Prike off their chainn 
TO tnik. as (he Creeks ihrmaelvei de. of tkeir rkinc acam 
te (heir pristine superierny. sroukJ be rsdicwlout; as (he rest 
of the world must resume iis barbansm. after re'ossenmctha 
sovereignty of Greece; but there Mcms to beao verv great 
ebsiacte. eaeepi In the aimihy of the Franks, to theM beeom. 
Ing an useful dependency, or even a free state, with e proMr 
guarantee; — under eerrcciwuv however, be k spoken, fee 
many aad welldnformeii laen doubt the procucabskty eeeo of 
this 

The Oreehs have never lost (heir hope, though they ni 
new more divided in opinion on ihe subj^l of their prebabte 
deliverere Religteu reeoniiiicnils the kosvians; but (hey 
have tuke Ixen deceived and alMndoned by that power, and 
th« dreadful lessen they receSved .lAer the MuKoviie desertioa 
in Ihe Morea has never been forgotten The Preach theydiS' 
like : although the suhjugailoa of ihc rest ef Europe win. pvo- 
lobly, beaiicniled by (liedebveraace ef coeKinental Greece 
ThetiUndefsIook to the Engbvh for succour, as they have 
very lately peesmed themselves of the Jeman repubke. Corfu 
eicepted. Out whoever appear with arms In their hands 
wtU oa weleooie; and when ihai day arrives. Heaven have 
mercy on the Otloeuas; they cannot eapect it from the 
ClAours. 

Out Instead of considering what (hey have been, and 
speculating oa what they may be. let us look at (hem »a they 
are. 

And here U Is iiopossllde to loconcttc the contrariety of 

S knione: some. pani<uLi«ly the merchants, decrytog the 
ecks in the strongest Lw'^ma.ie ; otherv renecaDytraveOm. 
turning periods in their e^vi^* *'**1 pubhshing vetycurteus 
spcouisiions grafied on their farmer state. erhKn can have no 
more edeet on their present lol. than the eahunce <d the 
Incas on the future farlueves of Peru, 

One very ingenious person terms theea the * natural amet 
orEegfashii>en another, no kttingeniout. wiO net ahow them 
to b« (he alhH of anybody, and demos (hew very descent from 
the ancients: • third, more tagewous than etthet. bmMa a 
Greek empire on a Russian fuwiidation.aadreihecsfonpapeil 
A II the chimeras of Catherine 1 1. As to the question o< ihear 
descent, what can It import whether the Mamoees ace the 
liiveel LMonians or not t or the preserd Athenians as hsdif en« 
ous as the boea of Hyiactius. or as the grasshoppers, to wmch 
they once likened theiuselveef What bnglismn i n cares sfhe 
bo of S Danish. Saxon, Norwun, oe Trofan Mood 1 or who. 
etcept a Wellman. U afhict^ wMh a desire ef being 
descended from Caractacust 

The poor Creeks do not so much abound in the good things 
of this world, as to render even ihetc c lam i s tn amiqoity an 
objoci of cevy ; It is very c ruel, then. M Mr Thovnton to dvervb 
them in (he ootseouon m all that time has left them ; vie. their 
pedigree, of which they arc the more teaaslous. ask isal they 
can caU their own. It would be worth whde te publish to. 

e r. and comfort, the works of Mc&svs Thornton and De 
, Eton and sonnlnl ; psradoa on oo« ssd«. and p f cj wdke 
oa (he other. M r T hornleu conceires hrmself to hare claims 
to public eonhdenee from a fourteen years’ re side nce at Peea , 

K rbaps he may on the subject of the Turks, tnt this can gwe 
n MO mere ii^ht into the real state of Greece and hce in* 
habitants, than as many years speat in Waputag iMothalof 
(he Weetm Highlands. 

The Creeks m Constantinople ivc In Fanal; and if Ur 
Thomtoo did not ofteuer cross (he Golden Horn than his 
brother merchants are acevstomed to do. 1 should place no 
greot reliance on his lafomatieo. I acMally heard one of 
(k^ geetlemes bse it of (hetr Knic geneval iatcvuowse with 
the city, and aasonofMmscIf, wnbaa air of tnumph. that he 
bed been boc lour times at Ceowanilwe^lrin a* maae erors 
As to HrTboralM’s voyage* in the Black Sea wun Greek 


vosself. they gave kha the sane Idea of Greece as a cruise to 
Berwick in a Scotch woack wonid of Johnny CrKth housn 
Upon what grosads then does he arroj^te the right of tea* 
dernimg 1^ wholesale a body of men. of whom he can knew 
iHtkl It is raiber a curious clrcurnnanee that Mr Themtoa, 
who so lamhly disrmisee Peo^ueviDe on every occasion of 
mentioning the Teras, has yet recoerse te him as authorttyoa 
the Greeks, and terms hue an impartial observer. Now. Dr 
|s>uqoevil!e is as lidle entitled lo that appelUtion at Nr 
Thornton to confer it on him. 

The fact k, we are deplorably hi want of biformaTieft oe im 
subject ^ Ihe Creeks, and in particular (heir literature, eor (s 
(here any prohabihty of our being better acquainted, till wr 
murcourse becomes more miimaie. or tbetr independence 
ceedirmed ThereUdonsof passing traveller* are aa htile lo 
be depended on as ihe invectives of angry factors; but liS 
something more dan be attained, we inusil>c conieot wiihtba 
Knie to be acquired from iimiUr sources* , . .l. 

However defective these way be, they are preferable to wa 
paradoses of men who have read (upemcially of the aBCieniS 
and sec* nothing of the modems, such as De Fau*; wk^ 
•ben he asserts that the finush breed of horses It niineO ^ 
Newmarket, and that the bparcans were cowards in Ihe hem 
boireysan equal knowle^c of Enghih horses 
men. H« ’i^iloMphieAl observaooes have a much 
claun te ihe tide M ’ poeiK*!.’ U could net be 
he who so hbcraHy condemns some of ib« most celebrjieo 
Hicutmnsof (he ancient, should have mercy oa Iho m^C" 
Greeks; md it fonunaiely hapi-ens. ihai the 
his hypothesis on there forefathers refutes hii sentence « 

*^UMJs7rust. then, that In cpiic of 

fauw, arHl the doubts of Mr Thortto^ ihcie U e «»*««« 

hope of Ihe redvmirfion of e race of men. who. 

belle error* of tncir rekgion and policy, have been ampf 

l-rt'ib-f ^ three eenturiw and a hUf of captivity. 

111 . 

ATHBrt, FhAKCiSCAN CaWBWt, JfiirvA *•»' 

• I must have some talk with (his leaned TheUa.’ 

$ome time after my return from Crmstanimople to 'hU ^ 

1 received the thirty *rH nuaiberofthe EdinboTj " 

a great favour, and certaioly at thisdi»unc#an aceei««« 
from the captain of an knglish 

number, ArCTceetaJning the review of a Prench trariwov 
of Strabo, there ere sntroduecd soma remarks 'A th» 

Greek* and there III er.ituro.vrth a 

cortcAMlaior in the French verpeo 0" 

to cromid e few ot~fr>a(»OB* } aad Ihe HHrt - ^ . .^ik 

wjff, I iMW.be suAcieM esciKe for 1*)!? nest 

msomed^roe conncvied with the su(.Je«<. w»» 

ceiebrated of hi log Creek*, at ka‘i 

bofwatStlo (iniheVciew. Seiyna isstatc^l l•»« r^ri 
think. HKosrectJyl, and bevvies the ira^lle® of • 

other •ofks mentioned by JSliicsof 

lexicon in Romaic and rtvnch. if I may •"**' 
some Danish iravebers Gregory 

we have seen here m breach and Greek b «l>« •* 


• A werd rwAe«.nr.Hth Mr Tho«t« arrf Dr PjJ^ 
riDc. who have Iwen fuiHy bel*c«n them of amlly 

T4ieeiiSt tela a long «efy<^a *'r^1ie*aJq3red^ 
eorrosive sutkmaie in such quantities ih*i h^eqw,j^^ 
name of Kqr".* '• «• "I 

•roM. /*4 oo/vr ntMma/r. UvS I 

Thornton rangry with the Doetoe for {JJt gf ih* 

eaueht vouT-Then. In a note twice the tnu«»«* 

pSof’saneedote. bequessvonathe 

Turkish tongwe, and bts veracity m hn o^- iSkiple 
Mr Thornton Inftet milKUng on us the lo^k sir 

Turkish verb), ‘it meaas nothing more ^'JSm*** 

rwsrr,- and ^lite eashien Hie »rplcme«ary 
Now both are right, and both arc wrong. N ^ ^ 
when be neat reside* fooneenyrtn lOiJs^^j^f^ 
suRhf* Turkish dKtionary.otart anyof^^*"^ ^ 
qMlncaAce. he will discover »hk^, 

MCetteedbereedy. mean ihe 

loM any ’Suler^n ' m the cases ^ 

rorvwxKMwrott.’nnd aotbeing a proper iritfe ^ 

cAsmm ahhoogh it be an onhodw F<dn^ 

addtooollVAftvr Mr t**?^’*? 

Oewwttldm, he mighi have found iWs out oewfv 

mono, iho^ the above MrThomte*|^^J2*^>feSrt2 
geimi omn? for mistake and murepre^ag g . 
mhn crepidam.’ * No merchant *JJSer*^ 

tbebeneSsedWr TbomtoA •Suroc'i»'»«*»P*^ 


/^Or£S TO CHILDE HAROLI/S PILGRIMAGE. 


m 

is “iSa.VS,tSI 5 ''SitS.S: «« . 

£;tl<ssi 25 

Th/U* ^-'''*‘ »*f*'*« «'»[|«« "M whe wMhhcH fnm '• »i8o»ir»ftH laderxMlence ; ami (he tn 

l?h« — (m«TAam« >e«tted « Levh«n.». * ■cUncMy eaami k oT (he i>«« ewnce ?orcf-!^.: 

^ te Pjfit. ^ maintained him. for iheetprcw owai de«t»d**.» uxl noiynU drear, ** h«t»eea 

* ? L*^'*"** *i»ei«n(, aod a^hfovMtWiMMa. The Ke>>ei>er m<M<e«ik a plan ar »r/inr* bv Par^r-viA 

2^ Certr. b m. e^t for (he ( urdwa»«« ef (h. Horiaic : aVd J hJve en'^d« 

««"»(> Hieh eqaai tatnme «ho lired in (he •*<**‘® l^«re any Muict or (races ®ntrr»fsfenel*'Ti’^*^ 

.»^ by P-ul. .MHl hasiM.i iieen revived Ly hjy syceonor 
1 1«4 sbp of ih« ft«n. and it can only be a slm of rh* 
pe*. in p. No )i of ike * LdmUirKli Ke>ic».‘ *JieVe th«M 

yielded (edo^w.r* -h miy bopceyymrd ihai ihn \.\%i »»tJ 
*1 i "* i {“*■'* <di(rm. be altered lu Mahomet 1 1 • 1 ha 
ta*«4n(moiile. ii seems, ai (hat peiiod spokr a 
diakct. 'ohaS .o**/ Mt have div^iaced ihe liVs o' a 2 

AikcnsM I do n«« bne* how that mn-ht be, bui am snrrv 
to say Ok ^lir.ai teneral. and the Ailicmafts in lorticu"? 


l-artieulailv Dorothea of Mitjkae. *»« acidem* ,• it PeteFsbyre f« the i'^kl - bZ’t S. ’.TLI 
1"?'* « "“<< eiteemotl by theCJceks ‘*tprcs>ed by P-ul. And hasnni^n rivtvidTy hK iTcclJ^ 

Meledus^ (erma him Mero rov CStvavAUiyo eai . i* a >hp of the f>en, and it can only \ye a shn > 

KodrJkaa. ihe trwsLuar of PeedeneUe. and 
In^^7^?^k Laeapyson the I'mverse 

into i'rmh. ( hnstolnulMi. and more irnnkyUrlr Psahda. 

«iih m Joannma. are aKo i> hSire. 
p'^wam^B iheif hierau. The b^i Hicni -^^- -* <■» « mi 

^Cartena*'*u i Tr« lUrPsncM.’ Sibcaied T* *''* l‘J»ticuiAr, 

M b2 ikMlv - ‘•stauJliy the ResKwer ««Her tneheir dwiJec 


•'‘® ***' ai»mlm»Wednm« 

IConuaJMMMide 


«, jJ. t ^r**"** »• '»MM«n«ius. iT- '"* •— r*.., M •• uanKMU lo conceive rhai the ' 1 *>l 

hasci®ilnh?P*"2^ "“i *P««» e*h«btM*l hloebada I •". **‘* '•'* '•'« s»Ske a 

I heir oifliS^JiT ' *'*'*f‘*'? *^'8h 'hKh i he Cvee k> teeei^ I **"“<• "»©t« i hr< e t em yne« before • a n. 

I new pybocaimnt, parricylarly Venice ami .c- 1 *“•*« '•>** P*l,'«» ere not csieensod ilie best modetv of c.wv 


0 A 0 ^f, xo*p«, 

T« > 4 li«poVT twp«' 

*".*^'^*?*‘?* *•*•.*: P« the folfow ini; sentence*— < Yk» 

v«li;er Jukeinf tSv criy «js cross and l eiUsruus iheoph the 
eocrtOmlSTitm^iUa^ iometiraes nrfeefed 

^ " hares er may asse rted 

oo the -I-,.. « I* d.fc<yu JO Conceive that t^ Udiee ef 

^ V»«r, s|K»ke a purer 

iitd 


hele DuMce.Ji. I •? nhKh ihe Creeks received 

eoeam^amSl^.’.’ri? 'k k/ *>»<< trtesce. hventho *-'7 »-».>• -v .•«» «>ieemea me best modetv of ctfii 
lOMt nrJSnf^IlSL^^fc*^^^ •*• fof Ihe althoycb the i nncew yAwTray rivro AKPlDfiS 

iaiS“i£pi?i?sSH S£Ka!«-i"-«ssj 

m0smm 

Anrvv^by rbewifonunaN kica. Byt fnnn i < 5 Ju^i 4kJmifti?Ki,i^^ Aibaiissn 

iPiUiilp 

^.. Sj .h'K’Sii ■r"''-''- -. - 

'*•. the CoeS^bTi!!.^ •««»* »o me bv N•lar'«^ 

vaimacAia 
abscBcel. 






s'ssfias smmim 

_ Shan er««,n, 

|w.be-y, crv« utiiUi. 


ha -0 passed it y^FS fo tit .l«"*k''i'r^‘^> «•« I 
inrhcLdmbwh **»b had t not isercel.e 


sin ill Kein, ... 
or forifitea me 




Ib'Aleni 

encJ^ims 


at b^abuiBb eoyld hardly SSfflhU 


■raiiJnid panlin posmee In bw -^~ ‘*** • *"v aooie. 
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mVES TO CI/ILDE HAROLiyS TJLGRIMAGE. 


Are aid to be Caveorabte epeeiaoM «r tbeif cptaetajT serk. 
I elso received s4mm a CoAsiasrlAeple (rea wivAle peivMK. 
vritteet in » most byperbeUcAl style, b«a ta ue tme AAtkee 
eb»r4«teT. 

Tne Rericwet proceeds, After innie rsaeibs ea Ore Sohk k 
la its peA And present suie, le i pandet lpnc< jtd «• tbe 
met BbcMeftnckaowledceerhuewn UAc^^ebAsdoneto 
veray, who. it seeas. is less likely to MdenckM the Anoent 
OreeK, becense he « perfect master of the meden t tins eb- 
»«rvaueafeUnvsapuaf(4ph, te<«mm«ndiaf,iA expKcictetia. 
Ole study of rbe RenuK, a *a breweriul aesilMry.'iret oMy lu 
Ore triveller and (Mtio Bercheai. hut Ake to ct>« elessKel 
echeUr ; in siren, to everybody eac^ the ooly per>oa vho 
can be thoroughly acquautted with its ■seal arre by a pertly 
ef reasoncnf[, our old ts conkdured to be peeuebly 

more atuinaide by * fvceviim than ly ourselves! Ko«. I Am 
Inehaed to think, iK»i a l^chTyn* <n our rern.'ue laRren )Mn> 
self of .SaaoB bJooiU would be sadly pendeaed with ' !>ir 
Trittrcnw’ oe asy ether Kives * Aorhinre^k kJS.* wNh ee wMh* 
out a tfraniiMr ornhfMAry* and teorevt apprrhcisMowtiC seemv 
cvideat. that none bvi a MCiv« can acquire a cempeteM. far 
less cunpicte. knowic<ye of our otnolete idiiewa We 


S ve the cnuc credit for ho uicenuky. bus no meee b«lreve 
an we do Sasolktt's U»iiiahsiro. «ho mamtains that the 


I^Miiahsifo 

C siest kiiKhth Is spoke* la hdudreivh That Covey nay eri 
very S’^ble; but if he docs, the fault ism ib« Ksaa rather 
than m lus ruether teakree, which >». as ic ous^ht to be, of ihe 
preaiest aid to theaaLvc aiudc*t.— Hrre the Reviowcv luo* 
cceds to business OA Strabo's troHaUiovs, and here J clesc my 
eeinarka 

W. Pmionrend. Mr HareiHee. Lord Aberdeea. t>v 
Clarke. Captain Leake, Mr CeD. Mr Walpole, ami areny 
Mhm an* lo lsa(iaA<L have all the rcgunlres to fwrwish dc 


taib of this fOk« pe«s>le The fvw oioecvetioM 1 haveodcred 
ould Wive left where I made them, hod not the Artkk m 


1 should 

question, and above all the spot where I read k, reduced ree 
to advert to iheue Hlfeh whKh the sdvaotatre re rey present 
iltuairen easUed eie te cloar, oral least to make the MtemfM. 

] Iwivo endeavoured to waive the perron il te dreg s whseb 
rtse in dearie of me in tuwhmf upon ^oy pen of the Ldre- 
bureh Review ; net frore a wish to sensiksic the favour of its 
vniers. oc to caacel the renrereWawce of a srnatde I bate 
formerly pubbahed. but suiply front a sense of tne hnpr e p e l ety 
of tidaw up pdvaio rescMrecna ukh a dnyuWum of the 
present aind usd more partlcuUfly M this mtaace of Imk 
and place. 


Amongai an eivdaved people. obUged io have ruceucse to 
ferciyn tiressn even for their books re rehglo*. k b teas to be 
woft^r^ at that we kwd so few iiuNicreiows o* geoeval sob* 

e :cts lliaB that wu ftnd any at aft. The whole arewber of the 
•retika. scattered up aud down the Turkwh empire sod ebm 
where, suy aiHotmt, at mesa, to chreo ini kw ai ; andfet. rerso 
scanty a aumbet. it is Iwposstbk to drecover any natie* wwh 
segrooi a pToporiron re books and their Autheva as lire Creuks 
of 1M I eesehl century, * Ay. ’ but tty the g e n er ous odvocoies 
of opi^eisioa, who, nhile they areert the ignorance of the 
Creekre wbh to prevent there fmre dupe lk^ rt. *ay. but there 
are mostly, if nut sJ, ecclesMtkal Iracta. and ceoreqoeaily 
good for oethiag.' WeU I snd pcay wh« cbe ca* ^ me 
aboutt It is pkaiaat enough to here A 1 rank, partkulsrty an 
Eaghshuian, wbe may abuse tire cevemment ef his own 
cwiitrv •. oe a Prenchnion. who may abuse every gevemmCfit 
eacept hla own. and who may rai^ at wdl evre 


uhlere. tcllgkws. scSraikk, ocepii^ ae nsoenl suldect Chm* 
luc at * 


the Creek legend A Cieek must wet wnte on pol^ 
tABiww loach ow idcDce fee w«M of MdrucUoa; * be 


IKS , • , 

ABd CABttet touch on seknee 

doubts, lie IS eKommiuucaied and damned: thredoee 
ceuntrymcft aro not poison e d wHb modor* phdomphy : and. 
M to inoeah. thttks to the Turks I there are wo MCh ihnM 
MTiai theft is left hire, if he has a turn feisertbbk«l Re. 
Igloo end iMly biography : and h k natreal enough that iheee 

»U have so htUe m ihre Me shouia kofc to ch* nest 

I rest wonder, ihe*. that k a caialorw no* brf«me of ifty* 
re Creek writem, many ef whom were biely bv«M. net a^ 
Meat should have touched on anything but The 

catalogue alluded to tt eonumed In the twentyrenh chapta 
reih^ounh volume of Mekum’ EcO ei l M t k s l Hintoey. 


tank in the pronnees. Snleymao Agi. Um Govener el 
Atheas. and now of Thebes, wasafewMwx^ aadAsao^a 
being u ever sat ereesdegged At 4 iny ore tabu. DufUgibe 
ctiniral. when our EngOtt |mny were masquemdior, botfe 
himselfaMbU successor were mere heppyco * receive nasks,* 
than any dowagee la Oroevenor^squaie. 

On one occapoa of his supping at the conveaii bisfrieM 
and vkiior, the Cadi of TheM. was earned ftoa table per* 
fettly quiEicd for any club in Christendoa ; while ibe wertky 
Waywode hnusclf irioinnhcd m hca fall. 

In ail me aey iiansacttoos wnb the MosIcbis. I kvei feved 
the airictest hreiore, ihe highest disiaicresiedness. la 
aciiag buSiAetf with there, thcie are none of those dlRy 
pccuutions. under the name of iaccrest, dilferaBce re as* « 
change, eominivakre. Ac. Arc, unifertnly fouad in appiyug to * 
a Cr^ cnoMd to ash bills, even on the first houses la rci^ 

With regard to proeets, an esiaWbhed custom k IbefiaA 
you wdl rarely had yourself a loser: as one worth ac cepli kce 
u^oeraBy retunred by nnother of dmUar eaJuo-^ borsApOr 

lathe capital and at court the citiaens and courtiers M 
fomod la the sane school with Chore of ChrurUnltyt w 
there dees not e*ist a more honourable, frkadly. and agm 
Mwrked characice ihaa the true Turkish provmcul Af!a,ev 
ttuslem couiiirygeMkmaik It b not meancherc (o 
Ihe gevernoo ef towns, but those Agas who, by a mad M 
femUl tenure, p«^« landsand beeaes, ofmoK or \tU eawk 
m Greece and Asia Umnr. . 

The kwM orders are in astokmbk discipline as ae rabrea 
in countrtre with gveoree preteaMoos te Civiliastioa. A 

km, in waHmg Ure streets of our couniryeewai. week tt 
more incamreflJeJm England ihana hrank loawEaUrert^ 
ttoa in Tufkey. Regmrenials are the best iraveding drm 

The bore acceuath U* (h? triigfoa and didereat aectt re 
hltmism, nrey be found in DXihreon'i Ftaa^? of ^ 
maanera. Ac. irerhaps re Thonvtoe's Engluh. Th^BW* 
uwh at their defec 11 . are net a people to be despiSoA 

at keiLlo the Sivtaiards, they are suuerlor tethePertuc^^ 

If k be dilbuk to proneunee what they are, we rea re mm 

ttv what (her are moT; they are iref iroacberoua they ret m 

cowardly, they do are bur* bereika. they *» 

nor kaa an enemy ids Anetd to fAnr capual. They are 

fo] le thetf suRa* till ha becomes uadi le govern, 

to their Cod -fthout ae sawiskleA, W«e they dfirreift^ 

M Sophia loeitorrow, ondtke French or 

ia tSw sread. H vouM become a due«lon •hethre 

wouWrniobrthecaehangA Caglaad would c«rtamvh<>** 


kacf. 


W'kh regard to that ignoranee of which *>»«/ 
and »em«uwcs Juuly, accased. It rnay N 


kehtTc^r are 5 .«lled_ by other UtjMA 


rSTof id';! cvrh;Tn;a;rere;u^^ 

ferret to a Tokdof or Is a Turk wane «f kjjjjj 

M nod taught, thaa a Speniardl Are their TO 
educated (hau a Ctondeef or no Efendl than a Knlgm re a» 


Liber UahureoC, the graadtoa ef Afi 


kwee Kewsc ef I^U^nL Now, ihls qacsti ^f^ ^^i ^y. 


lew vears oW proved chat hii education had not been 
.. u hM ■! ihit am I90*v UM 


it wmy ^ dewWed tf an liagliih hoy at that 
dider^ ef Ihe DIvaa from a CoU^e 

vesy pan a Spaniard d^ not. Jfow liftk nsd 


had 


rounded AA he hod bee*, ehtifdy ty his 
lAC there was such a thing Asa 


CAICTO 11., STAHZA UUClV., p. SS* 

* Treubloig beneath the seourge of Tnrfclsb ba M . 0 The 
diflcuhies i/cra«tW Turfc^ have been m^ eaacC«f 
ated. ce rather hare consMemb^ dlrelniikt l of Me year* 
TM Mumulmre'* hove bee* bensea Into a kind re s*m drflfty 

"i? ffiSSSU.'t.'lS^Sh » T-u 

Tnskcytrenceit toyomibleto live a n i g ig * them tw utty ym*s 
frtiPaiA Acqulstog laformatkau ai karertom themaert^ As 
the aa my own d&ht eapreWc crewed a *, have 
Dkloi to raokeiwt am Indebaed foe many ^’'*00 Jl ancm 
uZ^BT fior ModiUph and much hoapdahtt, to An 
kk aoa Veti FaSare (bo M«s«a, and aettn* vtkmsef Mr* 


iBrwert that there WAS such a thIitfnM 

km eo cot^kcfure, unkm we stippott that Ua Instmaoi* 

Mt coNke hb Hndks te the kornw , ^ 

In all the meeques there are scheols ^ 

easy lugubriy arteeded i and the ^^T^^tren 

eS^re Turkey belag^ ' .kftrLhVSSS 




ibe-a kind of Eamet* Irish ^ 

ai HaiVahi •hree «bt^ 


ow* re Marnee(h.--no. ai Haivtt; 
receive much the som kM of conreoe^t ftMitteoi*^ 
as the Caskolk cotkn from (be Engttm kgrecn 
ihal t^a aJSrm Ihaa (he Turks 

ihB ertpe. (M exam pttportio. ^ 


ihe^^s to prebcipree k then fjt!?® tldrJbSSdV®* 


tbeir baiticK AAd pa 

worHsed fiamnrd t 


ly their hincch 
mckenevt 


our Irish Ifdttsi >lahim H to**d» 

S5Ai^^srj£ss?is£St 




mTmbbfei 


NOTES ?X> CMJLDE HAROLD'S PILCH IMAGE. 
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Caxto HL. Sta:(£a xcl. p. 

llbMiw 

2*?**^*^- 1 |« the OAM bcaufiTel tod impivuirc ddeinoct 
the divine Fegodcr tA ChAtfunhy arerc dcbrered. net in «W 
TotretretheaneetiooofdeviKieit. 
•aa wn te hviMa »i«e'**n«e,~<h« non elCe^ end stdendKl 
were net pronounced wiihoi wtOi. De^Mbeno 
Mdreued tiw pulhc end per^ *i«*biiet. Ckere spoke m 
ne foniiiL Th^t (his added to tSmr edeet on mmI of 
mh ersTot and heareie, maybe ceaKcsved ihed^aeacc 
^wccB idiM we trad o# the emotione (hen and (here »r» 
duccd. aug these we ourselves eii>encnce m the oenual in the 
l»-onetWnjrio». 4 d(h;iHadaiSitf»« 5 r 2 ! 4 iS hj 

tumuH, o« by the si^ntn wiih MeiMt t<U abt^e. and the oUrn 
and nvcrs and Archipelago avound yea; and anothee loirin 
youf taper event m a au^ UbrarywAu J krCiTwe^SS 
proems of whai « railed Me<Sodi>m m W 
tntuied (e anv eau^ i<wam<i 's* ^ 


iRrfbuied (e wy eauve beyond the eoMulaam eiicited be kt 

▼enemeni fauh aad do<(nnco Khe iraih or erroe ^ wiMb t 
V**.?* to ^veei-»t I theukt venture 

*1“*?^ '* *? n^ pveathirw wthe Jr/dj. and iIm 

wxud led aad ei temporaaeous ef uMeru ot n* teachers. The 
hj^tosos. whose erTMeyws devotion lat kax in the h>*ej 
e^rvi la bo«i sih^re, and tberefoce impresaive. are arewa. 
(Omcd to repeat iheir prescniKd orisona and onvers. wLm 
o«r (he,^ybe.a| slated heurv-oflJuKjV'wIK; 
tt the open air. koeehnf upon a lijfht mat iwhKh thevuiw 
Jot the purpose of a bed or cishum Areouir^: ih* WeniM^ 
some minutes, daring which they are lotaBv ah<u.ehe%£ 

Oa we ih( simple and entire smccritv gf Ais« awA <k* 

^ni which ap|>ear«d to be within a2 upon ihemTmaSe a far 
^er Impression than any K«n«ni rHe’^chTas everi^ 
■S^i ofworshin. ofwhKh C have Me* thosevf 

■Umi ’my perwsawoeuaiferlho SuA: Mwledinwmnsa of AMt 
•trt sectan^ and the Creek, the CaiholK. tho^mS^ the 

^ *he Turk.sh'empwT 

sr 

Cakto UL. Stansa XCIX.. p. iM. 

•Wii il hautoo flu une demUeure aur*J k anlell^oSh^iK 
Jclairdi do soa myons 

dni OM du fo« et qui sent .e*abilrAlks kv£^ 




*0 my own ohMrratTons’h^ve kdSTi a iTSl 

MeiUeele, Uln»e«eg^sSiSh^^7^**!!i mks or 

isySiArVoih^-Kirv vs* rbJcirrvSiS^ 

•ever wrfnen. oor lived, the kaane urTh^rVi H 

^ve beloapd to ^h le.imt Ho^STSdS w7b? KLSjf 
W their adopthM ; he haaiSSrn hk *221^ 

hooury by the Mieeboe : bur th«have3SlelSai^?hl2 

E wtiK* no human kerne souPl do for them.— I Iwh »»22ll!? 
od or evil aa It m^i p«t »7»Si 
dod ror some 010*^10 & t.,2JfV 22 


I TL“Sf 1 i!?*> 2 Li 5 StSS?** ^‘V***^ <:*•''« fa* 

Zil »*‘d mters|>er^ with 


n^ \m% VI <nA« was oained the 

^ J«h« 5 Mid ms renujkable tl4t. though loue avo 
Sfii: ^ the^nl setfshr^ ofihe moMk, o^i UeWfd 
rtow^ ihe bad apMuaedl. that the ffround aiiehi ke en* 
^M^oMo a vmyarJ for the muerable drones oi an rseerakle 
supcrauioo. the mhaUtanis of CLuens snll pomi out the 

n ky (be name wlueh coo* 
**f^5*^ fcsrvsvod (hem, Koosacau has hoi ben rwrti. 
MiMly fortunate so the iweservaimn of the ‘kesl bSiijtmS 
he pve* to -any iKKhmffv* The Poor of Ctoat it SSI. 
aM has cut ^un some his wnodsfoithi; sake of a few casks 
^ wine, and Waparte ha* kveUeJ part of (hr JiS^f 
Meslkrsc m imprevio|> Um road to the haoplwn. The road is 

•htol^heard m^. Out -La route vaui mreus que ks 


THE CORSAIR. 

CAKTO in.. PAAACRAPII XX IV. 


p. »*& 


e e ♦ 

^ ^nut, and a ihiv«iand cnmeaT That the 
S".‘ •» represented in one instartce of Con. 


-isT. * •••ormanen nr sa<h as were unacouaiiiied 

w.ih tt. we have mured fi«m a Irseud ihc folkwinelnterest- 
1! '*• ^ ** •*« I'crsSial know. 


CS.?^2Jil*L^w'7.rrir/"J’*’ ■"** " I'crsonaiknow. 

i£i iZ tM"*o^.; 5 d'rf"oil;’ir" 

?ttk;d^o/?tga^ 

they were eorepdied to leave 

Cubl^TWv^^ ZLijS •‘“I smsemed m 


under the 


w y ere th^hc VJS2 


i£Sss,s«fe~si;i5i 
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NOTES TO LAEA—PARISINA. 


Always b«eft SfiuU in that quastec. cseriMQ* Tec tbe destnK* 
tion of this iUicU establishmnt could AM be ecpected fro* 
theo) until ac^eoied : for aA odker of Ibe oa^. wtcb of 
ihe Bun>l^U on that siatioa, bad to reireai rniio aw over* 
wMbninr force of La FineS. So aooa a» tbe ugmeMt«m of 
the navy auihorired an attack, OAt vas loadc : a*d Ibe over* 
ihto* of this banditti has been the result : anHoo* tbKabwoM 
inrulnerable |>oint and key to New Orleawt is elrar of ao 
enemy, it is to be hO|>ed tne gov en w e nt wdl hold it by a 
stronc militaiy forco'— .fwerwu AV»uye/rr. 

) n Noble's conlionation of * Graocefs Btofraphkal llisteey ' 
there it a dni^Ur passaKC •* hu aecoaoe of ArchiMshM' 
BUckbourM ; and as lo soote meacnre ceooected wwh the 
profcuicn of the hero of the foeereMN; ?»««. > eoMoi resm 
Uie temptation of eatractioff U.— * 1 here n tomeib*i« wqrsie* 
noutin the hhiory and charocter of Dc BlackLeume. The 
formcris but imperfectly known: awd report has even asserted 
he was a buccaneer : and that one of his Iwethren in ilui pro* 
fesaion havinr asked, m his arrival *« Unslaad, «lut had be. 
come of his nld chum. BUckbourme, was nn&weveiUhe rs Arch* 
bishop ol York We are iofortiMd that BUcbbourwe was m* 
ecaUed svbKiean of Csetei in tdpi. whKh olhce he revurwea m 
isoa : but after his soccessor Lew n Barsset's dcaih, i* lyoa. he 
recAined it. In the Mtowins year he became dean ; aad in 
jttiheld with « the arch-deaaery of CorwwalL He was eon- 
seernted Dohop of liaeter, Fehrwaryaa, lyrO; ami translaicn 
to York, NovcHtbered, 1704, as a reward, Accorduv to court 
Kendal, for uBitUtf Ceorye 1. to the bvcheio of Uwwder. 
This, however. ip|iears to have he ew on w f e— d ed calMy. 
As archbishop he behared w«h ct«*i prudeoce, a*" was 
equilly reii >ectahle as the riardian of the reveoues of see 

Rumour wkivpered he reunited the vices of hA yoiwh. and 
that a paawon for the fair set foemod an item w the hu <0 his 
weaknesses : but so far from beiac convKteil by seventy wiu 
nesael. he docs noe appear to have been dwcccly enmiMted 
by ooa la short, 1 look upon these aspersions as the ePet is 
a HKre malko. How u h posubk a Wcciwcer she^ how 
beee so rood a scholar aa BUckhowmcceruwIrwast He 
had so perfeet a knowledyv of the cUsmcs ipartKi^rfe of iKe 
Creek miediansL is to be alile to read them wieh ihe same 
euo as he could ^hakspeare, oust have taken rreat,pM« in 
acQuire the learned lar«uacva : and hare had both letauec ^ 
food inAVtcrs. But he was uodovbtedly edwraied at Chrm* 
church CoUere, Oaferd He H aflowed ta have beuwa ploaaiM 
man s this, howevar, was turaeil agamoi him. by Ha band sard. 
** he gatned mare hearts than soula 

* The only voice that eouM soothe the p nl ana of the uv«f « 
lAlphonso Ui I -as that of an amiable virtu^ wife, the 
sole oblect of h.s love; the vo<e of Uonna Imba^ the 
diuehterofthe l>uke of Savoy, and Ihe yra^-^oyhief « 
Phi*p II. Kin* of Spabu-Kerdymy words sunk deep «o^ 
memary: his hrreo spmii melted iMo leata; and.^er the 
last embrtce. Alphormo reiired rote hrt chamber to bewail hic 
Irreparable Rwo. and to mediiate 00 the vamty of biMn We 
^grilrn f A/u«U 4 mftmi ITrrAs, voL «d p. 47^ 


LARA, 


i 


CAKTO n.. FARACmAPH UCV., p. Sdy, 

• A Serf that cross'd lh« talcrvesiiri* vale-T TW event W 
(hU faction wai ruggeWed by the ^HMmn of the d<^ « 
rather bwrUL of the Duke of Caedm* The M Mciesimc 
•nd partleubr aceoimeof k is p*eai Iw Burchmd. •mi la m 
•ubitSiee as faUawa Oa Ibo eicMh day of jvne. Caidi* 
Ml of Vaknaa and the Duke of Canda. sons of the p^, 
lUDped with their mother, Vanoeaa, near the church of J. 

: Mverul other present m t^ enter- 

tainment. A Ute hour ippfoadMftf. and the Cardinal havW 
reminded hb brother that H -aa time to return to the apost^ 
nalaec. they mounted thek hones ee mutes, with only 4 few 
itiendanta, aad proceeded to«iher as, far aa t^ of 
Cardinal Ascente Sfotsn. when the Duke m f erm e d the Cardmol 
ihaL before he returned borne, ho had to pay a rtmt of plea- 
sure. Dktnisstac therefore aH bis aKcodanta. ttceew Im 
ttaStrt. or foecman, aad a pemon In 0 mask, who had pmd 
him a vlsh whilst at supper, and who, durtec 1 h« man of a 
month or thereabouts, prevtous to tNs tlOM, had calod opoo 
him almost daily 01 the apostoHe palace, he took iMs 
behind him eo his mute, aad precoodod M the soeet of IM 
Icwi. where be qWeted Us servnat. tfareetteg him to r rmtin 
ibero ontaa ecfttte bom \ wbm. If be did oo» reS om bo mlfgt 
repair to thopokee. The D«k* the* tooted the pvaon te 
•uk ead rode, I kaow aoc whuhet ; bm In^ 

filaht he wu asaastauted. aad thrown Into rho nver, , The 
amaat, anerbavbv been dkmbsed. was abe aMokod nad 
meemPy wounded; aad akhwogh he «u o wt od e d wkh. fvM 
com TM sech wm bb sinmttea. chat he coute gvre 00 ibic» 
||hte AcenuM of had bcABea hte ipasto. In Ihe mesa* , 


l^.tho Duke nelhaeing returoed 10 the palace, hb sermnit 
so be alarmed ; aad <»e of them tefoimed lh« pooikf of 
the eveoiog eicursioa of tus sons, and that the Duke bad eel 
yet made nis appearance This gave the pope no sieall 
aamely ; but heceojeemadtbat the Duke had been allmcied 
by some courtesan to pass the nigbt irkh her, and, not cbooo 
iag to quit the bouse la open dayrhad rvaited till the iollo«u« 
eveniiv to retnrw home. When, ho-ever. the ovenbg amv^, 
and he found himself dhapnoteted in his caoectaiioBs. be 
became deeply aUkted. and began to make incuules frea 
il^ereot perMos, whom he ordered to arterid hin forOiat pun 
bose. Amongst these was a man nsiaed Ciorno Schiat^ 
who. having Aiuhaiged some luuber frcm a laik in Ihe nrefi 
had remamod on board lh« vessel lo-atchii : and beuig inter* 
moated ^lecher he had seen any one thrown into the nver cb 
the niffat prcccdisg. ho reph^, that be »w iwo mca ow 
feec. came do-n the street, and looked dilwently about, 
to observe whether any ner>on was passiag. That sceiiig oe 
one, they returned, and a short time afterwards two ^ei» 
casne, asid looked around te the sane manner as the formers 
unperson *- '* ^ 

hima dead"body7th«'head a’lidVrmrof which hung » 
side, and she fee* on the other sKte of the horse; the r-y«^ 
SOM on foot sunporting tho body, 10 prevenlits faJlmg. 
thus proceeded looaros that port -here the ntth ofthe eny • 
.,<,.. 11 ,. >i,.^i,aM>.i Utin Ik* o«lA ruminf Ihe norse, — im 


the nver. The person on bomuask men asaeu m > • v 
ihr— n It in : 10 which they reiilied, Sten^. i>’5S^y'— ^ 
then looked towards the rtver. and seemg a maaUe » 
the wream, he inquired what it was ‘1*' aJJ 
whkh they aosweied, it -as a mantle ; and one of t^m 1 ^ 
upon R. in consequence of which it sunk. The atie^ 


sail aupearing, ihey gave a 9»{n to their conpaiu^ 
in caiae. mounted one white hor«, haimg 


Mones upon n. m consequence or wohm 
ants of the poniiff then mciul^ u 

uot revealed this to ih« governor of the «»y- « •.•’S,,. 
teclietl. that he had seen m Ins lime a hundred^ JJ* 
tlifiiwn into the river at the same pkee. 

I>e«ac uo<te respocling them; and that he had 
cviisulered H asa matter of any impc«tnee. ^The f»Mt^ 


pver, 


iileteiS tt asa matter or any impw«nv«. .^. <*••*. ^ 
and seamen were then eolketed, qnd 
river. wlKw, on the Wtewine evening, they 
the DWic, with Ms haUt entTre, and thirty 
He was pteteed -Rh »lh« woundk K?iiri 

ihroal. the others in his head, body, a*^ 
was tho pontid mforiurH of the death ©f Ws sovj*^*”' ^ 
hod boon thrown, like «th, imo the river, than, 

rief.hoshui himseH up in • .<hamber.and WMJT 


Ms grief, no stiui nmisen up in a ciwu.w.,**-- • 

The CardmaJ of Segovia, and «he»at»endMU^^ fg* 

• cu 10 the door, and after manr hovn sv^} Ij 

and eehortatwnv prevailed upon him to sdmiuhem Hwm 

evem of Wedflesdavtifl tVe foUow.njr ^uide^^ 

look no food : nor did be steep fiom Tl»u^^ 

the SMM hoar oo Ihe enaumg day. At knrth^»^'^55 

way to the «mreat>«s of Ms aiteudanm he ^ lJ^ 

his sorrow, and le consider the injury 

inqcht aussain by (he further tedvlgeoce of Ms f"*** 

con's iM FruM. eoL L p. 

PARISINA. 

TWs t«ed out a ealamhoui, y^ f« ll>* 
fortheve occurred a very trapcal ejeat tn uid 

sovercigB. Our aeoak. Uth pnnted and m 
the aceptten of the unpol'shed and ii.^ftum 

and one Kher, hare given the f®**^?*! J^tiKwdally 
wMcK however, ate rejected many ^'“l^J^ftSiurda. 
•arvarive of Bandelh, who ivrote a ®5Il*"^iiktortena ^ 
who does nor accord with the wmempwaryhJJ^J^^rtig, 

•By the above acniboed Stella dell aM^ 

ta il 4 year 140$. had a son calkd 

~oJ^70urh. P«^>“MaleteM.sec^mfc«^ ^ 

Rk« tho geoemliry of atep moihc^ tr^^" JJ, r^M^ 

kindnov to the infinite legrct of the Wa«l^.^,7V ^ 

him wHh fond panialicy. One day •*^*^hfcSoos»‘^ 

husband to ondertake a certain Jou^> l WK 

but unon cooditioq that Ugc» sbonW 

hop^ by these means to induce ^ *"J^^ag»test 

iA««tacmie avermon which she had 

Ami Indeed Ms kiteut w« aecwfe^^^“2,^aBjf 

during the fauntey, she not only diretaed 

baM. but Mto theoppowte bb fWtf 

(he Marqutt had no lABCAt any tttfqdk 
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thu she couM e«U/l>e r«*coced. If she <h««« to nuke keo«« 
the cnsdMl lamilbAriry whkh sebasted beter««*i ?visiiu ead 
het ate^4«% The serrut took aete «( the words, e*d icbied 
tb«B to his master. He was moumlinJ iherot, but se^celr 
behevibg ha ears, he eared hiimd/ of the act. alas : too 
ckyly. cn the i*h of May. by leohlw tbroMh a hole made 
ta Ute eeihnc e< ha wdV& ehaaber. fKuMtly he l reke ieto a 
funotrt riM. .ind Wetted both of them, toceehet with Akle. 
brandine Kaoconi. of Modena, her fentlenan. and abo at 
seme sav. too of the woner .. .v .. . 

tl^, siMul ack He ordered 


hlarioo Faheie was elected aft4«hoiea to be ihe Duke of 
the rn m mnn weaMh of VcniCb He was CooBt of Valdcmanoo 
>a the hlarchesof Treotso, aad a Knicht. and a wealthy noA 
to boot As tooA as the electieo was completed, it w.ia reMlted 
•A Che Creai CooncO, that a desMttation of twelve shouki be 
des^tched to Marino Faliero the Duke, who was then on Ins 
way from Rooe ; for when ho was cho»en, he wns ambatsailor 
at the coort of the Holy Father, at KoMie.-ihe Holy l ather 
himseii held his court at Ati^non When Mesver Maniio 

.th ,i..v 


^ “‘v »*».«; held his court at A%i^n When Mesver Ma 

..... ........ ^ women 01 kcrcl^^r. as abettors of i FalKrothe D-ke » as about to land in ila, ciiy.on the wh 

•^^rcSerfSiiXyLcdo^^LT.£!r^ who «u« I Wet to wnte that -kwh I have read m . chroiiKle, 

■* ■“ 

X rhJtfJlJ •» “»« «h« LkiVs tower. 

2f «h*to«ihe oisht of the ji« 

y y*. behesd»<. drsi Utfo, and aft?n5r.H fanwna 
r..®?K*J^! *•*“ ««“d her. conducted the Utter uiv let his arm 
to ^ ^la«e of puBlshmenc. bho. all alone, rancud that " 




.V71.. ••• *s««d at every Uep. whelho 

l^ar nl^"* *•“ Am poA-sh- 

•«M wtt the aio She mouired what was become of Ifno, 

C"V***!*t' A« eieUimed. •• Snw. then. I w»h 

oliu her ormaments. and. wraviHne 
.1 *'*' ‘“bmiited le the fatal stroke. -Leh 

pthih* others, aceowUMK to two eal<nd.«r> 
*“ Aosed In the eemetery of 
*^t?w •*" *• know* tespoeiino th« -♦«»«. 
aka the whole of chat %«adfol n^rhi. 

cAdJe if U|o was dead »eiT who «»-er<.i 
lie the* nr« U^lf ho to tW most «ksKrate 
“Oh that 1 leomerc dead, s^nee J 
And ttt?iL7-** 2.k ..f^^^Aas ifalTHt wir own Ufol “ 
m k!*..iC?7Ac *lth hti teeth 0 ^ whkh be had In Ms 


MU sent u to au tho ceuru oflinly. 

Ae Deweof Veofco. FroaecKO 
but wiihoui vJbhihInc hareasooL iCw 

ttop should be put to the urrooratloos for at*mna>MA« wWrk 

about to take olMe. to iho Muara of n* 
MjJ. 1. «4« .. M<l>n.. u. dS.V^ SX* <1^ 

'SSHSlS : ! 

aeemed, hnee beta oasrniwBSSSSt s22f £L“ 
erer, there wete who did dmU 

MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OP VENICE. 
APPENDIX. 
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old ChronSt^fo^M ^ SK^ friceDent baasbtio* of the A«^’»l«han*»*d1hrAj£li‘eiid ? •r«?“b2w«o* 

A Sj 7n^'Si^;swi.d 2i s - hr^^ss^v^si:;'; 


STORY 0*'MAR|H(^AUSRO. DOCB XUX. 

Oiaoetereath day of Sopleaber. to ihe year of o« Lced 


w ^ 00 * V** lllb 

to an omI 

a^aii. 

W’heh tWs l^ke had held the dukedom <lur>ns nine monitis 
and M t days he. Iwmu wk k« J arid aialui mut s.>ue lit to f h jk • 
hM^elf L^l <4 \ ciiK r. m the w inner w h.t li J have reatl i n .\n 
••*•*•* chrensle. When Hie Ihuts^liy armed ui«n n hi.h 
they were woM to hwM the bull, the Ixdl h<iiil looV r.lue at 
usual 5 «B.l af,ord«*if »e the uvsce of tho»« imies after the 
b^ hunt had ended. ihc> all proceeded unto the Mhice «f the 
*a*cinbk<l leceiher in one of h»a halU: iu»d they 


Z!S'T . wun I ne women. And unti 1 1 he hrs 

Aen * Unquei was served up My 
.^^Ae Duke loid the e*|.ent«t ihcreof. provided he had a 
DiK^v and alter the banquet they ad relumed to ihett 

.Sm to tMs fentt there canae • certam Ser Michele Steno n 
ecMlenaao of poor esute and v*/y youne, but erafty sod 
« lo^^ one of the dumveli of ihe Duchess. 

^•^Kh^ n»on^ the wookh ut>on ih« aoUJe; Hd 

"ly L^‘l lilt Duke ordered 
bekKked otf the sebyo: and the esuuires'of 
i5* f^?5*L***l *"• Ae suUJe accordinely' Ser 

an sFrortt wit beynivd JlT heVr' 
uK -ben the fenst was over, and all other prrsens had 

•‘' “^'l-'Aanycr. weni to the 

yr?rr?^ * Senaio rmti manded the Avoeadoii of ihe 

ZZm 2^^ Jt“ «•»« Council of Forty ttai ho 

hb *»» 10 havo 

del OBim ... 


ssisi'iss? 2i; 

P.^ UU riWd Ud.d. 


'i t 


'ijlilift Li«H « l>.^ 
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ho» (he C«utKil ef Fom rtepect ou Upoe this the 

Adairal eM«ered,— ’ hiy Lorri Dwice, if fCm wfah te 
nuke ^eurself a pi^e, hitd ip cut eO these cseiraHy jgudt^ 
oven (0 pieces, I feuve the heart, if ye* 4 p h«( help ae, m 
eiake you pnrxe »f tU this state; ihchroe may penish 
them alL’ Hearmc this, the Duke sai 4 ,— 'Hew eea spch 
fluirer be brevet abew t*— ami »p they (Wsceursed theree*. 

The puke ea&<d fat hiine|>h«w. Set ueftitceso Fahere, who 
Uved Kith him in the {‘alaee. they ceinmwed eboot (hts 

S lot And wttaeul leannc the piece, (hep SeM far Phikp 
alenriaro, • teaman af neat re^iete. and for ftestecCie 
luaello. who was exceedinf ry *ilysM cvnairer. The* ukiae 
counsel amofifti (hemaeWet. they a^eH M e«V m same 
others I and so, fee several ai^ht> seceevtiedy. they a»et oiih 
the Duke et home in his |•aMce. AM the bdlewinc men 
•vere called in sincly ; m «*it;— XKcnto Faclonto, C«»*aiMu da 
Corfu, Stefano Fafione.Nieeota «lalle Bee>K. Nkeeh* HmMo. 
and Refine Treiiaae.— It «at cnncenetl that sateen ee 
seventeen leaden should t«e scaivMieH in wtous pom of the 
city, each bemr at the head *4 foety men. armed and pre 
pareil ; but the lollowen »e*e not to Vno* their dectmatioit 
Un the apromied day they were to make adrnys am>mK« 
ihertiselves ner« ami there, m order that the Duke miiiht have 
a pretence for telhne the belK of San hJareoi these hefts are 
never rune hut by il< order of the Duke. And at (he sound 
of the bcUs. these siiteen or sevcMeen. with ihew feU»«rer«. 
were to come to $an hlareo, ihrnuph the sireeitwMch open 
upon the Hasa. And when the askle and leu dine cdieeno 
should CMBC into the Fiasaa, to know the oause or the r»M, 
then the eeiuuiratert were to cm them m pteces : and this 
work heioi; dnuhed. my Lord Uarwo Faheto the &>ke was le 
be proclauiied the Lord of Venire. Thuic* hassnv been ih*« 
sett/ed. they aipeed 10 fulll their Imeni 0* W ednesday, the 
15th day of April, in the yeit So covertly did they plet. 
that BO one ever ilreami w thetr machrfiMlonft. 

Out (ho l.ord, who hath always helped thh most yle dn uo 
cUy, end who.levira in r;;hteoosneMand hehncus.>iMli never 
formshen it. lasplredooe llehramo fterrsmoKoid be ihc caose 
of brmrtns the t»lot to htrhl, in the lobowsne manner. ThH 
ftehfuiuo. who Mionffed to See Nkcofto Uom of Santo Sle* 
fane, had hear*! a word or iwo ef ohat was to i.ske place i end 
sn. in the ali>ove*meMionetl month of Aprd. he weM to (he 
house of the aforesahl Ser Klecoto UoAk and Md him al (he 
idrticutare 0/ ihe plot Ser ?fkeel», when he heard aH these 
thIiM. wio struck dead, an h wete, vtthafneht. He heard 
all the pankulani and HoKramo prayoil him te herp if M 
Secret ; and tf h« tohl Ser Niecuie, tf was in erder thai Ser 
Nico^miehtitow at home on the t^h ef April, and Ihof save 
hie life, ftdtramo oas f«mc. boaSer Nkcnln ordered nh serv 
enta to lay hands upon him. and lock him urn $«r 2(keolo then 
went lA iM house ofhNiact Ciovaaai Cruoenifo N'esord. who 
•firrwards l•«<anK Duke, sndwho aMo bved at Santo Stefana, 
aod l^d him ML The mailer seemed to him to lie of thevery 
irreaiest impomnce. ae indeed d waas aM they two weiw to 
the houM of Ser Marco Cemsra, who Ived at San Feftcc: 
and. havinf spoken wkh him, they all three then d ete rmi n ed 
tpeo hark te Ihe house of Ser NMeohs Llool, te ca a m me the 
paid ftehramo ; end hiviry queploned him, and beard el that 
ha hM to say, they left him m eonteemcaL And then they eS 
three went into i 3 Ce sacrittr of San Salvaecrc, and sent tnek 
men le sinrimon Ihe Councillors, (he Avn^aftoil, the CepI de' 
Pled, and those ef the Crcai Council 
When nil west asaemlJed, the wboSe Kory waa told to 
thorn They were Wruek dead, aa h were. wMh afriflN. 
They detcnwed to send for ftehraiuo. lie wua laoucut M 
before thov They essmlncd him, aud aacertalu e d that the 
naauet wae irwc ; and ahbouRh they were eiic cc dingfy t 
bieiL VO? they deterusaed ■iwn thrir mcamees. And they 
aciu fee the Cap< de' ^araete, the SiRTiorsdi Xelte. the Capl 
de’Stfiierl.aad ihe ClnfpK deUa Pace; and they were ee dered 
to awoetate te their men ether yeed men and true, who uuvu 
to proceed to the houses of the nndleoders of the coB^ftuey. 
and MOure them. And they secured rhe foremna of the eree- 
n.'iL In order (hot the coosioracon ouyM »e« do MschieL 
Towurds niihtfaO Ihey aocembled io ihe p ala ce . Whoi they 
weto Mtmrr* m the palace, they caimed ihe fulea of (be 
ooodraMle of the palace te be shut And they seat to the 
koeberM the BeU-wwtr. end forbode the mBM of tho^bdk 
All M vaa carried into efecL The b ef ore menU o d e d cca» 
sekmton were seeurmL and tbey were brouchi «e t^ palap s 
nM as ibe CosmeU of Ten saw that the Duke was m the pM, 
thcT itsnived that rwemy of the kadlod meo of the state 
«k^iA be amocUted tu tbe m. for the punmae of coBsikjiieu 
Indd^beradoo.bMihJt tkeysbouJd net U allevud te bailee 
Thn enmtfcfters were the ftllowinc Ser OiovunnJ Moeem 
Iwo. of the StjMrri of San Mono ; Set Atemu Vemero,da 
sSeThlSbu. of the Semkru of CasteBo; Ser Tnmaw Vbdm 
of ranofiTir So CiotunM S on w^ . of the 


cello. Set Tomaso Sanodo, and Set Michcleno Dolteo, Ike 
beads of eheaforaid Ceimdlef To& Ser Luca da Lwn, 
and Ser heoo da Mest^ mmUxors of the aforesaid Coanefl 
And Ser Marco PofanL Ser Marino Venlero. Ser IJtiMe Le» 
bardo. and Ser N icoletto Triviaiao. of Sant’ An^de. 

Late m the mcht. juvt before the dawnine. they cboM a 
Junta of rwen ly ooblemen of Veafeo fmm antouRTt lAc wiiefl, 
and (he worthi^ and ib« oldest. Tbey were to Rive cesnseL 
W not to bnboa And they would bo( admit any one of Ck 
Fahcm. And Nkcolo FaJiero, and another Niccelo Falter^ 
of Sen Tomaso, were eapeSod from the Council because tbey 
he loa ye d to (he family of the Do|K. And this resohitleD or 
crenime iho Mala of twenty wos much prulsed ihrouRheol 
the stale. The fodow mg were ihe members of the Junta of 
twemy;— Ser Marco OmstisUni, Procuiuioru, Ser Andron 
Eriato. Procuruiore, Ser Llonardo Ciuuinlani, Procurator*, 
Set Amlma Comarinl. Ser Siomne Dandolo. Ser Niceato 
Vol|>e. Ser Cievauai Lccodano. Ser Marco Dledo. Ser CIm 
vaMM Crailemeo, Sec Andrea Cemaro, Cavaliere, Ser klardU 
Swranrw, Ser Kinleri du Mosio, Ser uamno MarceiJo. S« 
Marmn Morwuni, Ser Siefano BeleRtio, Ser Nioeulo IJeob 
Sc r h ili|4io ane, Ser Mareo Triviaano. Ser Jacopo BiSffadMk ’ 
Scr Omianni Foscarini. 

These twenty were accordiORly called In to the Cnendl m 
Ten : and they sent for ory Lord Marino Faiiero. the Dukes 
and my l.«rd Marne was thee eonsonine in the oMaee wllh 
people uf ereai eeiaie, reniksten, and ether (00«1 own. neno 
ef whom knew yet how the Act Rood 

At Ihe s.'unc tin>e Ileriucci tiracUo, who, as one of ihe rUf* 
ksdm. «u to head (he consptruiorf In Sana Croce, ou 
arrested and bound, and brourhiWferu (he Council 
del ftfui.Nicul<iiodJ Kosa,Nicatetto Alb«no.andths Cusr* 
uRa. were ahn uken, tMether with oeeeml snamcn. aM 
]>e« of various ranhi TneM were onatMoed. and ike fruit 
of ine plot was ascertained. . _ ^ 

On lie (fth of April judewart was flreA In the M 

Tern that Fikpiw Calen^o and Senuedo lemlln ^oJd M 
hMved upon the red lAUars efthe balcony^ Ae prjocn M 
wbiA Ibe Diike is u^i to leek at the bull hufiU and Ih^ 
were haaced wkh RUfs in their meuihk . . 

The neii doy the foUowin* were eondciniicdn-Nlec^ 
Zuccoelm Nknwo Ulendo, PfcMeno [^. hlarM 
Jacomdle Dacubno. Nk<4«lto hidele, iho jen 
Calendaro. Marco Torello, mDod leiP^ Sirfenn 
(be mencrehiHRer of S*»tt HafRhyj^ 

Bendo. These were Ml uken J Ck*»^ fee , 
endeavourtne 10 escape Aflerwerda by 
tenet wh«h uus paoeed upon them In the C^«U 
tbcp wore hsoRcd oa MeeMtvo day»: seme dn«ly a^ 
mceuplcn upU the columns ef Uie palace, bejnnM* fr®* 
the teSwhiniiS. and sc em"! onwards 
And mber prWwm were duclurRed, 
hml buen Mrulred in the eonsp«<y, 

in Ml Mr they wore then te understand WsoM^^^g 
of Ibe plet tUt Ihey were to come armed aed 
the oerv*« of the siaW. and In order to secure «???'" “S! 
nab; and (her knew noihlnf el*e. 
t^uardiace. a** BareMommeo Cirieolo 
sererul others, who wore nor Ruiity. were dIochaflBS* . 

CM FrwUy. the MIh day of April. 
in the aforesaid CountB of Ten. th« lyl^d 
Ibe Duke- ihouM havu Ma head eul off j aad 
Hon should be done ou the tandmR 
ensn. where the Dnkes take their oath when they 
Ste On the foOowiaf day. the 


. 1*5 

and 


leru. 


Ibe hour of norm. And Ike 

j>«fcc’sbead before heeaineuv-f<-^.> ••.•a: 

wus over, k to mid ibni one of Ihe CounoJ of Tm we^o » 
edumnieftbe palace over syMM Ibe crA S 

that he showed the bloody *w^ imu the Peop^'M^ S 

wkba kmd vMeo-'The terrible doorp hath fel» ^ 


mdtur I **wnd the. doors were W^ihj^ga 1 ** 


be- 


witb 

rushed* coepse M 1^ Duiie. who 

be kuown that Ser ftovaiml Senudo^ thiJfSSd I 


noe prenent wb« iheaMfettld««o«J^ . 

ems unweB nd r«J«d « homn 


Zd »b^5mutf0 m I anofiRir »m i^ievunnt n en oo o. w me 
Hj^MofSanu Croce ; sW Pieero Trivmann, efthc Smdetu 
ffeuMitme BMho il Creodo. ef rhe SeMou 
2S DmnS^ Tbo AvefuM ^ iM CemmuuweMth . were 
Odo PaoduahRo; and tte^^not 
'^^TtSeMlhkCnMlM Tmwuw Se C’ a i w nlMaf 


hu^Mc ha wus unwea ana ^ 

Murtumt baBmed : that Mmy. *ve bJtds 

the Couhca of Tea. An«k«i a^ifttod. 

■•d chattels ofthe Doke. as wSasof 

be forfeited » the sMie- Ard as a 10 

woPved in the Cnuncrt of Ten. lh»l^ SlSTAnd 

dw-m« e^tw« ibouxhd duears Us 

h^s resolved ih*i ai the couoci^rv and alhbc A^ ^ 

W the CommonweaWi. ihme of the C^acflof 

bmMtIw Junta, who l^aawoedkip^Jtt^J^e of 
>ulie and the other traliorujfc^ ha« 

M armsborh bp day. and byl^ rub 


the Duke ... 
mrrrlnt imm both bp day, 
CreM tn Caream And 


fooiareo eanyinc 


..inrSSS 


nlmtn be 
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NOTES TO MARfNO FALTEROy DOGE OF VENICE. 


riQ 


kk bu» T«p. PermJssi^bf «a/ry*fte »"■' ‘^r Tl*«e divots ev 

to th« four Nocmc* ot the Ckwcety. thit is »aW e^der «•«. so fie that the 

leflQ^he Sortetoe Coon, who took the de»'Osirtoiis ; wd i»vo«Ae» eel civil society wj* rt»scove»cd lo U ameoaMo 
SJ^Se Amed^rKkoSto di LofiM, StUsoeio. »od to * tntiyn»l of M<ew»o«» ; «M to resiram the o|.eri 
ffireXceipoviel «. ih« secretiries of the Steivwi di Xotte. «f s^h ”*'’*f*J****^ 

tn^^rs h..d beeo h.o«e>l. sod h-J O^ocd^- Teedec re^. Ee“i^l5S3 

MM Aoa.as I nave reac in awoiooice. ^v.k*« «» — t 't*"* ««''«"»• *»« 

BS»o«t<i^oved III aba tee. with ei*hi torch**, to h« tomb I lumcd by the coon* olient-id* ihe wioe eouncU 

SCS^Khof S*nCio«7oi« ftiol^ where it was boned, «"H«e.l aH «auv« of that oat -re l>vfore ityrlfi This 
rfftib IS no* lit that »i>k in the middle of the laticehorch I ••nocetoee: oe eeelesuQKol >ins.ticiw) havA»; occosWied 
gfthi* StsHn della Pace which was hwh by IU>o«p Gabnel 
■fSemno. It n a eodin of stone, with Ihesewred' endvnven 
(teoM: ‘ Hf\t M/fC ^eMiHHS .ifevswiri ^A«Wr^ /t*e.*~Ai»<l 
Aft did not paint his |>onrait in the hall of theCteat Couecd : 

-W k the |<la;e where it ouxht to hate been, you see cheve 
vsda^« Utt Martn* FaM^. Were/tun /*»v cnMin> 

Aer.’wAnd it 4< thn-ehi tKit bi» house was praMeil to the 
lb of Sont’ AiwMok; It was that (veat one near the 
Yet thi« could not be the case, or eKe the familv 
It hack from the church : for it siitt bekn^^ to Ci 
_... 1 niMi aot refrain from aotiec, thai «o«« wobed to 
wikothe fellowiaK wnnls in the |daee where hi4i>ortnH one hr 
to bore been. . 1 salwe^Atll MArtHHS A’efrfra /brc. /e/w/riOK 

S A i’AuAi lui 4ft/ffiratut A>w <wiM(njaM/.'*^berS 
dited a eeii|4et, worthy ei bcinf iMcribed npoa hu 

‘Ota V4*utt>m J4ftt Arfr. fatriam fut pradtri /m/vn/, 

Sap4rA, dtatj. ettuum prrdufi/, o^ne ae/w/. 


^ Ncrrk D, 

^TRARCll ON TUG CONSPlft \C'f OF MARINO 


FALIBRO. 

The Itallae tTVdatInn from the Latin cplstleo of Pemr^ 

K vati. ** Awrerm, rol. I», f . jot) i>r«re*— tUV. 

t Marino ralirro wea a perveial irkad of Petnreh's: 
*|nil«e dlmettiehraaa,' old Intimacy. It ihe phrase of the 
not oedly. That mrarcK thought that he had more 
vtneo than conduct, ’plh dl <»r^er** cho d* senno 
Mdly. ^bai ihtTo irac antne Jeabiwsy on the part of Pc' 
cava ih*t Hafinn Tallero wns treating of the 
b*acs^lU|oro htiMelf had 'rninly attempted to coacl-de ’ 

e ^Bsrlne howvuf of ihc Dukritofc nat conferred u|**n 
wVh ho ooliher toneht not eaperted. *eho a* <Ue<leva 
M wpomve.* ond which had never been granred to any other 
In like circtunarnvee^ *ek ehc non si eoneedetio a newsnn 
•Urn,* a proof of the high esteem wi which Ke nwsu have Iwen 
hrid vOy. That bo had 4 roporailon foe vM/dma. eau> for* 
feUrd by the last entetprlie m his hfc, * si nsurph per t«Ml 
•nnl una falsa fema <11 unlencip*— * llo had Qonri>esl for w> 
Biany yaOfS • false famo ef Mviren,’ rother a dUlknk task. 1 
ahonn tUoh. Poople are geneeolly foutkd ont before e«b(y 

B re of age, at le.sst In a r npubllc. —Proas thcee. and the other 
orteal noies which I have collected, it asay be htfetred. 
that Marino PaUero imssoaoed many of ibe gnaHctev bnc aol 
the cucreM of n hero: and that hd passions wete too doirnt 
The paliw add Igcorant a««ua* of Dr Moore felH to ike 
geouocl Pelrarch ea)% * ihat thetr bvl been no greeter event 
In his times' four i\m/i llierallyj, * nosirl tempi.’ In Italy. Me 
aUe diffaic from the hlsiorfan ui saying that I’aliero wmt * im 
the banks of Ihe Fh»nt.’ btfteod of at Rome, when elected: 
the other aeeouats My, that Om depotallon of the Verwilen 
•onaio met him at Raveanc How tkk may kav« been. It n 
OM for me to decide, and la of ne greM lmi>or< ante H .vd th* 
own succeeded, ho would have changed the face of V’cmcc 
a^ porhape of ttaly. As it is, what err they Iwch I 


wsinngcos e a’ 

some r«Mon»lcenre from Rome, the couni:kl tLi.iincO only ilie 
ngha of r*}«ctiAg the petMson of the nmnKil {•ersom. and 
cnnscstced torctet such causes to ihc holy odxe as it should 
noc j^evsoioly have re}ecie<l.* 

'There was a rnoiomt m uluck. dosilelcss, the Hesirjctloa 
of prss.i'c fonunes the rum of youth, the 'lomc'iic <|i*cord 
loreauened by tbe«e determined the govemihcnl to 

depart from ns estaU^hed rmsaims ennsenang the freedren of 
•ntnisersaUo-ed ikesubyrtl All Uie ct-irtesans wvr« l,aiii«hcd 
from Venice i but tSseir aUvekce w.unot rnnugh to recl.timand 
bnng back good moraK to a whole |>«o|>lc brougli*. up tn tho 
most seandAloiis licentinusisesv. |)e|ir,s\ity rr.sclkcd Ihe very 
bosom of private fainilicw. aad even into the clMMer: and 
they found ihemsebres olUiged to recall, and ev’en to indem, 
iify.4 women who vomeiutioa gaibesl $>.asesstnn of important 
aecrets. and who might bo usefully cmpkiycd m tlic nnn 
of men wb^ fectuwes might have rcttilcted them ihingcr* 
ouc. Since tliet tune licewii— sneis bas gone on incrc.tsmg ; 
and webavo sects motSserv. net only setting the innnceni.e oi 
their riuighicrw, bet setting ii by a contract, Cuihcntisainl bv 
the sigssacure ofa pulilie omcrr.aodtbe performance efwKica 
wu secured ^ the prvtvction of the laws ■ 

The parlo-n of the eowvemaof noUe ladvrc and the housco 
of the counecanv ibowgh the |•elKe carefully kebii up e 
•umber of siwes almut tliem, were the only iasei««t»lies for so* 
eiciy in Vensrej ami in these two places, so ditfcrrni from 
easn other, there wao odual freedom Mu»ic. cnIlationA cal* 
Untry, were not more itelwdilen Mi the iiarloiirv than al the 
casmoi. There were * number of CAsInrts for the |iut|ioi« nf 
inibtte aanemblMrs. where gnuiing was ilie pT»ns»|>Al piitsmt of 
the company. It was a strange sigki lu see |>er«ons i»f either 
sea masked, or grave in tkrir in.sgt»lrrsa1 tubes, rmirvd a uble, 
mvokmg chance, and giving way at onr iftaUnc lo (lie agvinirs 
of dev(sair. at the neat :o tne illusions of h»|>e, ami that with* 
■uermg a smgle word, 

The ikIi had ivvlvate eaalnoL but they liv'cd tMrgf r//fe in 
them t a*d the wives whom they a|>aniloived fouml snuiycuca* 
lion in Ike kbetly lliey enjoyed, Tli« corTW|*tivn of morals 
bad ileimved them of tbeir empire, Wc have /ust reviewed 
the whM hwcory ef Venice, wwi we have net onre seen ihcm 
eacrttso Ihe sUgniest Mhrence. — Dakv t Hut. ifr ta K/fmi. 
gr fVniar, voi v. p. 


DON JUAN, 

CaITTO V.. 8TAK2A UXLVJI 
FACOX’s AroriiTiiacats. 


I ^ «aA 

opsaitN'ATiavs. 


rvalwiog mihc Pope's thapci Ihe por 
traiturc of hell end damned aoui^ 
made owe of the d4wuke*l so«h so like 
cardmal that was (ms enemy, as 
leswryboily ot br« sight knew K v 
|whev«upcn Ike cardind complalnoir 
lo Puiie CkmeM, humldy pr.isine it 
I might l>e ^acc^ The r^*e said io 
him, Why. you know very well I have 
power to dchvev a soul out of purgm 
Itory, bmnidootofbeti 


This was Hi! iho 

C rirait of a canllnal. 

I uf I he Pope s I ibs V 
ter of the ceremniiiek 


Noth C 

VBNFTIAN SOCIETY AND MANNERS. 

' Vice without splendour, dn wtthout relief 
Rvwh from tbc glom of kve to emootk K o'er { 

But, In lu Weed, coareo laste orkabicwrle.’ 4(6 

iSerp.p«») TSF 

» • To th^ottnrla «• frwguentk pobHed by ihe g o vcTn unt Akvander. after the bank of Cra- Ji *a< afierthe bau 
vnw the clergy.—co the eeo1in«ai wrwcgks Iwrween ihc nkum. had very great oAr^mmlc him iV* of Issue niMl duriiih 
ftmnieonslilutcd bodies,— to these cnierieHee carried on lir Darkm Consulting wuli his cap- the slrireof Tvfe anl 
ay the rnaea of the aobke egalnw the deprAcianee of rower .— tarns e on ce/ aIngOiem. PanoerPosMd. ear ioimedlstclv after 
lo 0* ' •• projects of inneveiko. whktt always ewM by a ' 

WToka 01 otatc pWky. we must add a caw«« not less diced to 
•praed cmireeept for aneleot dociririoe: /Are mer Mr aeatt ef 
cerwuA^**. 

TM fkcedom of nanben, which had been kng boaMed of 
H the prlndpel charm of Venetlea encleiy. had degenerated 
Into •eandalnoa hceitiouineu: ttu ik of marrligc wa« ku 
Mcred In that CaihoUc coqtitry, than among tbosc aackm 
•hofo tko kws and reRglon earalt of Hi iwIm dkpdve^ 

B ec ay t a«y eoabl aot b*eak the cooimcr. i>.cy Uirmed ihac _ 

It had not etlWed : and ike greuad of nullity, immrdestlv i hiarer. Descr.oti 
by cko aaiWed pair, wos admftM n^ equal mcibcy bJw. Pux^ of leafy, 


♦ Correspondence of M. ScliUrk. French chargd d* affaires 
Desfuteb nf mS August. iy4a 
t Hid. C>es|*alch )iss August 
t Htd. E>espatch of trd b^,iemHer. tyg^ 

I The dcsree foe thdr teeall designates them as neiirt 
4i tu ijw 1 Ut mtrrt» (f 1 ; o fund end some called farr 

to them.; hence the opprobrious 


acipdiattoa M Cerwm/« nt, 

wo of Veako, voi. 
vol b cb> V 


H.: and hi. Aicbem 
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NOTES 7VJ DON JUAN. 


Sure, t would accept of thes« offen, tf 
J were as AJciand«r. AleuAdcr M* 
swered, So wou&J I, If 1 were tt far* 
(nehio. 


the passac* U Uk 

Graatcus. that ikls is 
taMtobare occurred 


IS*. 

Aniicroriuv when it was InH btia 
Ui.xi the eneiit)* Kail su^h roHeys of 
arrows that tH«v hi<lf the Ma. 
said. That f.iM> out wvll. for ii le 
weather, and so we sbaU ti'ht »lhe 
shade. 

Ida. 

There was a i>tulosof>hcc that dis* 
puteO with A(lni4 the Emperor, and 
djd ii hut weaklX' One of hi» frxauls 
that stood hy afterwirdesahi unto him. 
hleihiitks were nee hke voorsetf 
last day. io airuoient with iKe Em* 
l>en>r: I emlohare anvnereO better 
iikytclf. Wt»y. t.iid (he pHUowrphet, 
would ywu have rue contend with bua 
that cethmaiida thirty IcYionst 
ido 

There mi one thst foond a 


TMiwasne^aaldbjr 
AntiifOms. bol by a 
S|vatian. i^reriausly io 
the battle of Them^ 
irylx. 


This hapneaed un- 
der AucttStHs Cmar. 
and mt durinc the 
reifa of Aibiaa. 


IMe hapivewcd to 
the tarher of Hetodes 


pi.sM efiaoney. div'^toK uadernoond 

•rbeinf Altkus. aail the an* 


in hi« eramUather's bvuse, arH 
•oflM whii douleful of the ease srftM' swer was ma<l«by the 
fed »i to the evipetor that he had Emperor AVrsw. who 


fo«»nd such (reatwe. The emperor 
Bsade a reicrlM thus: Use iL He 
wra back acain. that the sum was 
fteater thai» hie naie or condidon 
<ou1«I live I lie emperee writ a new 
rescript thuat Abuse It. 

•Tf. 

One of ihe seven was went in say. 
that Uwe were hke cnbwebs: where 
the sniak flies were <4ucht. and the 
f real break ihrouf h. 

An orator of Athens «aU to Oe* 
mostheneh The Athenians wM kill 
you if they was mad. DemosiheweS 
replied A nd ih*.y will UO yon if they 
be in food sense. 


d eoe rred tha t h I s wa me 
shovM have been star* 
ed hy the *^reau<t 
•wnM^mcanrvl of 

mankind, 


TMa saM hy 
Anacharsts the Scy* 
Oua^and mss by a 


TUavas wefsnM V 
Pemosihcnev but r* 
Demosthenee by f A*. 
CBM. 


MS. 


There vm a 

berSus that, lookinf 
Cniui, enld of him. \ hat he ms mire 
mingled with bleed 


philo e op h er ebeot Th 
»kine UNO the nature of 


TUs wns not mM 

nf CalM Kt 3 ^^ t 

B renme. la inte n ded 
Cemek bot of Ti. 
wmarUwcM. 



_ - . « . asid cook irel 

Tor another disdnj^isheu testimony ro Voltaire's 
Iderary march, see also Lord Hollind’s esceli.ni flj 
of the Life and Wniiage of Lope de Vega. voL i u su. 
of sity. 

Vohaire has evem been tensed « ' shallow felkir^.* t^seme 
of the same scboel who called Dr^deifs Ode 'a dieekea 
<.>Bg I ycAenf (as it j» called. I presume, from Oeii <|la^ 
• icn being still inconpletei the whole of Whuse fkhy trph of 


bpics. Cicursieos. dte. Ate. &c.. is not wonhthe t^myds in 
Zaire. 'Km/ fifurtx' ^ or a sisgle speech of Taueced: a 
sfhM2. the aposiaie lives of whose reBegadoes, with ihrT tea* 
dnnkine neuirakty of morals, and Oieirconrenieni treschceyik 
pohrK>>Hn ihe record of iheiraccumnbied pretences to viM 
carcVroduce no erftM/ (were all ihcir goeo deeds dram 
•a arm>lte eoualor approach the sole tlefence of the 
of Celias, by ibat groat aisd sae^ualled genluMhe uidvsisal 
VokJire. 

1 have ventured to remark m these hnle In.^ccumche of 
'the greatest genius that bi^fhiiil, or perhaps anv eil^r 
count rj, ever produced/} merely lo shew eur lUtUAl ia* 
}<inici' in cnn«leKiiungfrwrnr4>tne grenletr genius cf 
•i<r siKh inaJvertmcieaAS tlicae. of which ilienighesr ofBW 
Und h js been no kss guilty. Q«<ry» waa f.scu(i a i^rraur if* 
loBcct than Newton t 


Ot Uf PBkL 

Hmng inthebumw^f «rirlcism. laliall proceed, ■flerliad'iil 
renturevl uiion ihe situs uf Uacun.io icucb upon one or Iwe u 
irOhng in |K ' btiou of the British foeu. hy the Jusdyj.^ 
brw^ Campheb. Bui 1 do this In good will, and trust It •no 
he sn takeiL 1 f anvthinv could add to niy ophalos of the I rwW 
ai^ true ferline that gentleman. It would bo hli claMitMi 
honest, and triumi haut defence of fepe. againal Ike 
cant of the dsy, and Its eauimg Ctub blreec 
The liuplvencecies to which I allude ar^ ,, _ 

Firstly, in speak lug «f A«f*fy. whom he aecuiei ef .h'^ 

taken * his leading ^ra<tei»ftoni5«r//frr 

CuMe wu puUiJied in iTfL SiaoHeti'a H^phreyCItfU 
lihe only work of Smohei i s fro* which TaWi^, 4« ‘ 

liave befn taken) wna written d< ring fe/r 

at Leghora *• r?>o-'.fryi*A' If there has tfn 
AMtey must b« th^red«»r. and aoi 'he deNor 1 ew 
Campbell to his mu dauTn his Lives of Sm^ktt and M 
Seemsdly. Ur CamubeU n>yt in the Life of cr |~ 

«ok vll} that he kMwa not to whom Cevpen 


' Nor he who. for ihebane of th^wndi bora, 

BuUl C*d a <kmnfl. and laugh d hU word le sem 


Fesiey** 


f7’ 


There e king ef Hungary rc-A 
e bishop In baliJe. and kept hiea 
prisoner i whereupon the Pope writ A 
monHory to him, for ihai bn had 
broken the prlvil^e of holy chereh. 
and taken his son : the king sent an 
embessogo to hits, end sent wHKaltke 
eimour Ascreln ihoUohnpwnsmkc*. 
and thle only te wrftt^ K«dr •>■<* 
Am nv jlHi ru(7 Kwm 
BThether this be thy soa's cnalt 


This reply *raa n»i 
Baade by e king of 
HutMAwy. but sent 

g Richard ihe First, 
ror ^ Lien, m 
EftgUftd. to the Pope 
with the breavt^plete 
of tke bishop of Beau 


edy. 


r>eiDeCr1t0. king «f Mncedea. had a 
yetlllen nfered fim dirm ttmea by 
an old woman, and anro e red he bad 
no leisure: wberaupon the wom a n 
said alood. Why thu give erne to be 


ThttdHsKhappee 
to Deivctriui. M 10 
Phttxf. bog cd Maee- 


VOLTASItft. 

Kavli^ itated thet Bncoo was Creeuently bcerreei b Us 
eitatiens from blstory, I hove thought it acceemry in what re- 

S ards so great a Ume (howerer tnmng), to mppoit IM nsscr* 
OB byinsh faeonsmorelvtDediaiely occurtome. rbey^* 
Put trifles, nnd yet (be such trifles « sehoel-boy wo«M be 
whipped (J fldJ b (be foncth form): and Vohaire for batfn* 
sTpillnrcrronhae been (rated as a suKrncial vntev. 
•otwtthrtandine (he tcedmony ef (he lenncd warton !<-* VeL 
enire. e writer el oanob daMr v«m«««A than Is imagi ned , ^ny 

Ao^ rMwbo has dkpleyed (he inentioc and «ns(«as ef the 


The CaMaisi moaat Voliaire, and the ehnreh ©f 
wtih hs ineertpUnn • Oeo e*«»H VohrVe. 

Thirdly. iatheUfe nf 8un«, Ml CampUS 
peare (has.— 

• To gdd reflned gold, lo paint r^M. 

OrM/^A perfume » (be vMeh 

This msina by no me«M Improree tbt origloaL which '4 ah 
fileufc— 




also bs eeeuf ate. when he aeeusei • *r,r,‘T.::i'i;;i5,;rewanr' 

dangema <lurge 'b^r* 


rhTri V.TeKb^ moneyl tUn J* 

ere nhmyi ate le he reclaim^; buUi 

been the frwdre. to be deoouaeed as the dtbiar, as iMae 

vt Aim it b tadaed a repmeenj wnh hfvng **“ 
AeeMMo. 7e«. $. sUa. 


e DtoeHatboL _ 


I Pope, b Spence's AsKCdotM..F. 
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